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PREFACE. 


Soon  after  the  publication  of  my  "English  Literature  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century"— seven  years  ago — the  publishers  an- 
nounced the  present  work ;  and  in  about  a  year  after,  nearly 
half  of  it  was  done.  But  I  found  that,  with  the  arduous  pro- 
fessional duties  of  my  school,  I  was  working  too  hard,  and 
therefore  I  suspended  my  labors  upon  the  book  entirely,  and 
for  four  or  five  years  (while  residing  for  a  greater  part  of  the 
time  in  the  country),  I  wrote  not  a  line  for  it  But  it  being 
continually  inquired  for,  in  consequence  of  its  early  announce- 
ment, I  determined  a  year  ago  to  complete  the  work  as  soon 
as  I  could,  and  as  best  I  might  be  able;  and  the  result  is  now 
before  the  public.  I  have  deemed  it  but  simple  justice  to 
myself,  as  well  as  to  my  publishers,  to  state  these  facts,  lest  it 
might  be  supposed  that  I  had  been  laboring  upon  my  book  for 
the  whole  seven  years,  which  would  raise  expectations  as  to 
its  completeness  and  finish,  that  I  fear  the  volume  itself  will 
not  justify.  Besides,  one  who  has  such  a  scholastic  charge 
might  be  supposed  to  have  enough  to  employ  his  time,  without 
engaging  in  such  outside  literary  labors  as  seem  more  befitting 
the  professed  author.  I  say  these  things,  not  to  deprecate  cri- 
ticism upon  my  work — on  the  contrary,  I  cordially  invite  it — 
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but  merely  as  a  partial  apology  for  the  defects  that  may  be 
found  in  it. 
[•  '  l&.the-4)iepa3dt1po  of  all  works  of  this  character,  there  are 

•difficulties  which  they  only  can  appreciate  who  have  been  en- 
gffged  ;iji  'sudi  labors.  But  in  this  work  the  difficulties  are 
peculiar :  "Fivst,  from  the  two  questions,  that  must,  at  the  very 

'.oulset,  .be  ansVered — What  is  American  Literature?  and, 
When  does  it  begin  ?  Secondly,  from  the  vast  amount  of  ma- 
terial to  select  from,  at  times  absolutely  overwhelming.  And, 
thirdly,  from  the  impossibility  of  giving  entire  satisfaction 
either  to  living  authors,  or  to  the  friends  and  kindred  of  those 
that  are  deceased. 

Kespecting  the  question,  what  is  American  Literature,  I 
would  remark  that,  in  my  view,  it  would  be  absurd  to  apply- 
this  term  to  the  occasional  and  transient  literary  effusions  that 
appeared  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  for  a  century  after  the 
settlement  of  the  country.  Colonies  of  Great  Britain,  speak- 
ing the  same  language,  governed  by  the  same  laws,  manufactur- 
ing but  little  ourselves,  but  dependent  on  the  mother  country 
for  a  large  portion  of  our  material  comforts,  it  was  natural  for 
us  to  look  to  her  also  for  our  intellectual  aliment.  And  we  did  so. 
Not  even  forty  years  ago,  the  "  Edinburgh  Review"  thus  wrote  :* 
**  Literature,  the  Americans  have  none ;  no  native  literature 
we  mean.  *  *  But  why  should  the  Americans  write  books, 
when  a  six  weeks'  passage  brings  them,  in  their  own  tongue, 
our  sense,  science,  and  genius,  in  bales  and  hogsheads  ?"  At 
this  very  plain  language,  that  had  a  good  deal  of  truth  in  it, 
we  were  much  offended,  which  was  very  foolish.  We  might 
have  answered  the  reviewer  somewhat  thus:  "True,  we  have 


'  Vol.  xxxi.  p.  144,  December,  1818. 
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had  as  yet  bat  little  literature  of  our  owd.  We  have  had  a 
greater,  a  higher,  a  nobler  work  to  do  than  to  write  books. 
We  have  had  to  foand  a  great  nation.  A  vast  continent  was 
before  as  to  sabdae.  The  *  means  whereby  to  live'  were  first 
to  be  provided.  Dwellings  were  to  be  bailt;  school-houses 
and  church  edifices  were  to  be  erected;  literary,  scientific,  and 
religions  edacational  institntions  were  to  be  founded;  and  then, 
in  the  natural  coarse  of  things,  would  come  forth  and  be  embo- 
died, the  creations  of  the  intellect,  the  fancy,  and  the  imagina- 
tion. In  short,  instead  of  writing  any  great  work,  we  were 
acting  a  still  greater  one.  We  were  making  those  very  sub- 
jects upon  which  the  future  historian,  traveller,  essayist,  poet, 
might  employ  his  pen  for  the  delight  and  instruction  of  other 
generations."  Such  might  have  been  our  answer;  and  who 
would  not  have  acknowledged  its  conclusiveness? 

But  as  soon  as  our  **  gristle  was  hardened  into  the  bone  of 
manhood,"  we  began  to  think  of  setting  up  for  ourselves ;  and 
then,  indeed,  we  began  to  thiiik  for  ourselves.  And  here  wo 
have  an  answer,  as  correct  as  I  can  give,  to  the  question,  what 
is  American  Literature ;  namely,  that  it  is  the  product  of  those 
minds  that  have  been  nurtured,  trained,  developed,  matured, 
on  our  own  soil,  by  the  manners,  habits,  scenery,  circumstances, 
and  institutions  peculiar  to  ourselves.  This  answer,  too,  de- 
termines, with  considerable  precision,  the  date  of  American 
Literature — that  its  native  growth  and  development  began 
with  our  Revolutionary  period.  Our  first  thoughts  were,  of 
course,  directed  to  our  own  condition,  to  our  relations  to  the 
mother  country,  to  our  forms  of  government,  and  to  the  great 
principles  of  political  government,  of  public  economy,  and  of 
civil  liberty ;  and  then  came  forth,  Minerva-like,  a  literature  of 

1* 
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a  political  character,  to  which,  for  strength,  clearness,  and 
comprehensiveness  of  thought,  for  just  and  sound  reasoning, 
and  for  effective  and  lofty  eloquence,  the  world  had  never  seen 
the  parallel ;  for  the  high  encomium  passed  by  Edmund  Burke 
upon  our  first  colonial  Congress  is  no  less  beautiful  than  just. 
This  literature  is  embodied  in  the  speeches  and  letters  of  James 
Otis,  the  elder  Adams,  Washington,  Hamilton,  Jefferson,  Jay, 
Madison,  and  other  patriots  of  the  Revolution.  Thenceforth, 
by  degrees,  as  our  strength  increased,  as  our  views  expanded, 
as  our  facilities  for  learning  were  multiplied,  as  our  scholarship 
assumed  a  higher  and  a  higher  grade,  we  entered,  successively, 
the  various  fields  of  literature,  and  reaped  rich  and  still  richer 
harvests  from  them  all,  so  that  our  dear  good  old  mother  is 
now  proud  to  acknowledge  us  as  her  own,  and  to  confess  that 
in  some  of  the  walks  of  science  we  have,  in  our  onward  march, 
left  even  her  behind.*  In  History,  she  acknowledges  that 
Irving,  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Hildreth,  and  Motley  are  equal  to 
any  on  her  side  of  the  Atlantic.  In  Theology  and  Biblical 
Literature,  D wight  and  Barnes  have,  probably,  as  many  read- 
ers in  England,  as  hero ;  while  no  review  in  that  department  in 
Great  Britain  is  superior,  for  varie(\  and  profound  learning,  to 
''  The  Bibliotheca  Sacra."  As  a  novelist,  the  English  Re- 
views themselves  being  judges,  Mrs.  Stowe  is  without  a  rival  in 
either  hemisphere :  as  many  copies,  probably,  of  Bryant  and 
Longfellow  have  been  sold  in  England,  as  of  Coleridge  or 

'  "  The  London  Quarterly  Review,"  for  December,  1841  (only  twenty-tbree 
years  after  the  extract  from  "  The  Edinburgh  Review"  just  quoted  was  writ- 
ten), in  reviewing  Dr.  Robinson^s  Palestine,  thus  writes :  **  We  are  not  alto- 
gether pleased  that  for  the  best  and  most  copious  work  on  the  geography  and 
antiquities  of  the  Holy  Land,  though  written  in  English,  we  should  be  in- 
debted to  an  American  divine/' 
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Wordsworth,  or  Tennyson ;  while  many  annotated  and  eluci- 
dated editions  of  classic  authors  by  our  own  scholars  are  ex- 
tensively studied  in  English  schools.  So  that  now  "The 
Edinburgh  Review"  might  ask  with  truth  the  reverse  question 
— "  Who  does  not  read  an  American  book  ?" 

Having  fb^ed  the  date  of  the  origin  of  our  native  literature 
at  the  latter  half  of  the  last  century,  the  question  arose  with 
what  author  I  should  begin.  Here  there  seemed  little  difficulty 
in  deciding.  The  great  light  of  the  last  century  was,  undoubt- 
edly, Jonathan  Edwards,  distinguished  not  more  for  his  learn- 
ing and  piety,  than  by  originality  of  genius,  and  a  mind  un- 
mistakably American  in  its  habits  of  thought  and  action.  But 
after  him,  the  number  that  mighty  with  some  show  of  reason, 
put  in  their  claim  to  come  within  the  scope  of  such  a  work, 
increased  more  and  more,  until  it  has,  within  the  past  thirty 
years,  become  so  great  as  to  be  really  embarrassing.  And 
here,  doubtless,  will  be  found  the  chief  failing  of  my  humble 
volume ;  here  is  a  field  ample  enough  for  the  most  vituperative 
critic  to  exercise  his  skill  in.  Many  will  see  that  some  favorite 
piece,  or  it  may  be  some  favorite  author  has  been  left  out;  and 
may  hastily  ask  why  it  is  so.  It  is  enough  to  reply^  that  I  could 
not  put  in  everything — no,  not  a  thousandth  part  of  what  has 
been  written.  Even  the  titles  of  all  the  books  written  by 
American  authors  would  fill  a  volume  half  as  large  as  this.  But, 
if  it  will  be  any  gratification  to  these  querists,  I  will  candidly 
acknowledge  that  I  myself  see,  after  my  book  is  now  made  up, 
many  ways  in  which  it  might  be  improved,  and  that  many 
authors  are  not  in  it  that  should  be ;  and  it  will  be  my  plea- 
sure to  make  amends  for  whatever  sins  of  omission  or  of 
commission  may  be  pointed  out  to  me,  should  my  book  reach 
another  edition,  and  be  put  in  the  stereotyped,  permanent 
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form.  In  the  mean  time,  I  earnestly  hope  that  any  friend  (or 
foe/  if  I  have  one)  will  candidly  and  freely  comraanicate  to 
me  his  views.  Every  one  will  look  at  the  subject  from  a 
dififerent  stand-point ;  and  I  will  sincerely  thank  each  and  all 
to  do  what  they  can  to  place  me  in  their  position,  that  I  may, 
as  far  as  possible,  see  with  their  eyes. 

Bat,  whatever  want  of  judgment  may  be  laid  to  my  charge, 
either  in  deciding  upon  the  authors  to  be  admitted  into  my 
book,  or  of  taste  in  selecting  from  their  works,  I  trust  that  no 
one  will  be  able  with  justice  to  impugn  my  honesty.  At  least 
I  have  endeavored,  uninfluenced  by  fear  or  favor,  to  represent 
my  authors  fairly,  and  to  let  them  speak  out  whatever  senti- 
ments were  dearest  to  their  hearts.  To  have  done  otherwise, 
would  have  been  as  dishonorable  as  unjust  One,  for  instance, 
has  made  Freedom  the  chief  burden  of  his  writings ;  another 
has  been  most  interested  in  the  cause  of  Temperance — both 
subjects  peculiarly  American ;  and  the  warmest  feelings  of  my 
heart,  and  my  own  life-long  principles  have  here  fully  harmo- 
nized with  my  sense  of  justice,  to  represent  the  humanity  and 
philanthropy,  as  well  as  the  cultivated  intellect,  of  such  gifted 
minds. 

In  conclusion,  I  would  only  remark  that  I  can  desire  no 
greater  favor  to  be  shown  by  the  public  to  this,  than  has  been 
extended  to  my  two  former  volumes.  My  publishers — and  no 
author  could  in  this  respect  be  more  highly  favored — ^have  done 
their  part,  as  before,  in  a  style  of  great  beauty ;  so  that  no 
series  of  books,  I  believe,  have  ever  been  offered  to  the  public 
at  so  moderate  a  price,  considering  their  amount  of  reading 
matter,  and  their  mechanical  execution. 

*  "Oh,  that  mine  adversary  had  written  a  book."  Job  xxx'i.  25.  That  is, 
that  he  would  set  forth  all  my  defects,  so  that  I  may  see  myself  a*  he  sees  mo. 
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AD(f  now,  having  prepared  this  book,  as  my  others,  neither 
to  please  any  clique  or  sect,  nor  to  favor  any  particular  latitude 
or  special  market,  nor  to  defer  to  any  false  sentiments,  but  to 
promote  the  cause  of  sound  learning  and  education,  in  har- 
mony with  pnre  Christian  morals,  the  best  interests  of  hu- 
manity, and  the  cause  of  universal  truth,  I  commit  it  to  the 
judgment  of  an  intelligent  public. 

CHARLES  D.  CLEVELAND. 

PfliLADBLPQiA,  April  6, 1858. 
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JONATHAN  EDWAKDS,  1703—1758. 

Ox  no  foundation  more  enduring  could  the  structure  of  a  work  upon 
American  Literature  be  reared,  than  on  the  illustrious  name  of  Jona- 
than Edwards — an  ornament  and  glorj  not  to  his  country  only,  but  to 
his  race.  Of  a  piety  as  deep,  as  pure,  as  fervent,  and  as  constant  as  it 
has  ever  been  allowed  to  mortals  to  possess ;  of  a  singleness  of  purpose, 
which  never  forsook  him,  to  make  the  very  best  of  life  that  life  is  ca- 
pable of;  and  of  an  intellect  which,  by  the  rare  union  of  clearness, 
aouteness,  and  strength,  has  never  been  surpassed  if  ever  equalled, 
the  elder  Edwards  has  attained  a  renown  in  both  hemispheres  which 
can  never  die  but  with  our  language. 

He  was  bom  at  East  Windsor,  Connecticut,  on  the  5th  of  October, 
1703.  His  i)arents  were  the  Rev.  Timothy  Edwards,  for  sixty-four 
years  the  pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church  of  East  Windsor,  and 
Esther  Stoddard,  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Solomon  Stoddard,  who  was  for 
more  than  half  a  century  pastor  of  the  church  of  Northampton,  Mas- 
sachusetts. He  commenced  the  study  of  Latin  under  his  father's 
Instruction  at  six  years  of  age,  and  entered  Yale  College  a  few  days 
before  he  was  thirteen.  As  a  signal  proof  of  his  early  strength  of 
mind,  it  may  be  mentioned  that  in  his  sophomore  year  he  read  Locke's 
"Essay  on  the  Human  Understanding"  with  such  interest  and  delight 
as  to  declare  that  in  the  perusal  of  it  he  enjoyed  a  far  higher  pleasure 
**  than  the  most  greedy  miser  finds  when  gathering  up  handfuls  of 
silver  and  gold  from  some  newly  discovered  treasure."  That  such  a 
youth  should  acquit  himself  most  honorably  in  his  college  course  was 
to  be  expected,  not  in  his  studies  only,  but  in  his  whole  deportment 
and  bearing.  During  his  last  year  in  college,  very  deep  religious 
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impressions  took  possession  of  his  whole  being.     His  own  account  of 
the  event  is  in  the  following  language,  expressive  of 


HIS  RSUGIOUS  FEELINGS. 

Not  lon^  after  I  first  began  to  experience  new  apprehen- 
sions and  ideas  of  Christ,  and  the  work  of  redemption,  and 
the  glorious  way  of  salvation  by  him,  I  gave  an  account  to  my 
father  of  some  things  that  had  passed  in  my  mind.  I  was 
pretty  much  affected  by  the  discourse  which  we  had  together ; 
and,  when  the  discourse  was  ended,  I  walked  abroad  alone  In 
a  solitary  place  in  my  father's  pasture,  for  contemplation.  And 
as  I  was  walking  there,  and  looking  upon  the  sky  and  clouds, 
there  came  into  my  mind  so  sweet  a  sense  of  the  glorious  ma- 
jesty and  grace  of  God,  as  I  know  not  how  to  express.  I 
seemed  to  see  them  both  in  a  sweet  conjunction ;  majesty  and 
meekness  joined  together.  It  was  a  sweet,  and  gentle,  and  holy 
majesty;  and  also  a  majestic  meekness;  an  awful  sweetness;  a 
high,  and  great,  and  holy  gentleness. 

After  this,  my  sense  of  divine  things  gradually  increased, 
and  became  more  and  more  lively,  and  had  more  of  that  inward 
sweetness.  The  appearance  of  everything  was  altered.  There 
seemed  to  be,  as  it  were,  a  calm,  sweet  cast,  or  appearance  of 
divine  glory  in  almost  everything.  God's  excellency,  his  wis- 
dom, his  purity  and  love  seemed  to  appear  in  everything ;  in 
the  sun,  moon,  and  stars;  in  the  clouds  and  sky;  in  the  grass, 
flowers,  and  trees;  in  the  water  and  all  nature;  which  used 
greatly  to  fix  my  mind.  I  often  used  to  sit  and  view  the  moon 
for  a  long  time ;  and,  in  the  day,  spent  much  time  in  viewing 
the  clouds  and  sky,  to  behold  the  sweet  glory  of  God  in  these 
things;  in  the  mean  time,  singing  forth,  with  a  low  voice,  my 
contemplations  of  the  Creator  and  Redeemer.  And  scarce 
anything,  among  all  the  works  of  nature,  was  so  sweet  t6  me 
as  thunder  and  lightning;  although  formerly  nothing  had  been 
so  terrible  to  me.  Before,  I  used  to  be  uncommonly  terrified 
with  thunder,  and  to  be  struck  with  terror  when  I  saw  a  thun- 
der-storm rising;  but. now,  on  the  contrary,  it  rejoiced  me.  I 
felt  God,  if  I  may  so  speak,  at  the  first  appearance  of  a  thun- 
der-storm, and  used  to  take  the  opportunity,  at  such  times,  to 
fix  myself  in  order  to  view  the  clouds,  and  see  the  lightnings 
play,  and  hear  the  majestic  and  awful  voice  of  God's  thunder, 
which  i)ftentimes  was  exceedingly  cntertaiuing,  leading  me  to 
sweet  contemplations  of  my  great  and  glorious  God. 
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Sach  were  the  decisive  religious  views  and  elevated  affections  with 
which  he  was  blessed  before  he  was  seventeen  years  of  age ;  and  before 
he  was  nineteen  he  was  licensed  to  preach  the  Gospel,  and  was  invited 
to  supply,  for  a  short  time,  the  pulpit  of  a  small  Congregational  church 
in  New  York.  In  the  spring  of  1723,  he  returned  to  East  Windsor. 
Before  this  time  he  had  formed  for  the  government  of  his  own  heart 
and  life  his  celebrated  "Resolutions,"  seventy  in  number,  which  evince 
a  firmness  of  religious  principle,  a  depth  of  piety,  a  decision  of  cha- 
racter, an  acquaintance  with  the  human  heart,  and  a  comprehen- 
siveness of  views  in  regard  to  Christian  duty,  rare  even  in  the  most 
mature  minds.    The  following  are  a  few  of  these: — 


HIS  RESOLUTIONS. 

Resolved^  That  I  will  do  wbatsoever  I  think  to  be  most  to 
the  glory  of  God  and  my  own  good,  profit,  and  pleasure,  in 
the  whole  of  my  duration,  without  any  consideration  of  the 
time,  whether  now,  or  never  so  many  myriads  of  ages  hence. 

Resolved,  To  do  whatever  I  think  to  be  my  duty,  and  most 
for  the  good  of  mankind  in  general. 

Resolved,  Never  to  lose  one  moment  of  time,  but  to  im- 
prove it  in  the  most  profitable  way  I  possibly  can. 

Resolved,  Never  to  do  anything  which  I  should  be  afraid 
to  do,  if  it  were  the  last  honr  of  my  life. 

Resolved,  To  be  endeavoring  to  find  oat  fit  objects  of  cha- 
rity and  liberality. 

Resolved,  Never  to  speak  evil  of  any  one  so  that  it  shall 
tend  to  his  dishonor,  more  or  less,  npon  no  acconnt,  except  for 
some  real  good. 

Resolved,  To  maintain  the  strictest  temperance  in  eating 
and  drinking. 

Resolved,  To  study  the  Scriptures  so  steadily,  constantly, 
and  frequently,  as  that  I  may  find,  and  plainly  perceive  myself 
to  grow  in  the  knowledge  of  the  same. 

Resolved,  Never  to  count  that  a  prayer,  nor  to  let  that  pass 
as  a  prayer,  nor  that  as  a  petition  of  a  prayer,  which  is  so  made, 
that  I  cannot  hope  that  Ood  will  answer  it ;  nor  that  as  a  con- 
fession which  I  cannot  hope  God  will  accept. 

Resolved,  Never  to  say  anything  at  all  against  anybody, 
but  when  it  is  perfectly  agreeable  to  the  highest  degree  of 
Christian  honor,  and  of  love  to  mankind ;  agreeable  to  the 
lowest  humility  and  sense  of  my  own  faults  and  failings;  and 
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agreeable  to  the  Golden  Rale;  often  when  I  have  said  any- 
thing against  any  one,  to  bring  it  to,  and  try  it  strictly  by,  the 
test  of  this  resolution. 

Retolvedf  To  inquire  every  night,  as  I  am  going  to  bed, 
wherein  I  have  been  negligent;  what  sin  I  have  committed; 
and  wherein  I  have  denied  myself.  Also  at  the  end  of  every 
week,  month,  and  year. 

Resolved,  To  inquire,  every  night  before  I  go  to  bed,  whe- 
ther I  have  acted  in  the  best  way  I  possibly  could  with  respect 
to  eating  and  drinking. 

Resolved,  To  endeavor,  to  my  utmost,  to  deny  whatever  is 
not  most  agreeable  to  a  good  and  universally  sweet  and  bene- 
volent, quiet,  peaceable,  contented  and  easy,  compassionate 
and  generous,  humble  and  meek,  submissive  and  obliging,  dili- 
gent and  industrious,  charitable  and  even,  patient,  moderate, 
fbrgiving,  and  sincere  temper;  and  to  do,  at  all  times,  what 
such  a  temper  would  lead  me  to,  and  to  examine,  strictly,  at 
the  end' of  every  week,  whether  I  have  so  done. 

On  the  supposition  that  there  never  was  to  be  but  one 
individual  in  the  world  at  any  one  time  who  was  properly  a 
complete  Christian,  in  all  respects  of  a  right  stamp,  having 
Christianity  always  shining  in  its  true  lustre,  and  appearing 
excellent  and  lovely,  from  whatever  part,  and  under  whatever 
character  viewed — Resolved,  to  act  just  as  I  would  do,  if  I 
strove  with  all  my  might  to  be  that  one,  who  should  live  in  my 
time. 

In  the  month  of  June,  1724,  Mr.  Edwards  having  been  prerioualjr 
elected  tutor  in  Yale  College,  entered  upon  the  duties  of  his  office,  in 
which  he  continued  for  two  jears.  Being  then  invited  to  settle  in 
Northampton  as  a  colleague  to  his  grandfather.  Rev.  Solomon  Stod- 
dard, he  accepted  the  call,  and  entered  upon  the  duties  of  his  office 
with  great  zeal.  It  is  said  that  when  in  ordinary  health,  which  was 
generally  delicate,  he  would  spend  thirteen  hours  every  day  in  his 
study.  This  was  too  much,  and  doubtless  shortened  his  life  many 
years.  In  1727  he  was  married  to  Miss  Sarah  Pierrepont,  daughter  of 
Rev.  James  Pierrepont,  pastor  of  a  church  in  New  Haven.  The  union 
proved  a  most  happy  one  in  every  respect.  By  her  wisdom,  energy, 
and  economy  she  relieved  her  husband  from  the  interruptions  of  do> 
mestio  care,  and  thus  he  was  left  at  liberty  to  pursue  his  studies  with- 
out remission. 

Soon  after  his  ordination,  Mr.  Edwards  was  permitted  to  witness 
some  gratifying  fruit  of  his  labors  in  the  conversion  of  a  number  of 
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his  people.  In  1729  the  venerable  Mr.  Stoddard  dying,  the  whole  care 
of  the  congregation  devolved  on  the  youthful  pastor ;  and  so  faithful 
and  laborious  were  his  ministrations  that  in  the  years  1734  and  1735 
the  town  was  favored  with  a  "  revival  so  extensive  and  powerful  as  to 
constitute  a  memorable  era  in  the  history  of  that  church. "  In  the  year 
1739  he  commenced  a  series  of  discourses  in  his  own  pulpit,  which 
afterwards  formed  the  basis  of  his  celebrated  work,  "The  History  of 
the  Work  of  Redemption ;"  it  was  not,  however,  published  till  after  his 
decease.  In  the  spring  of  1740  a  second  extensive  and  powerful  revi- 
val of  religion  commenced  in  Northampton,  which  was  aided  by  the 
labors  of  the  celebrated  Rev.  George  Whitefield,  and  an  account  of 
which  Mr.  Edwards  published  in  1742,  under  the  title  of  "Thoughts 
concerning  the  present  Revival  in  New  England.'*  It  was  immediately 
republished  in  Scotland,  and  brought  the  author  into  correspondence 
with  some  of  the  most  distinguished  divines  of  that  country. 

In  1743  Mr.  Edwards  finished  a  series  of  sermons  upon  the  distin- 
guishing marks  and  evidences  of  true  religion,  which  were  published 
in  1746  under  the  title  of  "A  Treatise  concerning  Religious  Affections," 
and  which  called  forth  from  the  friends  of  true  piety  on  both  sides  of 
the  Atlantic  the  warmest  praises  and  thanks.  In  the  latter  part  of 
the  year  1743  he  was  visited  by  David  Brainerd,  the  celebrated  mis- 
sionary to  the  Indians,  who  had  been  laboring,  and  who  after  that 
continued  to  labor  for  more  than  three  years,  among  the  Indians  in 
different  settlements  in  New  York,  New  Jersey,  and  Pennsylvania, 
amidst  many  discouragements  and  enfeebled  health,  with  a  zeal,  dili- 
gence, self-denial,  and  perseverance  which  have  seldom  had  any  paral- 
lel in  the  history  of  missions.  Indeed,  the  labors  of  this  missionary 
proved  too  much  for  him,  and  he  returned,  on  invitation,  to  Mr.  Ed- 
wards' house,  in  May,  1747,  and,  gradually  sinking  under  the  power  of 
a  consumptive  disease,  closed  his  life  in  the  bosom  of  his  friend's 
family  on  the  9th  of  October  of  that  year;  and  Mr.  Edwards  prepared 
and  published  in  1749  a  memoir  of  this  remarkable  man,  entitled  "An 
Account  of  the  Life  of  the  late  Reverend  David  Brainerd,  Missionary 
to  the  Indians,  and  Pastor  of  a  Church  of  Christian  Indians  in  New 
Jersey." 

Thus  far,  the  life  of  this  eminently  great  and  pious  man  had  not 
been  attended  by  any  marked  or  painful  trials.  But  his  path,  hence- 
forth, was  to  be  anything  but  a  smooth  one.  He  was  to  experience 
the  fickleness  of  popular  applause,  and,  what  was  still  more  trying, 
persecutions  from  his  own  Christian  brethren.  Yes,  a  number  who 
claimed  to  be  "converted"  under  his  ministry  gave  evident  proof,  by 
their  continued  and  malignant  persecutions,  that  they  needed  to  be 
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converted  over  again.  It  had  been  credibly  reported  that  a  number 
of  the  jonnger  members  of  his  church  had  in  their  possession  immoral 
and  licentious  books,  which  they  were  employing  for  immoral  pur- 
poses. Mr.  Edwards  preached  on  the  subject.  The  church  immedi- 
ately resolved  unanimously  that  a  committee  should  be  appointed  to 
investigate  the  matter ;  but  they  had  not  proceeded  far  in  their  duty 
before  it  was  ascertained  that  nearly  every  leading  family  in  town  had 
some  member  implicated  in  the  guilt.  This  disclosure  produced  an 
immediate  reaction,  and  a  majority  of  the  church  determined  not  to 
proceed  in  the  inquiry ;  so  true  is  it,  as  the  learned  biographer*  of  Ed- 
wards remarks,  that  "nothing  is  more  apt  to  revolt  and  alienate,  and 
even  to  produce  intense  hostility  in  the  minds  of  parents,  than  any- 
thing which  threatens  the  character  or  the  comfort  of  their  children." 
The  result  was  that  great  disaffection  ensued,  and  the  discipline  of  the 
church  was  openly  set  at  defiance,  and  great  declension  in  zeal  and 
morals  naturally  followed. 

But  there  was  a  cause  of  still  deeper  disaffection.  Mr.  Stoddard, 
the  predecessor  of  Edwards,  had  been  accustomed,  throughout  his 
ministry,  to  receive  into  the  church  such  as  applied  for  admission, 
whether  they  gave  any  evidence  of  a  change  of  heart  or  not,  and  Mr. 
Edwards  continued  the  same  practice  for  many  years  after  his  ordina- 
tion. At  length  doubts  as  to  its  rightfulness  began  to  arise  in  his 
mind,  and  continued  to  increase  with  such  strength  that  in  1749  he 
disclosed  to  his  church  his  change  of  opinion,  and  publicly  vindicated 
it  by  his  "Humble  Inquiry  into  the  Rules  of  the  Word  of  God,  con- 
cerning the  Qualifications  requisite  to  a  Complete  Standing  and  Full 
Communion  in  the  Visible  Christian  Church,"  which  was  published 
in  August  of  that  year.  This  treatise  immediately  threw  the  congre- 
gation into  a  flame,  and  he  became  the  object  of  fierce,  unbridled  re- 
sentment. It  would  be  painful  to  detail  the  bitter  opposition  that  Mr. 
Edwards  encountered  from  his  own  church.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  it 
continued  so  long  and  so  determined  that  he  concluded  to  accept  a 
call  from  the  church  at  Stockbridge,  Massachusetts,  about  forty  miles 
west  of  Northampton,  and  that  he  removed  thither  in  the  spring  of 
1751.  Here  he  enjoyed  great  quiet  and  happiness,  and  was  enabled 
to  complete  what  for  many  years  he  had  been  engaged  in,  his  immor- 
tal treatise,  and  that  on  which  his  fame  chiefly  rests,  "The  Freedom 
of  the  Will  and  Moral  Agency,"  which  was  published  in  the  spring  of 
1754. 

The  fundamental  doctrines  which  Edwards  undertakes  to  establish 

*  Rev.  Sampel  Miller,  D.  D.,  of  Princeton  College. 
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in  the  "  Freedom  of  the  Will"  are,  that  the  onlj  rational  idea  of  human 
freedom  is,  the  power  of  doing  what  we  please ;  and  that  the  acts  of 
the  will  are  rendered  certain  by  some  other  cause  than  the  mere  x>ower 
of  willing ;  or,  in  other  words,  that  they  are  the  result  of  the  strongest 
motive  presented,  and  not  brought  about  by  the  mere  "self-determining 
power  of  the  will ;"  and  he  has  sustained  his  position  with  a  degree 
of  novelty,  aouteness,  depth,  precision,  and  force  of  reasoning  which 
no  one  before  ever  had  reached. 

In  1755  he  wrote  two  other  treatises :  one  *'A  Dissertation  on  Qod*8 
Last  End  in  the  Creation  of  the  World  ;''  and  the  other  "A  Dissertation 
on  the  Nature  and  End  of  Virtue."  But  these,  together  with  his  trea- 
tise on  **  Original  Sin,"  were  not  published  till  after  his  death. 

On  the  death  of  Eev.  Aaron  Burr,  President  of  Princeton  College, 
the  trustees  invited  Mr.  Edwards  to  succeed  to  that  most  responsible 
post — the  presideacy  of  the  coUege^and  he*  removed  thither  in  the 
month  of  January,  1758.  All  the  friends  of  the  college,  as  well  as  the 
students,  were  highly  elated  at  the  thought  of  having  such  a  man  at 
its  head,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  entered  upon  his  duties  more 
than  answered  their  highest  expectations.  But,  alas,  how  vain  are  all 
human  calculations  I  In  five  weeks  after  his  introduction  into  office, 
he  was  cut  off  by  the  smallpox  on  the  22d  of  March,  1758,  in  the  fifty- 
fifth  year  of  his  age. 

Language  can  hardly  express  the  sense  of  loss  which  all  good  men 
felt  that  religion  and  learning  had  sustained  in  the  death  of  this  great 
man,  in  whose  praise  the  most  distinguished  scholars  on  both  sides  of 
the  Atlantic  have  been  emulous  to  speak  and  write.  "On  the  arena 
of  metaphysics,"  writes  Dr.  Chalmers,  "he  stood  the  highest  of  all  his 
contemporaries,  and  we  know  not  what  most  to  admire  in  him,  whether 
the  deep  philosophy  that  issued  from  his  pen,  or  the  humble  and  child- 
like piety  that  issued  from  his  pulpit."  The  venerable  and  learned 
Dr.  Erskine,  of  Scotland,  thus  wrote  a  friend:  "The  loss  sustained  by 
his  death,  not  only  by  the  college  of  New  Jersey,  but  by  the  church 
in  general,  is  irreparable.  I  do  not  think  our  age  has  produced  a 
divine  of  equal  genius  or  judgment."  Sir  James  Mackintosh,  in  his 
"  Progress  of  Ethical  Philosophy,"  says  of  him,  "  in  the  power  of  subtile 
argument  he  was,  perhaps,  unmatched^  certainly  unsurpassed  among  men." 
While  Dugald  Stewart — and  no  one  can  speak  on  such  a  subject  with 
more  authority  than  he — says :  "America  may  boast  of  one  metaphysi- 
cian, who,  in  logical  acuteness  and  subtilty,  does  not  yield  to  any  dis- 
putant bred  in  the  universities  of  Europe.  I  need  not  say  that  I  allude 
to  Jonathan  Edwards." 

In  summing  up  his  general  character,  his  biographer,  Dr.  Miller, 
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says :  *' Other  men,  no  doubt,  haye  excelled  him  in  particular  qualities 
or  accomplishments.  There  have  been  far  more  learned  men;  far 
more  eloquent  men ;  far  more  active  and  enterprising  men  in  the  out- 
door work  of  the  sacred  office.  But  in  the  assemblage  and  happj  union 
of  those  high  qualities,  intellectual  and  moral,  which  constitute  finished 
excellence,  as  a  Man,  a  Christian,  a  Divine,  and  a  Philosopher,  he  was, 
undoubtedly,  one  of  the  greatest  and  best  men  that  have  adorned  this 
or  any  other  country,  since  the  apostolic  age.''* 


THE  FREEDOM  OV  THE  WILL. 

If  the  Will,  which  we  find  governs  the  members  of  the 
body,  and  determines  their  motions,  does  not  govern  itself,  and 
determine  its  own  actions,  it  doubtless  determines  them  the 
same  way,  even  by  antecedent  volitions.  The  Will  determines 
Which  way  the  hands  and  feet  shall  move,  by  an  act  of  choice : 
and  there  is  no  other  way  of  the  WilPs  determining,  directing 
or  commanding  anything  at  all.  Whatsoever  the  Will  com- 
mands, it  commands  by  an  act  of  the  Will.  And  if  it  has 
itself  under  its  command,  and  determines  itself  in  its  own  ac- 
tions, it  doabtless  does  it  the  same  way  that  it  determines  other 
things  which  are  under  its  command.  So  that  if  the  freedom 
of  the  Will  consists  in  this,  that  it  has  itself  and  its  own  ac- 
tions under  its  command  and  direction,  and  its  own  volitions 
are  determined  by  itself,  it  will  follow,  that  every  free  volition 
arises  from  another  antecedent  volition,  directing  and  com- 
manding that:  and  if  that  directing  volition  be  also  free,  in 
that  also  the  Will  is  determined :  that  is  to  say,  that  directing 
volition  is  determined  by  another  going  before  that ;  and  so 
on,  till  we  come  to  the  first  volition  in  the  whole  series:  and 
if  that  first  volition  be  free,  and  the  Will  self-determined  in  it, 
then  that  is  determined  by  another  volition  preceding  that. 
Which  is  a  contradiction ;  because  by  the  supposition  it  can 
have  none  before  it,  to  direct  or  determine  it,  being  the  first  in 
the  train.  But  if  that  first  volition  is  not  determined  by  any 
preceding  act  of  the  Will,  then  that  act  is  not  determined  by 
the  Will,  and  so  is  not  free  in  the  Arminian  notion  of  freedom, 
which  consists  in  the  Will's  self-determination.  And  if  that 
first  act  of  the  Will  which  determines  and  fixes  thef  subsequent 
acts,  be  not  free,  none  of  the  following  acts,  which  are  deter- 

*  Read  Biography  by  Rev.  Samuel  BiiUer,  D.  D.,  in  the  8th  Tolume  of 
Sparks'  Ameriean  Biography. 
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mined  by  it,  can  be  free.  If  we  suppose  there  are  five  acts  in 
the  train,  the  fifth  and  last  determined  by  the  fourth,  and  the 
fourth  by  the  third,  the  third  by  the  second,  and  the  second  by 
the  first;  if  the  first  is  not  determined  by  the  Will,  and  so  not 
free,  then  none  of  them  are  truly  determined  by  the  Will :  that 
is,  that  each  of  them  are  as  they  are,  and  not  otherwise,  is  not 
first  owing  to  the  Will,  but  to  the  determination  of  the  first  in 
the  series,  which  is  not  dependent  on  the  Will,  and  is  that 
which  the  Will  has  no  hand  in  determining.  And  this  being 
that  which  decides  what  the  rest  shall  be,  and  determines  their 
existence ;  therefore  the  first  determination  of  their  existence 
is  not  from  the  Will.  The  case  is  just  the  same,  if  instead  of  a 
chain  of  five  acts  of  the  Will  we  should  suppose  a  succession 
of  ten,  or  an  hundred,  or  ten  thousand.  If  the  first  act  be  not 
free,  being  determined  by  something  out  of  the  Will,  and  this 
determines  the  next  to  be  agreeable  to  itself,  and  that  the  next, 
and  80  on ;  none  of  them  are  ft*ee,  but  all  originally  depend  on, 
and  are  determined  by  some  cause  out  of  the  Will :  and  so  all 
freedom  in  the  case  is  excluded,  and  no  act  of  the  Will  can  be 
free,  according  to  this  notion  of  freedom.  Thus,  this  Armu 
man  notion  of  Liberty  of  the  Will,  consisting  in  the  Will's 
Self-determination,  is  repugnant  to  itself,  and  shuts  itself  wholly 
out  of  the  world. 


THE  PIBMISSION  NOT  THE  PRODUCTION  OV  EVIL. 

There  is  a  great  difference  between  God  being  concerned 
thus,  by  h\8  permission,  in  an  event  and  act,  which  in  the  inhe- 
rent subject  and  agent  of  it,  is  sin,  (though  the  event  will  cer- 
tainly follow  on  his  permission,)  and  his  being  concerned  in  it 
by  producing  it  and  exerting  the  act  of  sin ;  or  between  his 
being  the  orderer  of  its  certain  existence  by  not  hindering  it, 
under  certain  circumstances,  and  his  being  the  proper  actor  or 
author^of  it,  by  a  positive  agency  or  efficiency.  As  there  is  a 
Tast  difiference  between  the  sun  being  the  cause  of  the  light- 
someness  and  warmth  of  the  atmosphere,  and  the  brightness 
of  gold  and  diamonds,  by  its  presence  and  positive  influence; 
and  its  being  the  occasion  of  darkness  and  frost,  in  the  night, 
by  its  motion  whereby  it  descends  below  the  horizon.  The 
motion  of  the  sun  is  the  occasion  of  the  latter  kind  of  events; 
but  it  is  not  the  proper  cause  efficient  or  producer  of  them ; 
though  they  are  necessarily  consequent  on  that  motion,  under 
such  circumstances:  no  more  is  any  action  of  the  Divine  Being 
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the  caase  of  the  eyil  of  men's  wills.  If  the  sun  were  the  pro- 
per catise  of  cold  and  darkness,  it  woald  be  the  fountain  of 
these  things,  as  it  is  the  fountain  of  light  and  heat:  and  then 
something  might  be  argued  from  the  nature  of  cold  and  dark- 
ness, to  a  likeness  of  nature  in  the  sun ;  and  it  might  be  jastly 
inferred,  that  the  sun  itself  is  dark  and  cold,  and  that  his  beams 
are  black  and  frosty.  But  from  its  being  the  cause  no  other- 
wise than  by  its  departure,  no  such  thing  can  be  inferred,  but 
the  contrary;  it  may  justly  be  argued,  that  the  sun  is  a  bright 
and  hot  body,  if  cold  and  darkness  are  found  to  be  the  conse- 
quence of  its  withdrawment;  and  the  more  constantly  and  ne- 
cessarily these  effects  are  connected  with,  and  confined  to  its 
absence,  the  more  strongly  does  it  argue  the  sun  to  be  the 
fountain  of  light  and  heat.  So,  inasmuch  as  sin  is  not  the 
fruit  of  any  positive  agency  or  influence  of  the  Most  High,  bat, 
on  the  contrary,  arises  from  the  withholding  of  his  action  and 
energy,  and,  under  certain  circumstances,  necessarily  follows  on 
the  want  of  his  influence ;  this  is  no  argument  that  he  is  sinful, 
or  his  operation  evil,  or  has  anything  of  the  nature  of  evil; 
but,  on  the  contrary,  that  he,  and  his  agency,  are  altogether 
good  and  holy,  and  that  he  is  the  fountain  of  all  holiness.  It 
would  be  strange  arguing,  indeed,  because  men  never  commit 
sin,  but  only  when  God  leaves  them  to  themselves^  and  necessa- 
rily sin  when  he  does  so,  and  therefore  their  sin  is  not  from 
themselves^  but  from  God ;  and  so,  that  God  must  be  a  sinful 
being:  as  strange  as  it  would  be  to  argu^,  because  it  is  always 
dark  when  the  sun  is  gone,  and  never  dark  when  the  sun  is 
present,  that  therefore  all  darkness  is  from  the  sun,  and  that 
his  disk  and  beams  must  needs  be  black. 


JOHN  LEDYARD,  1761—1788. 

JoHJi  Lbdtabd,  the  celebrated  traveller,  was  born  at  Groton,  Connec- 
ticut, in  the  year  1751.  His  father  died  when  he  was  quite  young, 
leaving  his  mother  with  the  family  estate,  and  four  children.  Tho 
estate  was  by  some  fraud  wrested  from  her  hands,  and  she  was  left 
to  struggle  with  her  little  family  in  extreme  poverty.  But  she  is 
described  as  a  woman  of  many  excellencies  of  mind  and  character, 
well  informed,  resolute,  generous,  amiable,  and  above  all,  as  eminent 
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for  piety.  Such  a  mother  is  a  priceless  treasure,  and  Led  jard  pre- 
served to  the  end  of  his  life  a  warm  and  most  devoted  affection  for 
her.  After  a  few  years,  the  subject  of  this  memoir  was  taken  to  Hart- 
ford by  his  grandfather,  and  placed  in  the  grammar  school  there.  At 
the  age  of  twenty-one,  he  went  to  Dartmouth  College,  then  under 
the  direction  of  Rev.  Eleazer  Wheelock,  with  a  view  of  qualifying 
himself  to  become  a  missionary  among  the  Indians.  But  this  project 
was  soon  abandoned,  and  Ledyard,  after  remaining  at  college  about  a 
year,  returned  home,  sailing  down  the  Connecticut  to  Hartford  in  a 
canoe  which  he  made  himself  from  the  trunk  of  a  tree ;  so  early  did 
his  roving  spirit  manifest  itself. 

Shortly  after  this  adventure,  Ledyard  appears  before  us  in  the  cha- 
racter of  a  student  of  divinity ;  but  he  found  no  clerical  body  that 
was  willing  to  license  him,  as  he  wished,  upon  so  short  a  course  of 
study.  Impatient  and  restless  under  such  restraint,  he  resolved  to  go 
to  sea,  and  accordingly  entered,  as  a  common  sailor,  a  vessel  at  New 
London,  bound  for  GHbraltar.  He  returned  home  again  after  a  year, 
and,  having  no  means  of  support,  concluded  to  go  to  England  in 
search  of  some  rich  relations  of  the  same  name,  which  he  had  been 
told  he  had  in  London.  He  sailed  from  New  York  to  Plymouth,  and 
thenoe,  without  a  penny  in  his  pocket,  walked  to  London,  by  begging 
enough  for  subsistence  on  the  road.  When  he  arrived  at  the  metro- 
polis, he  found  out  a  rich  man  of  the  same  name  ;  but  so  coldly  and 
distrustfully  was  he  received  by  him,  that  the  proud  spirit  of  Ledyard 
would  not  allow  him  to  sue  for  any  favors. 

Just  at  this  time,  Capt.  Cook  was  making  preparations  for  his  third 
and  last  voyage  around  the  world.  Ledyard  offered  his  services  to 
the  renowned  navigator,  who  was  so  much  pleased  with  his  manner 
and  appearance,  and  enthusiasm  for  travel,  that  he  immediately  took 
him  into  his  service,  and  promoted  him  to  be  corporal  of  marines. 
The  expedition  left  England  on  the  12th  of  July,  1776,  and  returned 
after  an  absence  of  four  years  and  three  months.  Ledyard  kept  a 
journal  of  the  voyage ;  and  his  account  of  the  scene  at  the  Sandwich 
Islands,  which  resulted  in  the  death  of  Captain  Cook,  is  particularly 
valuable,  as  he  was  near  his  person  at  the  time  of  the  skirmish  with 
the  natives.  For  two  years  after  he  returned  to  England,  he  continued 
in  the  British  navy,  though  in  what  capacity  it  is  not  known ;  but  in 
December,  1782,  we  find  him  on  board  a  British  man-of-war  in  Hun- 
tington Bay,  Long  Island  Sound.  His  first  impulse  was  to  visit  his 
mother,  who  lived  at  Southold.  He  found  her  house,  and  the  inter- 
view was  as  interesting  and  affecting  as  would  be  expected  between  a 
son  of  such  a  warm  and  generous  heart  and  a  mother  of  such  maternal 
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Tirtaes.  He  then  visited  his  friends  in  Hartford,  where  he  passed  the 
winter ;  but  his  restless  spirit  conld  be  tranqnil  no  longer.  He  pro- 
jected a  voyage  to  the  Northwest  coast  for  fare,  bat,  after  trjring  in 
vain  a  whole  year  to  get  some  merchants  in  New  York  and  Boston  to 
embark  in  it,  he  sailed  for  France.  At  L'Orient  he  made  an  engage- 
ment with  some  merchants  of  that  place  for  snch  a  voyage,  bnt,  after 
wasting  many  months  in  preparation,  the  whole  scheme  failed.  Such 
oontinned  disappointments  wonld  have  broken  down  any  one  who  had 
not  the  persevering,  adventurous  spirit  of  Ledyard.  He  bore  them 
with  fortitude,  and  we  find  him  the  next  year  projecting  a  journey 
across  Russia  and  Siberia  to  Okhotsk,  on  the  Okhotsk  Sea.  His  plan 
was  warmly  approved  of  by  Sir  Joseph  Banks  and  other  gentlemen  of 
science  in  London,  for  they  thought  that  his  discoveries  would  not  fail 
to  add  valuable  improvements  to  geography  and  natural  history,  and 
there  was  a  romantic  daring  in  the  enterprise  itself. 

In  December,  1786,  Ledyard  left  London  for  Hamburg  to  set  out  on 
his  hyperborean  tour.  He  arrived  in  Copenhagen  in  January,  and 
thence  sailed  to  Stockholm.  It  was  his  intention  to  go  directly  across 
the  Gulf  of  Finland  to  St.  Petersburg ;  but  such  was  the  nature  of  the 
winter,  and  so  full  of  floating  ice  were  the  waters,  that  this  was  im- 
possible, and  he  was  obliged  to  take  the  most  formidable  route  by  land 
up  to  Tomea,  at  the  head  of  the  Gulf  of  Bothnia,  and  thence  to  St. 
Petersburg.  It  is  astonishing  in  how  short  a  time,  comparatively,  he 
accomplished  this  journey,  so  full  of  danger  and  hardships,  for  he 
reached  St.  Petersburg  by  the  20th  of  March.  In  his  letter  to  Mr. 
Jefferson,  then  our  minister  in  Paris,  he  thus  writes  : — 


LEDYARD  AT  ST.  PETERS^URO. 

I  cannot  tell  yon  by  what  means  I  came  to  Petersburg, 
and  hardly  know  by  what  means  I  shall  quit  it,  in  the  further 
prosecution  of  my  tour  round  the  world  by  land.  If  I  have 
any  merit  in  the  affair,  it  is  perseverance,  for  most  severely 
have  I  been  buflFeted  ;  and  yet  still  am  even  more  obstinate  than 
before ;  and  fate,  as  obstinate,  continues  her  assaults.  How 
the  matter  will  terminate  I  know  not.  The  most  probable 
conjecture  is,  that  I  shall  succeed,  and  be  buffeted  around  the 
world,  as  I  have  hitherto  been  from  England  throngh  Denmark, 
through  Sweden,  Swedish  Lapland,  Swedish  Finland,  and  the 
most  unfrequented  parts  of  Russian  Finland,  to  this  aurora 
borealis  of  a  city.  I  cannot  give  you  a  history  of  myself  since 
I  saw  you,  or  since  I  wrote  you  last ;  however  abridged,  it 
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woald  be  too  long.  Upon  the  whole,  mankind  have  used  me 
well,  and  though  I  have  as  yet  reached  only  the  first  stage  of 
mj  journey,  I  feel  myself  mach  indebted'  for  that  urbanity 
which  I  always  thought  more  general  than  many  think  it  to 
be ;  and  were  it  not  for  the  mischievous  laws  and  bad  examples 
of  some  governments  I  have  passed  through,  I  am  persuaded 
I  should  be  able  to  give  you  a  still  better  account  of  our  fellow- 
creatures.  But  I  am  hastening  to  countries  where  goodness, 
if  natural  to  the  human  heart,  will  appear  independent  of  ex- 
ample, and  furnish  an  illustration  of  the  character  of  man  not 
unworthy  of  him  who  wrote  the  Declaration  of  Independence. 

Saffering  many  Texatious  delays  at  St.  Petereburg  bafore  he  oonld 
get  his  passport  from  the  Empress  to  travel  through  her  dominions,  he 
at  length  left  the  imperial  city  on  the  lat  of  June,  in  company  with 
Mr.  Wm.  Brown,  a  Bootch  physieian,  who  was  going  to  the  province  of 
Kolyran,  in  the  employment  of  the  Empress.  In  six  days,  the  party 
arriTed  at  Moscow,  where  they  stayed  but  one  day.  They  hired  a 
person  to  go  with  them  to  Kazan,  a  distance  of  550  miles,  and  drive 
their  xiBrritA  with  three  horses.  "  Kibitka  travelling,"  says  Ledyard, 
in  his  journal,  **  is  the  remains  of  caravan  travelling ;  it  is  your  only 
home  ;  it  is  like  a  ship  at  sea."  They  stayed  a  week  at  Kazan,  a  city 
ou  the  right  bank  of  the  majestic  Volga,  and  then  commenced  their 
journey  to  Tobolsk,  where  they  arrived  on  the  11th  of  July.  This 
city,  once  the  capital  of  all  Siberia,  is  one  of  considerable  interest, 
being  the  residence  of  such  exiles  from  Russia  as  have  been  sent  to 
Siberia  for  political  reasons.  They  are  generally  persons  of  great  in- 
telligence, for  no  government  banishes  fooU^  and  Ledyard  and  Dr. 
Brown  found  here  a  very  pleasing  society.  They  stayed  here,  how- 
ever, but  three  days,  and  then  continued  their  journey  to  Barnaul, 
the  capital  of  the  province  of  Kolyvan. 

At  this  place  Ledyard  was  to  leave  Dr.  Brown  and  proceed  alone. 
He,  therefore,  was  prevailed  upon  to  remain  here  a  week,  and  enjoy 
the  hospitalities  of  the  society.    In  his  journal,  he  writes  thus  of 


THE  TARTARS  AND  RUSSIANS. 

The  nice  gradation  by  which  I  pass  from  civilization  to  in- 
clvilization  appears  in  everything — in  manners,  dress,  lan- 
guage ;  and  particularly  is  that  remarkable  and  important  cir- 
cumstance, coloT^  which,  I  am  now  fully  convinced,  originates 
from  natural  causes,  and  is  the  effect  of  external  and  local 
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circnmstances.  I  think  the  same  of  feature,  I  see  here  among 
the  Tartars  the  large  month,  the  thick  lip,  the  broad  flat  nose, 
as  well  as  in  Africa.  I  see  also  in  the  same  village  as  great  a 
difference  of  complexion,  from  the  fair  hair,  fair  skin,  and  white 
eyes,  to  the  olive,  the  black  jetty  hair  and  eyes ;  and  these  all  of 
the  same  language,  same  dress,  and,  I  suppose,  same  tribe.  I 
have  frequently  observed  in  Russian  villages,  obscure  and  dirty, 
mean  and  poor,  that  the  women  of  the  peasantry  paint  their 
faces,  both  red  and  white.  I  have  had  occasion  from  this  and 
other  circumstances  to  suppose  that  the  Russians  are  a  people 
who  have  been  early  attached  to  luxury.  They  are  everywhere 
fond  of  ^clat.  "  Sir,"  said  a  Russian  officer  to  me  in  Peters- 
burg, "we  pay  no  attention  to  anything  but  ^c/orf."  The 
contour  of  their  manners  is  Asiatic,  and  not  European.  The 
Tartars  are  universally  neater  than  the  Russians,  particularly 
in  their  houses.  The  Tartar,  however  situated,  is  a  voluptuary, 
and  it  is  an  original  and  striking  trait  in  their  character,  from 
the  Grand  Seignior,  to  him  who  pitches  his  tent  on  the  wild 
frontiers  of  Russia  and  China,  that  they  are  more  addicted  to 
real  sensual  pleasure  than  any  other  people.  The  Emperor  of 
Germany,  the  Kings  of  England  and  France,  have  pursuits 
that  give  an  entirely  different  turn  to  their  enjoyments ;  and  so 
have  their  respective  subjects.  Would  a  Tartar  live  on  Vive 
le  Boi  f  Would  he  spend  ten  years  in  coi^structing  a  watch  f 
or  twenty  in  forming  a  telescope  1 

Alter  spending  a  week  rery  agreeably  at  Bamaonl,  Ledjard  mads 
preparations  for  recommencing  his  jonmej.  From  this  place  to  Ir- 
kutsk it  was  arranged  that  he  should  travel  post  with  the  courier  who 
had  charge  of  the  mail.  He  arrived  at  Tomsk,  300  miles,  in  thre« 
days,  and  thence  journeyed  to  Irkutsk,  at  the  head  of  Lake  Baikal, 
which  he  reached  in  ten  days  from  the  time  of  leaving  Tomsk.  Here 
he  stayed  ten  days,  and  then  set  out  for  Takutsk,  on  the  Lena,  which 
he  reached  on  the  ISth  of  September,  after  a  fatiguing  sail  on  the  river 
of  twenty-two  days. 

At  Takutsk,  Ledyard  was  told  by  the  authorities  that  the  Journey 
to  Okhotsk  at  that  season  was  impracticable.  This  he  did  not  regard ; 
but  when  he  saw  that  this  was  a  mild  manner  of  telling  him  that  he 
must  not  go,  he  was  exceedingly  vexed,  and  in  his  journal  gives  vent 
to  his  feelings  of  bitter  disappointment.  Finding,  however,  that  he 
must  pass  the  winter  there,  he  resolved  to  make  the  best  use  of  his 
time,  and  lost  no  opportunity  of  gaining  all  the  knowledge  he  could  of 
the  country  and  the  people.  A  few  extracts  from  his  journal  here 
will  be  interesting : — 
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PHYSIOQNOMT  OV  THE  TARTARS. 

The  Tartar  &ce,  in  the  first  impression  it  gives,  approaches 
nearer  to  the  African  than  the  European ;  and  this  impression 
is  strengthened  on  a  more  deliberate  examination  of  the  Indi- 
Tidaal  ^tnres  and  whole  compages  of  the  countenance ;  yet 
it  is  very  different  from  an  African  face.  The  nose  forms  a 
strong  feature  in  the  human  face.  I  ha?e  seen  instances  among 
the  ^dmuks  where  the  nose  between  the  eyes  has  been  much 
flatter  and  broader  than  I  have  ever  witnessed  in  Negroes,  and 
some  few  instances  where  it  has  been  as  broad  over  the  nos- 
trils quite  to  the  end ;  but  the  nostrils  in  any  case  are  much 
smaller  than  in  Negroes.  Where  I  have  seen  those  noses,  they 
were  accompanied  with  a  large  mouth  and  thick  lips ;  and  these 
people  were  genuine  Ealmuk  Tartars.  The  nose  protuberates 
but  little  from  the  face,  and  is  shorter  than  that  of  the  Euro- 
pean. The  eyes  universally  are  at  a  great  distance  from  each 
other,  and  very  small ;  at  each  comer  of  the  eye  the  skin  pro- 
jects over  the  ball ;  the  part  appears  swelled ;  the  eyelids  go 
m  nearly  a  straight  line  from  comer  to  corner.  When  open, 
the  eye  appears  as  in  a  square  frame.  The  mouth  generally, 
however,  is  of  a  middling  size,  and  the  lips  thin^  The  next 
remarkable  features  are  the  cheek  bones.  These,  like  the  eyes, 
are  very  remote  from  each  other,  high,  broad,  and  withal  pro- 
ject a  little  forward.  The  face  is  flat  When  I  look  at  a 
Tartar  mt  profile,  I  can  hardly  see  the  nose  between  the  eyes» 
and  if  he  blow  a  coal  of  &re,  I  cannot  see  the  nose  at  all 
The  face  is  then  like  an  inflated  bladder.  The  forehead  is 
narrow  and  low.  The  face  has  a  fresh  color,  and  on  the  cheek 
bones  there  is  commonly  a  good  mddy  hue. 

The  faces  of  Tartars  have  not  a  variety  of  expression.  I 
think  the  predominating  one  is  pride ;  but  whenever  I  have 
viewed  them  they  have  seen  a  stranger.  The  intermixture  by 
marriage  does  not  operate  so  powerfully  in  producing  a  change 
of  features  as  of  complexion,  in  favor  of  Europeans.  I  have 
seen  the  third  in  descent,  and  the  Tartar  prevailed  over  the 
European  features.  The  Tartars,  from  time  immemorial  (I 
mean  the  Asiatic  Tartars),  have  been  a  people  of  a  wandering 
disposition.  Their  converse  has  been  more  among  the  beasts 
of  the  forest  than  among  men ;  and  when  among  men,  it  has 
only  been  those  of  their  own  nation.  They  have  ever  been 
savages,  averse  to  civilization,  and  have  never,  until  very  lately. 
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mingled  with  other  nations,  and  now  rarely.  Whatever  cause 
may  have  originated  their  peealiarities  of  featnres,  the  reason 
why  they  still  continue,  is  their  secluded  way  of  life,  which  has 
preserved  them  from  mixing  with  other  people.  I  am  ignorant 
how  far  a  constant  society  with  beasts  may  operate  in  changing 
the  features,  but  I  am  persuaded  that  this  circumstance, 
together  with  an  uncultivated  state  of  mind,  if  we  consider  a 
long  and  uninterrupted  succession  of  ages,  must  account,  in 
some  degree,  for  this  remarkable  singularity. 


WOMAN. 

I  have  observed  among  all  nations  that  the  women  ornament 
themselves  more  than  the  men ;  that,  wherever  found,  they  are 
the  same  kind,  civil,  obliging,  humane,  tender  beings;  that 
they  are  ever  inclined  to  be  gay  and  cheerful,  timorous  and 
modest.  They  do  not  hesitate,  iike  man,  to  perform  a  hos- 
pitable or  generous  action;  not  haughty,  nor  arrogant,  nor 
supercilious,  but  full  of  courtesy  and  fond  of  society ;  indus- 
trious, economical,  ingenuous ;  more  liable  in  general  to  err 
than  man,  but  in  general  also  more  virtuous,  an^  performing 
more  good  actions  than  he.  I  never  addressed  myself  in  the 
language  of  decency  and  friendship  to  a  woman,  whether 
civilized  or  savage,  without  receiving  a  decent  and  friendly 
answer.  With  man  it  has  often  been  otherwise.  In  wandering 
over  the  barren  plains  of  inhospitable  Denmark,  through  honest 
Sweden,  frozen  Lapland,  rude  and  churlish  Finland,  unprinci- 
pled Russia,  and  the  wide-spread  regions  of  the  wandering 
Tartar,  if  hungry,  dry,  cold,  wet,  or  sick,  woman  has  ever  been 
friendly  to  me,  and  uniformly  so ;  and  to  add  to  this  virtue,  so 
worthy  of  the  appellation  of  benevolence,  these  actions  have 
been  performed  in  so  free  and  so  kind  a  manner  that,  if  I  was 
dry,  I  drank  the  sweet  draught,  and,  if  hungry,  ate  the  coarse 
morsel,  with  a  double  relish. 

On  the  29th  of  December,  Ledyard  left  Yakutsk  to  return  to  Irkntsk, 
which  he  reached  in  seventeen  dajs.  Here,  bj  an  order  from  the 
Empress,  he  was  arrested,  under  the  pretence  of  his  being  a  spy ;  bat 
the  fact  is  the  Russian  goyemment  did  not  wish  their  trade  and 
resources  and  policy  to  he  too  closely  examined  by  such  a  man  as 
Ledyard.  He  was  conducted  by  two  guards  with  all  the  speed  with 
which  horses  and  sledges  could  convey  them  towards  Moscow,  exposed 
to  the  extreme  rigors  of  a  Siberian  winter ;  and,  though  no  evidence 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


1161-1788.]  JOHN  UIDTABD.  41 

oonld  there  be  brought  against  him,  the  lame  guards  took  him  to 
Poland,  set  him  at  liberty,  and  told  him  that  if  he  ever  entered  Russia 
again  it  would  be  at  the  cost  of  his  life.  While  on  the  journey,  he 
thus  writes  on  the 

BLBSSINaS  07  UBERTT. 

Though  born  in  the  freest  of  the  civilized  conntries,  yet,  in 
the  present  state  of  priyation,  I  haye  a  more  exquisite  sense  of 
the  amiable,  the  immortal  nature  of  liberty  than  I  ever  had 
before.  It  would  be  excellently  qualifying  if  every  man,  who 
is  called  to  preside  over  the  liberties  of  a  people,  should  once 
— it  would  be  enough — actually  be  deprived  of  his  liberty 
unjustly.  He  would  be  avaricious  of  it  more  than  of  any  other 
earthly  possession.  I  could  love  a  country  and  its  inhabitants 
if  it  were  a  country  of  freedom.  There  are  two  kinds  of  people 
I  could  anathematize  with  a  better  weapon  than  St.  Peter's ; 
those  who  dare  deprive  others  of  their  liberty,  and  those  who 
suffer  others  to  do  it. 

Here  he  was,  in  a  destitute  situation,  without  friends  or  means,  all 
his  liopes  blasted,  and  his  health  enfeebled.  He,  however,  disposed 
of  a  draft  for  Ave  guineas,  on  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  and  by  this  expedient 
was  enabled  to  purchase  his  journey  to  London,  where  he  was  received 
with  great  cordiality  by  this  munificent  patron  of  letters  and  science. 
He  had  not  been  in  London  a  day  before  a  plan  was  propoeed  to  him 
to  explore  Central  Africa,  and  when  asked  when  he  would  be  ready  to 
set  out,  " To-morrow  morning,"  was  hispron\pt  answer;  which,  con- 
sidering his  recent  bitter  disappointments,  is  one  of  the  most  extra- 
ordinary instances  of  decision  of  character  to  be  found  on  record. 

All  the  preparations  for  his  journey  having  been  made,  he  left  London 
on  the  30th  of  June,  under  the  patronage  of  the  "  African  Association." 
He  went  first  to  Paris,  thenoe  to  Marseilles,  thence  sailed  to  Alexandria, 
and  arrived  at  Cairo  on  the  19th  of  August.  Here,  after  having  spent 
three  months  in  making  every  inquiry  and  preparation  for  his  hazard- 
ous journey,  just  as  he  was  about  starting,  he  was  attacked  by  a 
bilious  fever.  The  best  medical  skill  of  Cairo  was  called  to  his  aid 
without  effect,  and  he  closed  his  life  of  vicissitude  and  toil  at  the 
moment  when  he  imagined  his  severest  cares  were  over,  and  wh^n  the 
prospects  before  him  were  more  flattering  than  they  had  been  at  any 
former  period.' 

1  He  died  towards  the  end  of  NoTember,  1788,  in  the  thirtj-eighth  year  of 
hie  age. 
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Such  was  the  end  of  one  of  the  most  remarkable  of  men,  in  whom 
the  spirit  of  romantic  adventure  was  ever  oonspicnooB.  That  he  ac- 
complished but  little  compared  with  the  magnitude  of  his  designs, 
seems  to  have  been  his  misfortune,  not  his  fault.  "  The  acts  of  his 
life  demand  notice  less  on  account  of  their  results  than  of  the  spirit 
with  which  they  were  performed,  and  the  uncommon  traits  of  charac- 
ter which  prompted  to  their  execution.  Such  instances  of  decision, 
energy,  perseverance,  fortitude,  and  enterprise  have  rarely  been  wit- 
nessed in  the  same  individual,  and,  in  the  exercise  of  these  high 
attributes  of  mind,  his  example  cannot  be  too  much  admired  or 
imiUted.'" 


BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN,  1706—1790. 

This  distinguished  philosopher  and  statesman  was  bom  in  Boston, 
on  the  17th  of  January,  1706.  His  father,  who  was  a  tallow-chandler, 
was  too  poor  to  give  him  the  advantages  of  a  collegiate  education, 
and  at  ten  years  of  age  he  was  taken  from  the  grammar  school  to  aU 
in  cutting  wicks  for  the  candles,  filling  the  moulds,  and  attending  the 
shop.  When  he  was  twelve  years  of  age,  having  a  strong  passion  for 
reading,  and  thinking  that  a  printer's  business  would  give  him  the 
best  opportunity  to  indulge  it,  he  was  bound  to  his  brother,  who  had 
recently  returned  from  England  with  a  press  and  type.  He  sooo 
made  himself  master  of  the  business,  while  he  employed  all  his 
leisure  time  and  his  evenings  to  the  improvement  of  his  Englkh 
style,  by  reading  the  best  books  he  could  find,  among  which,  happily, 
was  Addison's  '^  Spectator,"  to  which  he  labored  to  make  his  own 
style  conform.  In  1721  his  brother  started  a  weekly  newspaper  called 
"  The  New  England  Courant,"  for  which  Benjamin,  though  so  yonng, 
wrote  with  great  acceptance.  Soon,  however,  from  jealousy  or  other 
cause,  the  elder  brother  quarrelled  with  the  younger,  who  thereupon, 
at  the  age  of  seventeen,  started  alone  for  Philadelphia.  The  following 
is  his  own  account  of  his 

*  The  reader  will  not  fail  to  make  himself  aoqnainted  with  Sparks'  life  of 
Ledyard,  one  of  the  most  interesting  pieces  of  biography  extant. 
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FIRST  ENTRANCE  INTO  PHILADELPHIA. 

I  have  entered  into  the  particnlars  of  my  voyage,  and  shall, 
in  like  manner,  describe  my  first  entrance  into  this  city,  that 
yon  may  be  able  to  compare  beginnings  so  little  anspicions 
with  the  fignre  I  have  since  made. 

On  my  arrival  at  Philadelphia,  I  was  in  my  working  dress, 
my  best  clothes  being  to  come  by  sea.  I  was  covered  with 
dirt ;  my  pockets  were  filled  with  shirts  and  stockings ;  I  was 
nnacqnainted  with  a  single  sonl  in  the  place,  and  knew  not 
where  to  seek  a  lodging.  Fatigned  with  walking,  rowing, 
and  having  passed  the  night  without  sleep,  I  was  extremely 
hungry,  and  all  my  money  consisted  of  a  Dutch  dollar,  and 
about  a  shilling's  worth  of  coppers,  which  I  gave  to  the  boat- 
men for  my  passage.  As  I  had  assisted  them  in  rowing,  they 
refused  it  at  first ;  bnt  I  insisted  on  their  taking  it.  A  man 
is  sometimes  more  generous  when  he  has  little,  than  when  he 
has  much  money;  probably  because,  in  the  first  case,  he  is 
desirous  of  concealing  his  poverty. 

I  walked  towards  the  top  of  the  street,  looking  eagerly  on 
both  sides,  till  I  came  to  Market  Street,  where  I  met  with  a 
child  with  a  loaf  of  bread.  Often  had  I  made  my  dinner  on 
dry  bread.  I  inquired  where  he  had  bought  it,  and  went 
straight  to  the  baker's  shop,  which  he  pointed  out  to  me.  I 
asked  for  some  biscuits,  expecting  to  find  such  as  we  had  at 
Boston ;  but  they  made,  it  seems,  none  of  that  sort  at  Phila- 
delphia. I  then  asked  for  a  threepenny  loaf.  They  made  no 
loaves  of  that  price.  Finding  myself  ignorant  of  the  prices, 
as  well  as  of  the  different  kinds  of  bread,  I  desired  him  to  let 
me  have  threepenny-worth  of  bread  of  some  kind  or  other. 
He  gave  me  three  large  rolls.  I  was  surprised  at  receiving  so 
much :  I  took  them,  however,  and,  having  no  room  in  my  pock- 
ets, I  walked  on  with  a  roll  under  each  arm,  eating  a  third. 
In  this  manner  I  went  through  Market  Street  to  Fourth  Street, 
and  passed  the  house  of  Mr.  Read,  the  father  of  my  future 
wife.  She  was  standing  at  the  door,  observed  me,  and  thought, 
with  reason,  that  I  made  a  very  singular  and  grotesque  ap- 
pearance. 

I  then  turned  the  corner,  and  went  through  Chestnut 
Street,  eating  my  roll  all  the  way;  and,  having  made  this 
round,  I  found  myself  again  on  Market  Street  wharf,  near  the 
boat  in  which  I  arrived.     I  stepped  into  it  to  take  a  draught 
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of  the  river  water;  and,  finding  myself  satisfied  with  my  first 
roll,  I  ga?e  the  other  two  to  a  woman  and  her  child,  who  had 
come  down  with  ns  in  the  boat,  and  was  waiting  to  continue 
her  journey.  Thns  refreshed,  I  regained  the  street,  which  was 
now  full  of  well-dressed  people,  all  going  the  same  way.  1 
joined  them,  and  was  thns  led  to  a  large  Quakers'  meeting- 
house near  the  market  place.  I  sat  down  with  the  rest,  and, 
after  looking  round  me  for  some  time,  hearing  nothing  said^ 
and  being  drowsy  from  my  last  night's  labor  and  want  of  rest, 
I  fell  into  a  sound  sleep.  In  this  state  I  continued  till  the 
assembly  dispersed,  when  one  of  the  congregation  had  the 
goodness  to  wake  me.  This  was  consequently  the  first  house 
I  entered,  or  in  which  I  slept,  at  Philadelphia. 

In  a  dtkj  or  two  he  engaged  to  work  with  a  printer  hy  the  name  of 
Keimer,  and  soon  hj  his  indostry  and  frngalitj  accnmulated  a  little 
monej.  A  letter  which  Franklin  had  written  to  a  friend  haying 
fallen  under  the  notice  of  Sir  William  Keith,  the  OoTemor  of  the  Pro- 
vince, he  inyited  the  joong  printer  to  his  hoase,  and  finally  persuaded 
him  to  go  to  London  to  better  his  fortunes,  promising  to  give  him, 
letters  of  recommendation.  Franklin  set  sail  from  Philadelphia,  the 
governor  promising  to  send  the  letters  to  him  when  the  ship  should 
reach  Newcastle ;  bat  he  was  faithless  to  his  promise,  and  Franklin 
landed  in  London,  of  course,  a  perfect  stranger.  But  a  gentleman,  a 
fellow-passenger  hy  the  name  of  Denham,  was  interested  in  him,  and 
very  soon  he  obtained  a  situation  in  a  printing  house  in  Bartholomew 
Close,  where  he  worked  a  year.  He  soon  gained  a  high  oharaoter  for 
temperance  and  industry  among  his  fellow-workmen,  and  began  to 
be  favorably  noticed,  when  he  was  persuaded  by  his  friend  Denham, 
who  was  about  to  return  home  with  a  large  quantity  of  goods  which 
he  had  purchased,  to  accompany  him  and  aid  him  in  his  store.  He 
landed  at  Philadelphia  on  the  11th  of  October;  but  soon  alter  the  store 
was  opened  with  every  prospect  of  success,  Denham  died,  and  Franklin 
was  left  once  more  to  the  wide  world.  He  therefore  returned  to  hii 
old  business,  and  was  soon  so  successful  in  it  that,  in  conjunction 
with  a  Mr.  Hugh  Meredith,  he  bought  out  the  *'  Pennsylvania  G^ 
sette,'*  which  had  but  recently  been  established,'  and  which  in  a  few 
years  proved  very  profitable  to  him.  In  connection  with  the  paper, 
he  soon  opened  a  stationer's  shop,  and  so  prospered  that  in  September, 

'  Franklin  and  Meredith  began  the  paper  with  No.  40,  September  25th, 
1729,  bnt  in  a  year  the  partnership  was  diasolyed,  and  Franklin  had  the  sole 
management  of  it. 
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1730,  he  married  Miss  Read,  with  whom  he  had  heen  acquainted 
hefore  he  went  to  London. 

Feeling  the  want  of  good  hooks,  he  started  the  plan  of  a  snhscrip- 
tion  library — obtained  fifty  snbsoribers,  "  mostly  young  tradesmen/* 
who  paid  forty  shillings  each — imported  the  books,  and  thus  laid  the 
foundation  of  the  present  "  Library  Company  of  Philadelphia,"  now 
the  third  in  size  in  the  United  States. 

At  this  time,  when  about  twenty-six  years  of  age,  he  drew  up  a 
series  of  resolutions  by  which  he  might  regulate  his  conduct,  goyem 
his  temper,  and  improve  his  whole  moral  man,  and  it  is  but  justice  to 
say  that  in  the  main  he  conformed  to  them ;  that  the  result  was  a 
character  that,  for  evenness  of  temper,  solidity  of  judgment,  honesty 
of  purpose,  and  prudence  in  the  regulation  of  all  temporal  affairs, 
has  rarely  been  equalled.  In  1732  he  first  published  his  celebrated 
Almanac  (commonly  known  as  "Poor  Richard's  Almanac"),  under 
the  assumed  name  of  Richard  Saunders.  Besides  the  usual  tables 
and  calendar,  it  contained  a  vast  fund  of  useful  information,  and 
*•  proverbial  sentences,  chiefly  such  as  inculcated  industry  and  fru- 
gality." It  had  great  success,  and  was  continued  for  about  twenty- 
five  years.  In  1736  he  was  chosen  clerk  of  the  General  Assembly, 
and  the  next  year  post-master  at  Philadelphia.  He  now  interested 
himself  in  all  public  matters,  founded  the  American  Philosophical 
Society,  and  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  and  was  foremost  in  all 
enterprises  calculated  to  promote  good  morals,  sound  learning,  and 
the  public  weal. 

At  the  age  of  forty-three  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Assembly, 
and  the  next  year  was  appointed  a  commissioner  for  making  a  treaty 
with  the  Indians.  About  this  time  he  began  to  be  interested  in  those 
philosophical  experiments  which  have  made  his  name  so  celebrated 
throughout  the  scientific  world.  But  he  was  soon  diverted  from  them 
by  the  demands  made  upon  his  time  by  the  public,  who  seemed  to 
think  that  no  project  for  the  public  good  deserved  to  be  supported, 
unless  Franklin  was  interested  in  it.  Accordingly,  he  felt  it  his  duty 
to  aid,  by  his  influence,  the  plan  of  founding  a  Hospital,  which  had 
been  started  by  his^friend,  Dr.  Thomas  Bond,  and  he  soon  had  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  the  subscriptions  completed,  and  a  grant  of 
£2,000  made  by  the  Assembly  for  the  establishment  of  the  same. 

In  1757  he  was  appointed  postmaster-general  for  America,  and  the 
same  year  received  from  Harvard  and  Yale  Colleges  the  honorary 
degree  of  Master  of  Arts.  Previous  to  this,  in  1755,  at  the  breaking 
out  of  the  French  war,  he  had  been  of  great  service  in  procuring  sup- 
plies for  Braddook*8  army,  and  had  warned  him  against  the  enemy  he 
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liad  to  contend  with ;  and  after  hia  diaastroos  defeat,  he  had  labored 
Bnooessfallj  in  putting  PennBjlyania  in  a  good  state  of  defence.  About 
this  time  he  published  his  letters  on  electricitj,  of  whioh,  aaja 
Priestlej,  "  nothing  was  erer  written  on  the  anbject  more  Jnatlj  ap- 
plauded ;  all  the  world  was  full  of  admiration."  The  Bojal  Societj 
of  London  elected  him  a  "  Fellew,"  and  when  he  was  in  that  oitj* 
the  most  distinguished  men  of  the  metropolis,  and  from  the  oootinenft^ 
hastened  to  paj  their  respects  to  him. 

After  his  return  from  England,  he  trayelled,  in  1763,  throughout  th« 
northern  colonies,  to  inspect  and  regulate  the  post-offices,  performing 
a  tour  of  about  1600  miles.  But  the  controyersy  between  the  "  Proprie- 
tors" and  the  people  of  Penns/lvania  was  not  jet  ended,  and  it  being 
deemed  necessary  to  take  at  once  from  the  foreign  landholders  the 
chief  appointing  power,  Franklin,  in  1764,  waa  sent  a  second  time  to 
Bngland,  with  a  petition  for  a  change  in  the  charter.  But  now  all 
local  differences  were  to  be  forgotten  in  the  general  contest  that  waa 
approaching.  The  famous  *' Stamp  Act"  had  been  passed  bj  the 
British  ministry,  and  loud  remonstrances  from  the  ooloniea  were  at 
once  echoed  back  to  the  "  fatherland."  In  order  to  obtain  fuller  and 
more  accurate  information  respecting  America,  the  party  in  oppositaon 
to  the  ministry  proposed  that  Franklin  should  be  interrogated  publicly 
before  the  House  of  Commons.  Accordingly,  on  the  3d  of  February, 
1766,  he  was  summoned  to  the  bar  of  the  House  for  that  purpose,  and 
he  cheerfully  obeyed  the  call.  Independent  of  the  weight  of  hia  pre- 
established  reputation,  he  possessed  in  a  very  eminent  degree  all 
those  natural  endowments  and  acquired  attainments,  which  woold 
make  his  examination  most  honorable  to  himself  and  serviceable  to 
his  country.  The  dignity  of  hia  personal  appearance,  and  the  oalm* 
ness  of  his  demean<»',  equaUy  unmoyed  by  the  illusions,  and  undis- 
mayed by  the  insolence  of  power,  added  not  a  little  to  make  the  whole 
scene  highly  imposing,  and  indeed  morally  sublime ;— to  see  a  solitary 
representatiye  from  the  then  infant  ooloniei ,  standing  alone  amid  the 
concentred  pomp  and  the  pageantry,  the  nobility  and  the  learning 
of  the  mightiest  kingdom  of  the  earth,  with  the  eyes  of  all  gaaing 
upon  him,  and  acquitting  himself  so  nobly  as  to  call  down  the  plaudits 
eyen  of  his  enemies.    The  result  might  l&aye  been  anticipated :  lor 

'  He  went  on  a  public  mission  to  reconcile  the  difference  between  the 
Goyemor,  who  was  appointed  by  the  heirs  of  William  Penn,  and  the  Pro- 
vinoe,  the  former  oontending  that  their  estates  should  not  be  taxed,  even  fbr 
the  common  defence.  Franklin  esponsed  the  cause  of  the  Proyince,  and  was 
SQOoessfuI  with  the  ministry,  who  decided  that  all  landholders,  without  ex- 
ception, should  bear  a  juaijproportion  of  the  public  burdens. 
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fooli  WIS  the  impreflflion  he  made  upon  PaiUament,  that  the  Stamp 
Aet  was  repealed. 

Immediatel J  after  his  retom,  he  was  eleoted  a  memher  of  Congress, 
then  sitting  in  Philadelphia,  and  was  one  of  its  most  efficient  members. 
After  signing  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  he  was  appointed  min- 
ister i^enipotentiary  to  France,  and  he  sailed  for  Paris  near  the  close 
of  the  jear  1776,  where  he  was  received  most  cordiallj  bj  all  classes. 
As  we  had  not  been  snccessfol  in  the  campaign  of  177^7,  the  French 
were  loth  to  enter  into  an  alliance  with  ns ;  but  when  thej  heard 
of  the  surrender  of  Borgojne's  armj  in  October,  1777,  and  other 
snoeesses  on  oor  part,  seeing  that  we  conld  "help  onrselves,"  thej 
concluded  to  help  us,  and  entered  into  an  alliance,  offensire  and  de- 
fensire,  with  us.  With  the  exception,  however,  of  the  serrices  of 
Marquis  de  la  Fajette,  and,  perhaps,  of  that  portion  of  the  French 
fleet  before  Torktown,  at  the  capture  of  C<»nwallis,  that  nation  was  of 
little  use  to  us  in  our  rerolutionary  struggle ;  and  it  Is  well  it  was 
so— that  the  work  of  independence  was  mi^lj  our  own. 

In  1786  Franklin  returned  to  Philadelphia,  and  his  arriral  was 
signalised  bj  ererj  demonstration  of  public  Joj.  From  public  assem- 
blies of  everj  descripticm  he  received  the  most  flattering  and  afTec- 
tionate  addresses,  all  testifTing  their  veneration  for  his  character,  and 
their  deep  sense  of  the  services  he  had  rendered  his  countrj.  He  was 
not,  however,  permitted  to  pass  the  evening  of  his  days  in  retirement. 
He  was  soon  made  governor  of  Pennsjlvania,  and  then  elected  delegate 
to  the  Federal  Convention  of  1787  for  fhuning  the  Constitution  of  the 
United  States ;  and  in  the  discussions  upon  it  he  bore  a  distinguished 
part.  Alter  the  dissolution  of  the  convention,  he  did  but  little,  as  the 
infirmities  and  sufferings,  incident  to  his  age,  with  which  he  had  long 
been  afflicted,  seldom  allowed  him  freedom  from  acute  bodilj  pain. 
He  drew  up,  however,  and  published  "  A  Plan  for  Improving  the  Condi- 
tion of  the  Free  Blacks,"  and  his  last  public  act  was  to  sign,  as  president, 
a  memorial  from  the  Abolition  Societj  of  Pennsylvania  to  Congress ; 
while  the  last  paper  that  he  wrote  was  on  the  same  subject — thus  beau- 
tifnllj  closing  a  long  life  of  distinguished  usefulness  as  a  citizen,  a  phi- 
losopher, and  a  statesman,  in  the  cause  of  philanthrop  j.  Although  his 
maladj  and  his  suiforings  continued,  jet  no  material  change  in  his 
health  was  observed  till  the  first  part  of  April,  1790,  when  he  was 
attacked  with  a  fever  and  a  pain  in  the  breast.  The  organs  of  respi- 
ration became  gradually  oppressed ;  a  calm  lethargic  state  succeeded ; 
and  on  the  17th  (April,  1790),  at  eleven  at  night,  he  quietly  expired. 

The  strong  and  distinguishing  features  of  Dr.  Franklin's  mind  were 
sagacity,  quickness  of  perception,  and  soundness  of  judgment.    His 
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imagination  was  lively,  without  being  extzaragant.  In  short,  he  pos- 
sessed a  perfect  mastery  over  the  faonlties  of  his  understanding  and 
over  his  passions.  Having  this  power  always  at  command,  and  never 
being  turned  aside  either  by  vanity  or  selfishness,  he  was  enabled  to 
pursue  his  objects  with  a  directness  and  constancy  that  rarely  failed 
to  insure  success.  It  seemed  to  be  his  single  aim  to  promote  the  hap- 
piness of  his  fellow  men  by  enlarging  their  knowledge,  improving  their 
condition,  teaching  them  practical  lessons  of  wisdom  and  prudence, 
and  inculcating  the  principles  of  rectitude  and  the  habits  of  a  virtuous 
life.' 

The  following  is  Dr.  Franklin's  admirable  letter  to  Sir  Joseph  Banks, 
dated  July,  1783  :— 


ON  THE  RETTTRN  OP  PEACE. 

Dear  Sir  :  I  join  with  you  most  cordially  in  rejoicing  at 
the  return  of  Peace.  I  hope  it  will  be  lasting,  and  that  man- 
kind will  at  length,  as  they  call  themselves  reasonable  creatures, 
have  reason  and  sense  enough  to  settle  their  differences  without 
cutting  throats ;  for,  in  my  opinion,  there  never  was  a  good  war, 
or  a  bad  peace.  What  vast  additions  to  the  conveniences  and 
comforts  of  living  might  mankind  have  acquired,  if  the  money 
spent  in  wars  had  been  employed  in  works  of  public  utility ! 
What  an  extension  of  agriculture,  even  to  the  tops  of  oor 
mountains;  what  rivers  rendered  navigable,  or  joined  by  canals ; 
what  bridges,  aqueducts,  new  roads,  and  other  public  works, 
edifices,  and  improvements,  rendering  England  a  complete 
paradise,  might  have  been  obtained  by  spending  those  milliona 
in  doing  good,  which  in  the  last  war  have  been  spent  in  doing 
mischief;  in  bringing  misery  into  thousands  of  families,  and 
destroying  the  lives  of  so  many  thousands  of  working  people, 
who  might  have  performed  the  useful  labor  I 


THE  WAY  TO-WEALTH. 

Courteous  reader,  I  have  heard,  that  nothing  gives  an  au- 
thor so  great  pleasure  as  to  find  his  works  respectfully  quoted 
by  others.     Judge,  then,  how  much  I  must  have  been  gratified 

*  Read  Life  and  Works,  hy  Sparks,  10  vols. ;  Life  in  Biojfraphy  of  the 
Signers  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence  ;  North  Am.  Rev.  lix.  446  ;  Ed> 
inburgh  Review,  Tlii.  327 ;  and  zxviii.  275. 
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by  an  incident  I  am  going  to  relate  to  yon.  I  stopped  mj 
horse  lately,  where  a  great  number  of  people  were  collected  at 
an  auction  of  merchants'  goods.  The  hour  of  the  sale  not  be- 
ing  come,  they  were  conversing  on  the  badness  of  the  times ; 
and  one  of  the  company  called  to  a  plain,  clean  old  man,  with 
white  locks,  ''  Pray,  Father  Abraham,  what  think  you  of  the 
times  ?  Will  not  these  heavy  taxes  quite  ruin  the  country  ? 
How  shall  we  ever  be  able  to  pay  them  ?  What  would  yon 
advise  us  to?"  Father  Abraham  stood  up  and  replied,  "If 
you  would  have  my  advice,  I  will  give  it  you  in  short ;  for  A 
word  to  the  wise  is  enough,  as  Poor  Richard  says."  They  joined 
in  desiring  him  to  speak  his  mind,  and  gathering  round  him, 
he  proceeded  as  follows : — 

"Friends,"  said  he,  "the  taxes  are  indeed  very  heavy,  and, 
if  those  .laid  on  by  the  government  were  the  only  ones  we  had 
to  pay,  we  might  more  easily  discharge  them ;  but  we  have 
many  others,  and  much  more  grievous  to  some  of  us.  We  are 
taxed  twice  as  much  by  our  idleness,  three  times  as  much  by 
our  pride,  and  four  times  as  much  by  our  folly ;  and  from  these 
taxes  the  commissioners  cannot  ease  or  deliver  us,  by  allowing 
an  abatement.  However,  let  us  hearken  to  good  advice,  and 
something  may  be  done  for  us ;  God  helps  them  thai  help  them- 
selves,  as  Poor  Richard  says. 

"  It  would  be  thought  a  hard  government,  that  should  tax 
its  people  one-tenth  part  of  their  time,  to  be  employed  in  its 
service;  but  idleness  taxes  many  of  us  much  more:  sloth, 
by  bringing  on  diseases,  absolutely  shortens  life,  ^oth,  like 
rust,  consumes  faster  than  labor  wears ;  while  the  used  key  is 
always  bright,  as  Poor  Richard  says.  But  dost  thou  love  life, 
then  do  not  squander  time,  for  that  is  the  stuff  life  is  made  of, 
as  Poor  Richard  says.  How  much  more  than  is  necessary  do 
we  spend  in  sleep,  forgetting  that  The  sleeping  fox  catches  no 
poultry,  and  that  There  vnll  be  sleeping  enough  in  the  grave,  as 
Poor  Richard  says. 

^*  If  time  be  of  all  things  the  most  precious,  wasting  time  must 
be,  as  Poor  Richard  says,  the  greatest  prodigality  ;  since,  as  he 
elsewhere  tells  us,  Ltost  time  is  never  found  again  ;  and  what 
we  call  time  enough,  always  proves  little  enough.  Let  us  then 
up  and  be  doing,  and  doing  to  the  purpose ;  so  by  diligence 
shall  we  do  more  with  less  perplexity. 

"But  with  our  industry  we  must  likewise  be  steady,  set- 
tled, and  careful,  and  oversee  our  own  affairs,  with  our  own 
eyes,  and  not  trust  too  much  to  others ;  for,  Three  removes  are 
5 
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ct8  had  as  a  fire;  and  again,  Keep  thy  shop,  and  Uiy  shop  wiU 
keep  thee;  and  again,  If  you  would  have  your  business  done, 
go;  if  not,  send. 

**  So  much  for  indastry,  my  friends,  and  attention  to  one's 
own  basiness;  but  to  these  we  must  add  frugality,  if  we 
would  make  our  industry  more  certainly  successful.  A  man 
may,  if  he  knows  not  how  to  save  as  he  gets,  keep  his  nose  all 
bis  life  to  the  grindstone,  and  die  not  worth  a  groat  at  last. 
A  fat  kitchen  makes  a  lean  will, 

'*  Away,  then,  with  your  expensive  follies,  and  you  will  not 
then  have  so  much  cause  to  complain  of  bard  times,  heavy 
taxes,  and  chargeable  families. 

"  And  further.  What  maintains  one  vice  would  bring  up  two 
children.  You  may  think,  perhaps,  that  a  little  tea,  or  a  little 
punch  now  and  then,  diet  a  little  more  costly,  clotbea  a  little 
finer,  and  a  little  entertainment  now  and  then,  can  be  no  great 
matter ;  but  remember.  Many  a  little  makes  a  mickle.  Beware 
of  little  expenses :  A  small  leak  ivill  sink  a  great  ship,  as  Poor 
Richard  says ;  and  again.  Who  dainties  love,  shall  beggars  prove; 
and  moreover,  Fools  make  feasts,  and  wise  men  eat  them. 

**  Here  you  are  all  got  together  at  this  sale  of  fineries  and 
knickknacks.  You  call  them  goods;  but,  if  you  do  not  take 
care,  they  will  prove  evils  to  some  of  you.  You  expect  they 
will  be  sold  cheap,  and  perhaps  they  may  for  less  than  they 
cost;  but,  if  you  have  no  occasion  for  them,  they  must  be  dear 
to  you.  Remember  what  Poor  Richard  says :  Buy  what  thou 
hast  no  need  of  and  ere  long  thou  shall  sell  thy  necessaries. 
And  again.  At  a  great  pennyworth  pause  awhile.  He  means, 
that  perhaps  the  cheapness  is  apparent  only,  and  not  real ;  or 
the  bargain,  by  straitening  thee  in  thy  business,  may  do  thee 
more  harm  than  good.  For  in  another  place  he  says.  Many 
have  been  ruined  by  buying  good  pennyworths.  Again,  It  is 
foolish  to  lay  o%it  money  in  a  purchase  of  repentance  ;  and  yet 
this  folly  is  practised  every  day  at  auctions,  for  want  of  mind- 
ing the  Almanac.  Many  a  one,  for  the  sake  of  finery  on  the 
back,  have  gone  with  %,  hungry  belly  and  half-starved  their 
families.  Silks  and  satins,  scarlet  and  velvets,  put  out  the  kit- 
chen fire,  as  Poor  Richard  says. 

**  But  what  madness  must  it  be  to  run  in  debt  for  these  su- 
perfluities! We  are  offered,  by  the  terms  of  this  sale,  six 
months'  credit ;  and  that,  perhaps,  has  induced  some  of  us  to 
attend  it,  because  we  cannot  spare  the  ready  money,  and  hope 
now  to  be  fine  without  it.  But,  ah !  think  what  you  do  when 
you  ran  in  debt;  you  give  to  another  power  over  your  liberty. 
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If  you  cannot  pay  at  the  time,  you  will  be  ashamed  to  see  your 
creditor;  you  will  be  in  fear  when  you  speak  to  him;  you  will 
make  poor,  pitiful,  sneaking  excuses;  and,  by  degrees,  come  to 
lose  your  veracity,  and  sink  into  base,  downright  lying ;  for 
The  second  vice  is  lying,  the  first  is  running  in  dehi^  as  Poor 
Richard  says;  and  again,  to  the  same  purpose,  Lying  rides 
upon  DehVs  hack ;  whereas  a  free-bom  Englishman  ought  not 
to  be  ashamed  nor  afraid  to  see  or  speak  to  any  man  living. 
But  poverty  often  deprives  a  man  of  all  spirit  and  virtue.  It 
is  hard  for  an  empty  hag  to  stand  upright, 

**  What  would  you  think  of  that  prince,  or  of  that  govern- 
ment, who  should  issue  an  edict  forbidding  you  to  dress  like  a 
gentleman  or  gentlewoman,  on  pain  of  imprisonment  or  servi- 
tude? Would  you  not  say  that  you  were  free,  have  a  right  to 
dress  as  you  please,  and  that  such  an  edict  would  be  a  breach 
of  your  privileges,  and  such  a  government  tyrannical  ?  And 
yet  you  are  about  to  put  yourself  under  such  tyranny,  when 
you  run  in  debt  for  such  dress  I  Your  creditor  has  authority, 
at  his  pleasure,  to  deprive  you  of  your  liberty,  by  confining  you 
in  jail  till  yon  shall  be  able  to  pay  him.  When  you  have  got 
your  bargain,  you  may,  perhaps,  think  little  of  payment ;  but, 
as  Poor  Richard  says,  Creditors  have  hetter  memories  than  deht- 
ors;  creditors  are  a  superstitious  sect,  great  ohservers  of  set  days 
and  times.  The  day  comes  round  before  you  are  aware,  and 
the  demand  is  made  before  you  are  prepared  to  satisfy  it ;  or, 
if  you  bear  your  debt  in  mind,  the  terra,  which  at  first  seemed 
.  80  long,  will,  as  it  lessens,  appear  extremely  short.  Time  will 
seem  to  have  added  wings  to  his  heels  as  well  as  his  shoulders. 
Those  have  a  short  Lent,  who  owe  money  to  he  paid  at  Easter. 
At  present,  perhaps,  you  may  think  yourselves  in  thriving  cir- 
cumstances, and  that  you  can  bear  a  little  extravagance  without 
injury;  but, 

For  age  and  want  save  while  you  may; 
No  morning  sun  lasts  a  whole  day. 

Gain  may  be  temporary  and  uncertain,  but  ever,  while  you  live, 
expense  is  constant  and  certain ;  and  It  is  easier  to  huild  two 
chimneys,  than  to  keep  one  in  fuel,  as  Poor  Richard  says ;  so, 
Bather  go  to  hed  supperless,  than  rise  in  deht, 

"This  doctrine,  my  friends,  is  reason  and  wisdom;  but, 
after  all,  do  not  depend  too  much  upon  your  own  industry,  and 
frugality,  and  prudence,  though  excellent  things;  for  they  may 
all  be  blasted,  without  the  blessing  of  Heaven ;  and,  therefore, 
ask  that  blessing  humbly,  and  be  not  uncharitable  to  those  that 
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at  present  seem  to  want  it,  bnt  comfort  and  help  them.    Re- 
member, Job  suffered,  and  was  afterwards  prosperous." 

Thus  the  old  gentleman  ended  his  harangue.  I  resolved 
to  be  the  better  for  it ;  and,  though  I  had  at  first  determined 
to  buy  stuff  for  a  new  coat,  I  went  away  resolved  to  wear  my 
old  one  a  little  longer.  Reader,  if  thou  wilt  do  the  same,  thy 
profit  will  be  as  great  as  mine.  I  am,  as  ever,  thine  to  serve 
thee.  Richard  Saunders. 


THE  WHISTLE. 

When  I  was  a  child,  at  seven  years  old,  my  friends,  on  a 
holiday,  filled  my  little  pocket  with  coppers.  I  went  directly 
to  a  shop,  where  they  sold  toys  for  children ;  and  being  charmed 
with  the  sound  of  a  whistle,  that  I  met  by  the  way  in  the  hands 
of  another  boy,  I  voluntarily  offered  him  all  my  money  for  one. 
I  then  came  home,  and  went  whistling  all  over  the  house,  much 
pleased  with  my  whistle,  but  disturbing  all  the  &mily.  My 
brothers,  and  sisters,  and  cousins,  understanding  the  bargain 
I  had  made,  told  me  I  had  given  four  times  as  much  for  it  as 
it  was  worth.  This  put  me  in  mind  what  good  things  I  might 
have  bought  with  the  rest  of  my  money — and  they  laughed  at 
me  so  much  for  my  foll^,  that  I  cried  with  vexation :  and  the 
reflection  gave  me  more  chagrin,  than  the  whistle  gave  me 
pleasure. 

This,  however,  was  afterwards  of  use  to  me,  the  impression 
continuing  on  my  mind ;  so  that  often,  when  I  was  tempted  to 
buy  some  unnecessary  thing,  I  said  to  myself,  donH  give  too 
much  for  the  whistle  ;  and  so  I  saved  my  money. 

As  I  grew  up,  came  into  the  world,  and  observed  the  actions 
of  men,  I  thought  I  met  with  many,  very  many,  who  gave  too 
much  for  the  whistle. 

When  I  saw  any  one  too  ambitious  of  court  favors — sacri- 
ficing his  time  in  attendance  at  levees,  his  repose,  his  liberty, 
his  virtue,  and  perhaps  his  friends,  to  attain  it — I  have  said  to 
myself,  this  man  gives  too  much  for  his  whistle. 

When  I  saw  another  fond  of  popularity,  constantly  employ- 
ing himself  in  political  bustles,  neglecting  his  own  affairs,  and 
ruining  them  by  that  neglect,  he  pays,  indeed,  says  I,  too  much 
for  his  whistle. 

If  I  knew  a  miser  who  gave  up  every  kind  of  comfortable 
living — all  the  pleasure  of  doin^  good  to  others — all  the 
esteem  of  his  fellow-citizens — and  the  joys  of  benevolent  friend- 
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ship,  for  the  sake  of  accamulating  wealth ;  poor  man,  says  I, 
you  do,  indeed,  pay  too  much  for  your  whistle. 

When  I  meet  a  man  of  pleasare,  sacrificing  every  landable 
improvement  of  the  mind  or  of  his  fortune,  to  mere  corporeal 
sensations — Mistaken  man,  says  I,  you  are  providing  pain  for 
yimrsey  instead  of  pleasure — you  give  too  much  for  your  whistle. 

If  I  see  one  fond  of  fine  clothes,  fine  famitare,  fine  equip* 
ages,  all  above  his  fortune,  for  which  he  contracts  debts,  and 
ends  his  career  in  prison — Alas,  says  I,  he  has  paid  dear,  very 
dear,  for  his  whistle. 

When  I  see  a  beautiful,  sweet-tempered  girl  married  to  an 
ill-natured  brute  of  a  husband —  What  a  pity  it  is,  says  I,  that 
she  has  paid  so  much  for  a  whistle. 

In  short,  I  conceived  that  great  part  of  the  miseries  of  man- 
kind were  brought  upon  them  by  the  false  estimates  they  had 
made  of  the  value  of  things,  and  by  their  giving  too  much  for 
their  whistles. 


ON  THE  WASTE  OF  UFB. 

Amergus  was  a  gentleman  of  good  estate ;  he  was  bred  to 
no  business,  and  could  not  contrive  how  to  waste  his  hours 
agreeably ;  he  had  no  relish  for  any  of  the  proper  works  of 
life,  nor  any  taste  for  the  improvement  of  the  mind ;  he  spent 
generally  ten  hours  of  the  four-and-twenty  in  bed ;  he  dozed 
away  two  or  three  more  on  his  couch ;  and  as  many  were  dis- 
solved in  good  liquor  every  evening,  if  he  met  with  company 
of  his  own  humor.  Thus  he  made  a  shift  to  wear  off  ten  years 
of  his  life  since  ihe  paternal  estate  fell  into  his  hands. 

One  evening,  as  he  was  musing  alone,  his  thoughts  happened 
to  take  a  most  unusual  turn,  for  they  cast  a  glance  backward, 
and  he  began  to  reflect  on  his  manner  of  life.  He  bethought 
himself  what  a  number  of  living  beings  had  been  made  a  sacri- 
fice to  support  his  carcass,  and  how  much  corn  and  wine  had 
been  mingled  with  these  offerings ;  and  he  set  himself  to  com- 
pute what  he  had  devoured  since  he  came  to  the  age  of  man. 
"About  a  dozen  feathered  creatures,  small  and  great,  have, 
one  week  with  another,"  said  he,  ''  given  up  their  lives  to  pro- 
long mine,  which,  in  ten  years,  amounts  to  at  least  six  thousand. 
Fifty  sheep  have  been  sacrificed  in  a  year,  with  half  a  hecatomb 
of  black  cattle,  that  I  might  have  the  choicest  parts  offered 
weekly  upon  my  table. 

'*  Thus  a  thousand  beasts,  out  of  the  flock  and  the  herd,  have 
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been  slain  in  ten  years'  time  to  feed  me,  besides  what  the  forest 
has  supplied  me  with.  Many  hundreds  of  fishes  have,  in  all 
their  variety,  been  robbed  of  life  for  my  repast,  and  of  the 
smaller  fry  some  thousands.  A  measnre  of  corn  wonld  hardly 
suffice  me  fine  flour  enough  for  a  month's  provision,  and  this 
arises  to  above  six  score  bushels ;  and  many  hogsheads  of  wine 
and  other  liquors  have  passed  through  this  body  of  mine — ^this 
wretched  strainer  of  meat  and  drink  1  And  what  have  I  done 
all  this  time  for  Ood  and  man  ?  What  a  vast  profusion  of  g^od 
things  upon  a  useless  life,  and  a  worthless  liver  t 

''  There  is  not  the  meanest  creature  among  all  those  which  I 
have  devoured,  but  hath  answered  the  end  of  its  creation  better 
than  I.  It  was  made  to  support  human  nature,  and  it  has  done 
so.  Every  crab  and  oyster  I  have  eaten,  and  every  grain  of  com 
I  have  devoured,  hath  filled  up  its  place  in  the  rank  of  beings 
with  more  propriety  and  honor  than  I  have  done.  Oh,  shame- 
ful waste  of  life  and  time  I" 

In  short,  he  carried  on  his  moral  reflections  with  so  just  and 
severe  a  force  of  reason,  as  constrained  him  to  change  his  whole 
course  of  life ;  to  break  off  his  follies  at  once,  and  to  apply 
himself  to  gain  some  useful  knowledge,  when  he  was  more  than 
thirty  years  of  age.  He  lived  many  following  years  with  the 
character  of  a  worthy  man  and  an  excellent  Christian ;  he  died 
with  a  peaceful  conscience,  and  the  tears  of  his  counUy  were 
dropped  upon  his  tomb. 

The  world,  that  knew  the  whole  series  of  his  life,  were  amazed 
at  the  mighty  change.  They  beheld  him  as  a  wonder  of  refor- 
mation, while  he  himself  confessed  and  adored  the  Divine  power 
and  mercy  which  had  transformed  him  from  a  brute  to  a  man. 
But  this  was  a  single  instance,  and  we  may  almost  venture  to 
write  miracle  upon  it.  Are  there  not  numbers,  in  this  degene- 
rate age,  whose  lives  thus  run  to  utter  waste,  without  the  least 
tendency  to  usefulness  ? 


TUBNINQ  THE  ORINDSTONK. 

When  I  was  a  little  boy,  I  remember,  one  cold  winter^ 
morning,  I  was  accosted  by  a  smiling  man  with  an  axe  on  his 
shoulder.  "  My  pretty  boy,"  said  he,  "  has  your  father  a  grind- 
stone  ?"  ''Yes,  sir,"  said  I.  ''You  are  a  fine  little  fellow,"  said 
he ;  **  will  you  let  me  grind  my  axe  on  it  ?"  Pleased  with  the 
compliment  of  "  fine  little  fellow,"  "  O  yes,  sir,"  I  answered;  "it 
is  down  in  the  shop."   ''And  will  you,  my  man,"  said  he,  patting 
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me  on  the  head,  "get  me  a  little  hot  water?"  How  eoald  I 
refase?  I  ran,  and  soon  brought  a  kettle  fall.  ''How  old  are 
joo  ?  and  what's  yoar  name  ?"  continued  he,  without  waiting 
for  a  reply;  ''I  am  snre  yon  are  one  of  the  finest  lads  that  ever 
I  have  seen ;  will  yon  just  tarn  a  few  miautes  for  me?'' 

Tickled  with  the  flattery,  like  a  little  fool,  I  went  to  work, 
and  bitterly  did  I  me  the  day.  It  was  a  new  axe,  and  I  toiled 
and  tagged  till  I  was  almost  tired  to  death.  The  school-bell 
rapg,  and  I  could  not  get  away ;  my  hands  were  blistered,  and 
the  axe  was  not  half  ground.  At  length,  however,  it  was  sharp- 
ened ;  and  the  man  turned  to  me  with,  "Now,  you  little  rascal, 
you've  played  truant ;  scud  to  the  school,  or  you'll  buy  it  I" 
— "Alas  1"  thought  I,  "it  was  hard  enough  to  turn  a  grindstone 
this  cold  day;  but  now  to  be  called  a  little  rascal,  is  too  much." 

It  sank  deep  in  my  mind ;  and  often  have  I  thought  of  it 
since.  When  I  see  a  merchant  over  polite  to  his  customers — 
begging  them  to  take  a  little  brandy,  and  throwing  his  goods 
on  the  counter — thinks  I,  That  man  has  an  axe  to  grind. 
When  I  see  a  man  flattering  the  people,  making  great  profes- 
sions of  attachment  to  liberty,  who  is  in  private  life  a  tyrant, 
methinks.  Look  out,  good  people  1  that  fellow  would  set  you 
turning  grindstones.  Wlien  I  see  a  man  hoisted  into  office  by 
party  spirit,  without  a  single  qualification  to  render  him  either 
respectable  or  useful — i4as  I  methinks,  deluded  people,  you  are 
doomed  for  a  season  to  turn  the  grindstone  for  a  booby. 


AFOLOOUB  ON  WAB. 

In  what  light  we  are  viewed  by  superior  beings,  may  be 
gathered  from  a  piece  of  late  West  India  news,  which  possibly 
has  not  yet  reached  you.  A  young  angel  of  distinction  being 
sent  down  to  this  world  on  some  business,  for  the  first  time, 
had  an  old  courier-spirit  assigned  him  as  a  guide.  They  arrived 
over  the  seas  of  Martinico,  in  the  middle  of  the. long  day  of 
obstinate  fight  between  the  fleets  of  Rodney  and  De  Orasse. 
When,  through  the  clouds  of  smoke,  he  saw  the  fire  of  the 
gnns,  the  decks  covered  with  mangled  limbs,  and  bodies  dead 
or  dying ;  the  ships  sinking,  burning,  or  blown  into  the  air ; 
and  the  quantity  of  pain,  misery,  and  destruction  the  crews 
yet  alive  were  thus  with  so  much  eagerness  dealing  round  to 
one  another ;  he  turned  angpily  to  his  guide,  and  said,  "  You 
blundering  blockhead,  you  are  ignorant  of  your  business;  you 
ondertook  to  conduct  me  to  the  earth,  and  you  have  brought 
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me  into  hell !"  "  No,  sir,"  says  the  guide,  '*  I  have  made  no 
mistake ;  this  is  really  the  earth,  and  these  are  men.  Devils 
never  treat  one  another  in  this  cmel  manner ;  they  have  more 
sense,  and  more  of  what  men  (vainly)  call  humanity." 


BIEMOaiAL  TO  OONQBESS  ON  SLAVERY. 

To  the  Senate  and  House  of  Representatives  of  the  United  States: 

From  a  persuasion  that  equal  liberty  was  originally  the  por- 
tion, and  is  still  the  birthright  of  all  men,  and  influenced  by  the 
strong  ties  of  humanity  and  the  principles  of  their  institution, 
your  memorialists  conceive  themselves  bound  to  use  all  justi- 
fiable endeavors  to  loosen  the  bands  of  slavery,  and  promote  a 
general  enjoyment  of  the  blessings  of  freedom.  Under  these 
impressions,  they  earnestly  entreat  your  serious  attention  to 
the  subject  of  slavery ;  that  you  will  be  pleased  to  countenance 
the  restoration  of  liberty  to  those  unhappy  men,  who  alone  in 
this  land  of  freedom  are  degraded  into  perpetual  bondage,  and 
who,  amidst  the  general  joy  of  surrounding  freemen,  are  groan- 
ing in  servile  subjection — that  you  will  devise  means  for  re- 
moving this  inconsistency  from  the  character  of  the  American 
people — that  you  will  promote  mercy  and  justice  toward  this 
distressed  race — and  that  you  will  step  to  the  very  verge  of 
the  power  vested  in  you  for  discouraging  every  species  of 
traffic  in  the  persons  of  our  fellow  men.* 


FRANCIS  HOPKINSON,  1737—1791. 

Francis  Hopkinsok,  the  son  of  Thomas  Hopkinson,  an  English  gen- 
tleman who  emigrated  to  the  colonies  in  the  early  part  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  was  bom  in  Philadelphia  in  1737.  His  father 
dying  when  he  was  quite  young,  his  education  devolved  upon  his 
mother,  who  is  said  to  have  been  a  woman  of  more  than  common 
X>owers  of  mind,  and  who  took  every  pains  to  fSoster  the  genius  and  to 
cultivate  the  talents  which  she  saw  her  son  possessed,  as  well  as  to 

'  This  may  be  foimd  in  the  "Federal  Gazette, "  Febmary,  1790,  but  two 
months  before  the  death  of  the  iUustrions  sage. 
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instmot  him  in  the  pure  principles  of  Christian  morals.  From  school 
he  was  sent  to  the  College  of  Philadelphia,  afterwards  the  "  Universitj 
of  Pennsylvania,"  and  then  commenced  the  stndj  of  law,  and,  after 
the  osnal  period,  entered  npon  its  practice.  In  1766,  he  went  to 
England,  where  he  remained  two  years.  On  his  retnm  he  married 
Miss  Ann  Borden,  of  Bordentown,  N.  J.,  in  which  place  he  estahlished 
himself  in  his  profession.  His  legal  attainments,  general  knowledge, 
and  ardent  patriotism  soon  acquired  for  him  a  high  reputation,  and 
in  1776  he  was  chosen  hy  the  State  of  New  Jersey  as  one  of  her 
representatires  in  Congress,  and,  in  this  capacity,  he  signed  the 
Declaration  of  Independence.  In  1779,  he  succeeded  George  Ross  as 
Judge  of  the  Admiralty  of  the  State  of  Pennsylvania,  which  he  held 
for  ten  years,  until  the  organization  of  the  Federal  Government,  when 
he  received  fh>m  General  Washington  a  commission  as  Judge  of  the 
United  States,  which  office  he  held  till  the  day  of  his  death,  which 
took  place  on  the  9th  of  May,  1791. 

Great  as  Judge  Hopkinson's  reputation  was  as  an  advocate  while  at 
the  har,  and  distinguished  as  he  was  for  his  learning.  Judgment,  and 
integrity  when  upon  the  hench,  he  was,  perhaps,  still  more  known  as 
a  man  of  letters,  of  general  knowledge,  of  fine  taste,  hut  ahove  all, 
for  his  then  unrivalled  powers  of  wit  and  satire.  Dr.  Rush,  after 
speaking  of  his  varied  attainments,  says :  "  But  his  forte  was  humor 
and  satire,  in  hoth  of  which  he  was  not  surpassed  hy  Lucian,  Swift, 
or  Rahelais.  These  extraordinary  powers  were  consecrated  to  the 
advancement  of  the  interests  of  patriotism,  virtue,  and  science.*' 
This  praise,  however  strong,  is  not,  in  my  estimation,  the  language  of 
exaggeration,  for  I  hardly  know  where  to  find  papers  of  more  exquisite 
humor  than  among  the  writings  of  Francis  Hopkinson.  His  paper  on 
the  "  Ambiguity  of  the  English  Language,"  to  show  the  ridiculous 
mistakes  that  often  occur  from  words  of  similar  sounds,  used  the  one 
for  the  other;  on  "White  Washing;"  on  "A  Typographical  Method 
of  Conducting  a  Quarrel,"  which  made  friends  of  two  fierce  newspaper 
combatants;  "The  New  Roof,"  an  allegory  in  favor  of  the  Federal 
Constitution;  the  "Specimen  of  a  Collegiate  Examination,"  to  turn 
some  branches,  and  the  mode  of  studying  them,  into  ridicule ;  and 
"  The  Battle  of  the  Kegs,"  are  all  papers  which,  while  they  are  fully 
equal  to  any  of  Swift's  writings  for  wit,  have  nothing  at  all  in  them  of 
8wift*s  vulgarity. 
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SPECIMEN  OF  A  COLLEGIATE  EXAMINATION. 
MBTAPUTSICS. 

Professcmi.  What  is  a  salt-box  ? 

Student.  It  is  a  box  made  to  contain  salt 

Peof.  How  is  it  divided  ? 

Stu.  Into  a  salt-box  and  a  box  of  salt. 

Prof.  Very  well  1  show  the  distinction. 

Stu.  a  salt-box  may  be  where  there  is  no  salt ;  but  salt  is 
absolutely  necessary  to  the  existence  of  a  box  of  salt. 

Prof.  Are  not  salt-boxes  otherwise  divided  ? 

Stu.  Yes ;  by  a  partition. 

Prof.  What  is  the  use  of  this  partition  ? 

Stu.  To  separate  the  coarse  salt  from  the  fine. 

Prof.  How  ?  think  a  little. 

Stu.  To  separate  the  fine  salt  from  the  coarse. 

Prof.  To  be  sure ;  it  is  to  separate  the  fine  from  the  coarse ; 
but  are  not  salt-boxes  yet  otherwise  distinguished  ? 

Stu.  Yes ;  into  possible,  probable,  and  positive. 

Prof.  Define  these  several  kinds  of  salt-boxes. 

Stu.  a  possible  salt-box  is  a  salt-box  yet  unsold  in  the  bands 
of  the  joiner. 

Prop.  Why  so  ? 

Stu.  Because  it  hath  never  yet  become  a  salt-box  in  fad, 
having  never  had  any  salt  in  it ;  and  it  may  possibly  be  applied 
to  some  other  use. 

Prop.  Very  true ;  for  a  salt-box  which  never  had,  hath  not 
now,  and  perhaps  never  may  have,  any  salt  in  it,  can  only  be 
termed  a  possible  salt-box.     What  is  a  probable  salt-box  ? 

Stu.  It  is  a  salt-box  in  the  hand  of  one  going  to  a  shop  to 
buy  salt,  and  who  hath  sixpence  in  his  pocket  to  pay  the 
grocer ;  and  a  positive  salt-box  is  one  which  hath  actually  and 
lonajide  got  salt  in  it. 

Prof.  Very  good : — but  is  there  no  instance  of  a  positive 
salt-box,  which  hath  no  salt  in  it  ? 

Stu.  I  know  of  none. 

Prof.  Yes :  there  is  one  mentioned  by  some  authors :  it  is 
where  a  box  hath  by  long  use  been  so  impregnated  with  salt, 
that,  although  all  the  salt  hath  been  long  since  emptied  out,  it 
may  yet  be  called  a  salt-box,  with  the  same  propriety  that  we 
say  a  salt-herring,  salt  beef,  &c.  And  in  this  sense,  any  box 
that  may  have  accidentally,  or  otherwise,  been  long  steeped  in 
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brine,  may  be  termed  positively  a  salt-box,  although  never  de- 
signed for  the  purpose  of  keeping  salt.  But  tell  me,  what 
other  division  of  salt-boxes  do  you  recollect  ? 

Stu.  They  are  further  divided  into  substantive  ^^n^  pendant: 
a  substantive  salt-box  is  that  which  stands  by  itself  on  the  table 
or  dresser ;  and  a  pendant  is  that  which  hangs  upon  a  nail 
against  the  wall. 

Prof.  What  is  the  idea  of  a  salt-box  ? 

Stu.  It  is  that  image  which  the  mind  conceives  of  a  salt- 
box  when  no  salt-box  is  present. 

Prof.  What  is  the  abstract  idea  of  a  salt-box  ? 

Stu.  It  is  the  idea  of  a  salt-box  abstracted  from  the  idea  of 
a  box,  or  of  salt,  or  of  a  salt-box,  or  of  a  box  of  salt. 

Prof.  Very  right ;  and  by  these  means  you  acquire  a  most 
perfect  knowledge  of  a  salt-box ;  but  tell  me,  is  the  idea  of  a 
salt-box  a  salt  idea  ? 

Stu.  Not  unless  the  ideal  box  hath  ideal  salt  in  it 

Prof.  True ;  and  therefore  an  abstract  idea  cannot  be  either 
salt  or  fresh,  round  or  square,  long  or  short ;  for  a  true  abstract 
idea  must  be  entirely  free  of  all  adjuncts.  And  this  shows 
the  difference  between  a  salt  idea  and  an  idea  of  salt.  Is  an 
aptitude  to  hold  salt  an  essential  or  an  accidental  property  of  a 
salt-box  ? 

Stu.  It  is  essential;  but  if  there  should  be  a  crack  in  the 
bottom  of  the  box  the  aptitude  to  spill  salt  would  be  termed 
an  accidental  property  of  that  salt-box. 

Prof.  Very  well  I  very  well  indeed  I — What  is  the  salt  called 
with  respect  to  the  box? 

Stu.  It  is  called  its  contents. 

Prof.  And  why  so  ? 

Stu.  Because  the  cook  is  content  quo  ad  hoc  to  find  plenty 
of  salt  in  the  box. 

Prof.  You  are  very  right — I  see  you  have  not  misspent  your 
time:  but  let  us  now  proceed  to 


Prof.  How  many  parts  are  there  in  a  salt-box  ? 

Stu.  Three.     Bottom,  top,  and  sides. 

Prof.  How  many  modes  are  there  in  salt-boxes. 

Stu.  Four.  The /ormo/,  i\iQ  substantial,  the  accidental,  and 
the  topsy-turvy. 

Prof.  Define  these  several  modes. 

Stu.  The  formal  respects  the  figure  or  shape  of  the  box, 
such  as  round,  square,  oblong,  and  so  forth ;  the  substantial 
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respects  the  work  of  the  joiner ;  and  the  accidental  depends 
upon  the  string  by  which  the  box  is  hung  against  the  wall. 

Prof.  Very  well ;  and  what  are  the  consequences  of  the 
accidental  mode  ? 

Stu.  If  the  string  should  break  the  box  would  fall,  the  salt 
be  spilt,  the  salt-box  broken,  and  the  cook  in  a  bitter  passion ; 
and  this  is  the  accidental  mode  with  its  consequences. 

Pbof.  How  do  jou  distinguish  between  the  top  and  bottom 
of  a  salt-box  ? 

Stu.  The  top  of  a  box  is  that  part  which  is  uppermost^  and 
the  bottom  that  part  which  is  lowest  in  all  positions. 

Prof.  You  should  rather  say  the  lowest  part  is  the  bottom 
and  the  uppermost  part  is  the  top.  How  is  it  then  if  the 
bottom  should  be  the  uppermost  ? 

Stu.  The  top  would  then  be  the  lowermost;  and  so  the 
bottom  would  become  the  top,  and  the  top  would  become  the 
bottom;  and  this  is  called  the  topsy-turvy  mode,  which  is 
nearly  allied  to  the  accidental^  and  frequently  arises  from  it 

Prof.  Very  good ;  but  are  not  salt-boxes  sometimes  single, 
and  sometimes  double  ? 

Stu.  Yes. 

Prof.  Well,  then  mention  the  several  combinations  of  salt- 
boxes  with  respect  to  their  having  salt  or  not. 

Stu.  They  are  divided  into  single  salt-boxes  having  salt ; 
single  salt-boxes  having  no  salt;  double  salt-boxes  having 
salt ;  double  salt-boxes  having  no  salt ;  and  single  double  salt- 
boxes  having  salt  and  no  salt. 

Prof.  Hold  J  hold !  you  are  going  too  far. 


ON  white  washing.* 

Dear  Sir  :  The  peculiar  customs  of  every  country  appear 
to  strangers  awkward  and  absurd,  but  the  inhabitants  consider 
them  as  very  proper  and  even  necessary.  Long  habit  imposes 
on  the  understanding,  and  reconciles  it  to  anything  that  is  not 
manifestly  pernicious  or  immediately  destructive. 

I  have  read  somewhere  of  a  nation  (in  Africa,  I  think)  which 
is  governed  by  twelve  counsellors.  When  these  counsellors 
are  to  meet  on  public  business,  twelve  large  earthen  jars  are 
set  in  two  rows,  and  filled  with  water.  The  counsellors  enter 
the  apartment  one  after  an  other,  stark  naked,  and  each  leaps 

'  A  letter  from  a  gentleman  in  America  to  his  friend  in  Europe. 
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into  a  jar,  where  he  sits  op  to  the  chin  in  water.  When  the 
jars  are  all  filled  with  counsellors,  they  proceed  to  deliberate 
on  the  great  concerns  of  the  nation.  This,  to  be  sore,  forms 
a  Terj  grotesque  scene ;  bat  the  object  is  to  transact  the  public 
business  ;  thej  hare  been  accustomed  to  do  it  in  this  way,  and 
therefore  it  appears  to  them  the  most  rational  and  conyenient 
waj.  Indeed,  if  we  consider  it  impartially,  there  seems  to  be 
no  reason  why  a  counsellor  may  not  be  as  wise  in  an  earthen 
jar  as  in  an  elbow  chair ;  or  why  the  good  of  the  people  may 
not  be  as  maturely  considered  in  the  one  as  in  the  other. 

The  established  manners  of  every  country  are  the  standards 
of  propriety  with  the  people  who  have  adopted  them ;  and 
every  nation  assumes  the  right  of  considering  all  deviations 
therefrom  as  barbarisms  and  absurdities. 

I  have  discovered  but  few  national  singularities  amongst  the 
people  of  these  new  States.  Their  customs  and  manners  are 
nearly  the  same  with  those  of  England,  which  they  have  long 
been  used  to  copy.  I  have,  however,  observed  one  custom 
which,  for  aught  I  know,  is  peculiar  to  this  country.  An 
account  of  it  will  serve  to  fill  up  the  remainder  of  this  sheet, 
and  may  afford  you  some  amusement. 

When  a  young  couple  are  about  to  enter  on  the  matrimonial 
state,  a  never-failing  article  in  the  marriage  treaty  is,  that  the 
lady  shall  have  and  enjoy  the  free  and  unmolested  exercise  of 
the  rights  of  whiti  washing,  with  all  its  ceremonials,  privi- 
leges, and  appurtenances.  You  will  wonder  what  this  privi- 
lege of  whitewashing  is.  I  will  endeavor  to  give  yon  an  idea 
of  the  ceremony  as  I  have  seen  it  performed. 

There  is  no  season  of  the  year  in  which  the  lady  may  not,  if 
she  pleases,  claim  her  privilege ;  but  the  latter  end  of  May  is 
generally  fixed  upon  for  the  purpose.  The  attentite  husband 
may  judge,  by  certain  prognostics,  when  the  storm  is  nigh  at 
hand.  If  the  lady  grows  uncommonly  fretful,  finds  fault  with 
the  servants,  is  discontented  with  the  children,  and  complains 
much  of  the  nastiness  of  everything  about  her ;  these  are  symp- 
toms which  ought  not  to  be  neglected,  yet  they  sometimes  go 
off  without  any  further  effect.  But  if,  when  the  husband  rises 
in  the  morning,  he  should  observe  in  the  yard  a  wheelbarrow 
with  a  quantity  of  lime  in  it,  or  should  see  certain  buckets 
filled  with  a  solution  of  lime  in  water,  there  is  no  time  for 
hesitation.  He  immediately  locks  up  the  apartment  or  closet 
where  his  papers  and  private  property  are  kept,  and,  putting 
the  key  in  his  pocket,  betakes  himself  to  flight.  A  husband, 
however  beloved,  becomes  a  perfect  nuisance  during  this  season 
6 
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of  female  rage.  His  anthoritj  is  superseded,  his  commission 
suspended,  and  the  very  scullion  who  cleans  the  brasses  fn  the 
kitchen  becomes  of  more  importance  than  he.  He  has  nothing 
for  it  but  to  abdicate  for  a  time,  and  run  from  an  evil  which  he 
can  neither  prevent  nor  mollify. 

The  husband  gone,  the  ceremony  begins.  The  walls  are 
stripped  of  their  furniture;  paintings,  prints,  and  looking- 
glasses  lie  in  huddled  heaps  about  the  floors  ;  the  curtains  are 
torn  from  their  testers,  the  beds  crammed  into  windows,  chairs 
and  tables,  bedsteads  and  cradles  crowd  the  yard;  and  the 
garden  fence  bends  beneath  the  weight  of  carpets,  blankets, 
cloth  cloaks,  old  coats,  under  petticoats,  and  ragged  breedies. 
Here  may  be  seen  the  lumber  of  the  kitchen,  forming  a  dark 
and  confused  mass  for  the  foreground  of  the  picture ;  gridirons 
and  frying-pans,  rusty  shovels  and  broken  tongs,  joint  stools, 
and  the  fractured  remains  of  rush-bottomed  chairs.  There,  a 
closet  has  disgorged  its  bowels — riveted  plates  and  dishes, 
halves  of  china  bowls,  cracked  tumblers,  broken  wineglasses, 
phials  of  forgotten  physic,  papers  of  unknown  powders,  seeds 
and  dried  herbs,  tops  of  teapots,  and  stoppers  of  departed 
decanters ;  from  the  rag-hole  in  the  garret  to  the  rat-hole  in 
the  cellar,  no  place  escapes  unrummaged.  It  would  seem  as  if 
the  day  of  general  doom  was  come,  and  the  utensils  of  the 
house  were  dragged  forth  to  judgment. 

This  ceremony  completed,  and  the  house  thoroughly  evacn-« 
ated,  the  next  operation  is  to  smear  the  walls  and  ceilings  with 
brushes,  dipped  in  a  solution  of  lime,  called  white- wash;  to 
pour  buckets  of  water  over  every  floor,  and  scratch  all  the 
partitions  and  wainscots  with  hard  brushes,  charged  with  soft 
soap  and  stone-cutter's  sand. 

The  windows  by  no  means  escape  the  general  deluge.  A 
servant  scrambles  out  upon  the  pent-house,  at  the  risk  of  her 
neck,  and  with  a  mug  in  her  hand,  and  a  bucket  within  reach, 
dashes  innumerable  gallons  of  water  against  the  glass  panes, 
to  the  great  annoyance  of  passengers  in  the  street. 

I  have  been  told  that  an  action  at  law  was  once  brought 
against  one  of  these  water-nymphs  by  a  person  who  had  a  new 
suit  of  clothes  spoiled  by  this  operation :  but,  after  long  argn* 
ment,  it  was  determined  that  no  damages  could  be  awarded, 
inasmuch  as  the  defendant  was  in  the  exercise  of  a  legal  right, 
and  not  answerable  for  the  consequences.  And  so  the  poor 
gentleman  was  doubly  non-suited ;  for  he  lost  both  his  suit  of 
clothes,  and  his  suit  at  law. 

I  know  a  gentleman  here  who  is  fond  of  accounting  for 
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everything  in  a  philosophical  way.  He  considers  this,  which 
I  call  a  emtom,  as  a  real,  periodical  disease,  peculiar  to  the 
climate.  His  train  of  reasoning  is  whimsical  and  ingenious, 
bot  I  am  not  at  leisure  to  give  yon  the  detail.  The  result 
was,  that  he  found-  the  distemper  to  be  incurable ;  but,  after 
much  study,  he  thought  he  had  discovered  a  method  to  divert 
the  evil  he  could  not  subdue.  For  this  purpose,  he  caused  a 
small  building,  about  twelve  feet  square,  to  be  erected  in  his 
garden,  and  furnished  with  some  ordinary  chairs  and  tables, 
and  a  few  prints  of  the  cheapest  sort.  His  hope  was  that, 
when  the  whitewashing  frenzy  seized  the  females  of  his  family, 
they  might  repair  to  this  apartment,  and  scrub,  and  sconr,  and 
smear  to  their  hearts'  content,  and  so  spend  the  violence  of  the 
disease  in  this  outpost,  whilst  he  enjoyed  himself  in  quiet  at 
head-quarter^.  But  the  experiment  did  not  answer  his  expec- 
tation. It  was  impossible  it  should,  since  a  principal  part  of 
the  gratification  consists  in  the  lady's  having  an  uncontrolled 
right  to  torment  her  husband,  at  least  once  in  every  year ;  to 
turn  him  out  of  doors,  and  take  the  reins  of  government  into 
her  own  hands. 


MISTAKE  YKBSUS  BLUNDER.* 

This  was  an  action  on  the  statute  of  Patrick  4,  chap.  16, 
called  The  Statute  of  Nails,  which  prohibits  all  subjects 
within  the  realm  from  cutting  or  paring  their  nails  on  a 
Friday,  under  the  penalty  of  twenty  shillings  for  every  offence, 
to  be  recovered  by  the  overseers  of  the  poor,  for  the  use  of 
the  poor  of  the  county  in  which  the  offence  should  be  com- 
mitted. Mistake  and  others  were  overseers  of  the  poor  for  the 
county  of  Antrim^  and  brought  their  action  under  the  statute 
against  the  defendant.  And  it  was  in  proof  that  the  defendant 
had  pared  his  thumb-nails  and  his  great  toe-nails  on  Friday^ 

to  wit,  on  Friday,  the day  of  — — ,  at  twelve  o'clock 

in  the  night  of  the  same  (3ay. 

Counsel  for  the  defendant  demurred  to  the  facts,  observing 
that,  as  this  was  a  penal  law,  it  ought  to  be  strictly  construed. 
And  thereupon  took  three  points  of  defence,  viz :  First,  it 
was  urged  that  nigkl  is  not  day,  and  the  statute  expressly  says 
Fri-day  and  not  Fri-night;  and  the  proof  is  that  the  cutting 

'  This  is  a  case  cited  in  the  most  humorons  paper,  entitled  "  Specimen  of 
a  Modern  Iiawsiiit." 

S 
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As  in  amar,/^^  ft  was  contended  that  twelve  o'clock 

'^*^®  *T°^fact,  the  beginning  of  Saturday  naorning, 

CoWflo^^"  the  statute.     And,  thirdly,  that  the 

i  UNQUKS  DiGiTORUM — AngUcI — the  noili 

A  sailor  toije  testimony  only  respects  thumbs  and 

This  StT  J  J  r 

^g^.'a  special  verdict;  whereupon,  after  long 

ges  were  unanimously  of  opinion,  on  the 

These  >;5onstruction  of  law,  day  is  night  and  night 

.  ^^  a  day  consists  of  twenty-foor  hours,  and  the 

u  ^)W  of  fractions  of  a  day ;  de  ndnimu  nan  curat 

lex  1,  the  law  don't  stand  upon  trifles.     On  the 

gee  Theat  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  bein^  the  precise 

line  ^  ^^)etween  Friday  night  and  Saturday  morning, 

^  ^  An«P^^^^  ^^  ^^°^®  which  may  be  considered  as 

belong  or  to  either,  or  to  neither,  at  the  discretion 

of  the  c         Now  V-  thirdly,  that,  in  construction wof  law,  fingers 

are  thumi       .  ^^^ambs  are  fingers,  and  thumbs  and  fingers  are 

great  toes       ^.^ttle  toes,  and  great  toes  and  little  toes  are 

thumbs  and  fi  agers ;  and  so  judgment  for  the  plaintiff. 


AN  EPITAPH  FOB  AN  INFANT. 

Sleep  on,  sweet  babe!  no  dreams  annoy  thy  rest, 
Thy  spirit  flew  unsullied  from  thy  breast : 
Sleep  on,  sweet  innocent!  nor  shalt  thou  dread 
The  T  |?or  SoHorm  that  thunders  o'er  thy  head : 
T»  ght  regions  of  yon  azure  sky, 

At  hi  seraph,  now  she  soars  on  high ; 
i>r,       the  bosom  of  a  cloud  reclin'd, 
She  rides  triumphant  on  the  rapid  wind; 
Or  from  its  source  pursues  the  radiant  day ; 
Or  on  a  sunbeam,  smoothly  glides  away ; 
Or  mounts  aerial,  to  her  blest  abode, 
And  sings,  inspired,  the  praises  of  her  God : 
Unv^eiled,  thence,  to  her  extensive  eye, 
Nature,  and  Nature*s  laws,  expanded  lie : 
Death,  in  one  moment,  taught  this  infant  more 
Than  years  or  ages  ever  taught  before. '    • 


THE  WASP. 

Wrapt  in  Aurelian  filth  and  slime. 
An  Infant  wasp  neglected  lay ; 

Till,  having  doz'd  the  destin'd  time, 
He  woke,  and  struggled  into  day. 
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Proud  of  his  venom-bag  and  tT^^ 

And  big  with  self-approved  wc'N 
"Mankind,"  he  said,  and  stretcl'^^ 

"Should  tremble  when  I  sallj* 

"  In  copious  streams  my  spleen  J  B^iore, 

And  ^atire  all  her  purses  drai  *?  * 
A  critic  bom,  the  world  shall  kno  W 

I  cany  not  a  sting  in  vain." 


This  said,  from  native  cell  of  claj,: 

Elate  he  rose  in  airy  flight ;  '^  ^ 

Thence  to  the  city  chang*d  his  way,      % 

And  on  a  steeple  chanc'd  to  light.       t 

"  Ye  gods,"  he  cried,  "what  horrid  pile. 

Presumes  to  rear  its  head  so  high  ?  / 

This  clumsy  cornice— see  how  vile :      ^  V^J 

Can  this  delight  a  critic's  eye  t" 

With  poisonous  sting  he  strove  to  T^f**^® 

The  substance  firm:  but  strove  iu^ 
Surprised,  he  sees  it  stands  its  ground^*  '' 

Nor  starts  thio*  fear,  nor  writhes  whii  ^..  ^. 

lii 
Away  th*  enraged  insect  flew ; 

But  soon  with  aggravated  pow'r 
Against  the  walls  his  body  threw. 

And  hop'd  to  shake  the  lofty  tow'r. 

Firm  fiz*d  it  stands ;  as  stand  it  must, 

Nor  heeds  the  wasp's  unpitied  fall : 
The  humbled  critic  rolls  in  dust. 

So  stunn'd,  so  bruised,  he  scarce  '^      ''^wl. 

May 
THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  KEGS.*     ' 

Gallants,  attend  and  hear  a  friend 

Trill  forth  harmonious  ditty ; 
Strange  things  111  tell  which  late  befell 

In  Philadelphia  city. 

•Twas  early  day,  as  poets  say. 

Just  when  the  sun  was  rising, 
A  soldier  stood  on  a  log  of  wood. 

And  saw  a  thing  surprising. 

*  This  ballad  was  occasioned  by  a  real  incident.  Certain  machines,  in 
the  form  of  kegs,  charged  with  gunpowder,  were  sent  do  *n  the  river  to 
annoy  the  British  shipping  then  at  Philadelphia.  The  dansy  .  ^hese  ma- 
chines being  discovered,  the  British  manned  the  wharves  ami  shipping,  and 
discharged  their  small  arms  and  cannons  at  everything  they  saw  floating  in 
the  river  daring  the  ebb  tide. 

6* 
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As  in  ama«^1ie  stood  to  gaze, 

The  truth  can*t  b6  denied,  sir, 
He  spied  a  score  of  kegs  or  more 

Come  floating  down  the  tide,  sir. 

A  sailor  too,  in  jerkin  bine, 

This  strange  appearance  viewing, 
First  robb*d  his  eyes,  in  great  surprise, 

Then  said  some  mischief  's  brewing. 

These  kegs,  Fm  told,  the  rebels  hold 

Pacfc'd  np  like  pickled  herring ; 
And  they're  come  down  t*  attack  the  town, 

Jtn  this  new  way  of  ferrying. 

The  soldier  flew,  the  sailor  too, 

Add  scar'd  almost  to  death,  sir, 
Wort3  out  their  shoes,  to  spread  the  news, 

Antd  ran  till  out  of  breath,  sir. 

Now  wp  and  down  throughout  the  town 

Mo«t  frantic  scenes  were  acted ; 
And.  some  ran  here,  and  others  there, 
"'Like  men  almost  distracted. 

Some  fire  cried,  which  some  denied. 

But  said  the  earth  had  quaked ; 
And  girls  and  boys,  with  hideous  jQoise, 

Ran  thro*  the  streets  half  naked. 

From  sleep  Sir  William  starts  upright, 

Awak*d  by  such  a  clatter ; 
He  rubs  both  eyes,  and  boldly  cries. 

For  God's  sake,  what's  the  matter  f 

At  hiks  bedside  he  then  espied 

Sir  Erskine  at  command,  sir ; 
Upon  one  foot  he  had  one  boot. 

And  th'  other  in  his  hand,  sir. 

*'  Arise,  arise,"  Sir  Erskine  cries, 
"  The  rebels — more's  the  pity — 
Without  a  boat  are  all  afloat. 
And  rang'd  before  the  city. 

"  The  motley  crew,  in  vessels  new, 
With  Satan  for  their  guide,  sir, 
Pack'd  up  in  bags,  or  wooden  kegs. 
Come  driving  down  the  tide,  sir. 

"  Therefore  prepare  for  bloody  war, 
These  kegs  must  all  be  routed. 
Or  surely  we  despised  shall  be, 

And  British  courage  doubted."  ^ 
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The  rojal  band  now  ready  stand, 

All  rang'd  in  dread  array,  sir, 
With  stomach  stout  to  see  it  out, 

And  make  a  bloody  day,  sir. 

The  cannons  roar  from  shore  to  shore, 

The  small  arms  make  a  rattle ; 
Since  wars  began  Pm  snre  no  man 

E'er  saw  so  strange  a  battle. 

The  rebel  dales,  the  rebel  rales, 

With  rebel  trees  sarrounded ; 
The  distant  wood,  the  hills  and  floods, 

With  rebel  echoes  sounded. 

The  fish  below  swam  to  and  fro. 

Attacked  from  ev'ry  quarter ; 
Why  sure,  thought  they,  the  devil's  to  pay 

'Mongst  folks  above  the  water. 

The  kegs,  'tis  said,  tho'  strongly  made 

Of  rebel  staves  and  hoope,  sir, 
Could  not  oppose  their  powerful  foes, 

The  conq'ring  British  troops,  sir. 

From  mom  to  night  these  men  of  might 

Displayed  amazing  courage ; 
And  when  the  sun  was  fairly  down, 

Retir*d  to  sup  their  porridge. 

An  hundred  men  with  each  a  pen. 

Or  more,  upon  my  word,  sir. 
It  is  most  true  would  be  too  few 

Their  valor  to  record,  sir. 

Such  feats  did  they  perform  that  day 

Against  these  wicked  kegs,  sir, 
That  years  to  come,  if  they  get  home. 

They'll  make  their  boasts  and  brags,  sir. 


JOHN  WITHERSPOON,  1722—1794. 

Of  the  many  statesmen,  soldiers,  and  scholars  that  may  be  truly 
called  American,  few  have  done  more  good,  or  exerted  a  wider  influ- 
ence in  their  generation,  than  John  Witherspoon.  He  was  born  in  the 
parish  of  Tester,  near  Edinburgh,  Scotland,  on  the  5th  of  February, 
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1722.  His  father  was  a  clergyman  in  the  Church  of  Scotland,  mnch 
respected  for  his  piety  and  learning,  and  exerted  so  controlling  an. 
influence  over  the  mind  of  his  son,  that,  after  going  through  the  usual 
courses  of  study  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh  in  literature,  soiencey 
and  theology,  he  was  licensed  to  preach  at  the  age  of  twenty-one.  He 
was  first  settled  in  the  parish  of  Beith,  in  the  west  of  Scotland,  whence, 
in  a  few  years,  he  removed  to  the  flourishing  manufacturing  town  of 
Paisley.  Here  he  continued  till  the  year  1768,  when  he  was  unani- 
mously elected  by  the  trustees  of  Princeton  College  the  president  of 
that  institution.  The  fame  of  his  talents  and  learning  had  preceded 
him,  and  consequently  he  brought  to  the  college  a  large  accession  of 
students,  and  was  the  means  of  greatly  increasing  its  funds,  which 
had  been  very  low,  and  placing  it  on  a  foundation  of  permanent  use- 
fulness. Indeed,  few  men  could  combine  more  important  qualificationa 
for  the  presidency  of  a  literary  institution— talents — extensive  attain- 
ments—commanding personal  appearance— and  an  admirable  faculty 
for  governing  young  men,  and  exciting  in  them  a  noble  emulation  to 
excel  in  their  studies.  The  best  evidence  of  His  services  to  the  college 
is  in  the  large  number  of  men  of  eminent  usefulness  who  received 
from  him  the  elements  of  their  education. 

But  he  was  soon  to  enter  upon  a  new  sphere  of  duty.  Becoming  an 
American  the  moment  he  landed  upon  our  shores,  he  was  selected  by 
the  citizens  of  New  Jersey,  in  1776,  as  a  delegate  to  the  immortal  Con- 
gress that  promulgated  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  to  whioh 
instrument  he  affixed  his  name,  and  by  that  act  added  his  full  share 
to  the  weight  of  influence  that  document  would  exert.  To  show  how 
fully  his  heart  was  with  the  country  of  his  adoption,  when  a  distin- 
guished member  of  the  Congress  remarked  that  we  were  ''not  yet 
ripe  for  a  declaration  of  independence/'  Dr.  Witherspoon  replied,  *'In 
my  Judgment,  sir,  we  are  not  only  ripe,  but  rotting.'* 

He  continued  to  represent  the  State  of  New  Jersey  in  the  general 
Congress,  from  1776  to  1782,  and  in  practical  business  talent  and  de- 
votion to  public  afiairs  he  was  second  to  none  in  that  body.  He  waa 
always  firm  in  the  most  gloomy  and  disheartening  state  of  public 
afliairs,  and  showed  his  great  powers,  courage,  and  presence  of  mind  in 
the  most  embarrassing  situations.  It  would  b .  imx>0Bsible,  in  this  brief 
sketch,  to  specify  the  numerous  services  which  he  rendered  to  his 
country  in  the  dark  hours  of  her  revolutionary  history ;  but  one  thing 
cannot  be  omitted — the  signal  ability  which  he  displayed  as  a  member 
of  the  committee  to  consider  the  state  of  the  currency  and  the  finances 
of  the  country.  Little  did  men  dream  that  a  theologian,  bred  in  aca- 
demic halls,  could  prepare  such  papers  on  money  and  finance  as  were 
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presented  bj  Dr.  WitherspooD  ;  for  it  is  doubtful  if  that  most  diifionlt 
Bnbject  was  ever  treated  in  a  more  masterly  manner ;  and  had  his 
earnest  adTloe  been  taken,  or  his  eloquent  expostulations  regarded, 
the  States  would  have  been  sav^ed  the  disgrace  of  bankruptcy,  which 
the  depreciation  of  the  old  continental  money  caused. 
.  When  he  retired  from  the  national  councils  in  1791,  he  married  his 
second  wife,  which  excited  some  attention,  as  he  was  in  his  seventieth 
year,  and  the  lady,  distinguished  for  her  beauty  and  accomplishments, 
but  twenty-three.  He  then  went  to  his  country  place  about  one  mile 
from  Princeton,  having  two  years  before  partially  given  up  his  duties 
as  president  of  the  college  to  the  vice-president,  his  son-in-law.  Dr.  Sam- 
uel Smith.  In  1783,  he  had  been  induced  by  the  trustees  of  the  college, 
contrary  to  his  own  Judgment,  to  make  a  voyage  to  England  to  procure 
funds  for  the  institution ;  but  he  returned  in  September,  1784,  having 
obtained  but  a  little  more  than  was  necessary  to  meet  his  travelling 
expenses.  At  length,  bodily  infirmities  began  to  fall  heavily  upon  him. 
For  more  than  two  years  before  his  death  he  was  afflicted  with  the  loss 
of  sight,  which  he  bore  with  exemplary  i>atience  and  even  cheerful- 
ness, nor  would  he  desist  from  the  duties  of  his  ministry,  nor  from 
attending  at  the  college,  as  far  as  his  health  and  strength  would  per- 
mit. But  his  useful  life  was  drawing  to  a  close,  and  on  the  15th  of 
November,  1794,  in  the  seventy-third  year  of  his  age,  he  entered  into 
his  rest. 

Doctor  Witherspoon's  works  were  published  after  his  death,  in  four 
▼olumes,  with  a  memoir  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  John  Rodgers.  They  consist 
of  **  Sermons ;"  an  "  Inquiry  into  the  Nature  and  Effects  of  the  Stage ;" 
*'  Lectures  on  Moral  Philosophy ;"  **  Lectures  on  Eloquence ;"  "  Lectures 
on  Divinity ;»'  "  Letters  on  Education ;"  "  Letters  on  Marriage ;"  «  An 
Bssay  on  Money,  as  a  Medium  of  Commerce ;"  his  '*  Speeches  in  Con- 
gress ;"  and  a  variety  of  essays  on  moral  and  political  subjects.  All 
these  give  abundant  evidence  of  the  learning,  piety,  sound  judgment, 
and  eloquence  of  their  author.  But  none  of  them  show  one  of  the 
most  prominent  traits  in  his  character — a  remarkably  ready  and  keen 
witJ    Indeed,  his  fund  of  refined  humor  and  delicate  satire  seemed 

*  In  this  he  was  excelled  by  none  of  hif  eontemporaries,  except  the  learned 
Charles  Niibet,  D.  D.,  the  first  President  of  Dickinson  College ;  and  many  a 
keen  encounter  is  said  to  have  taken  place  between  the  two  rival  wits  and 
diyines.  One  particularly  oconrs  to  me.  At  a  casual  meeting  in  the  streets 
of  Philadelphia,  Dr.  Nisbet  replied  to  the  question  nut  by  his  companion  about 
his  health,  that  he  did  not  feel  verj  well,  that  he  had  a  kind  of  *'  ringing  in 
his  head.''  **  WeU,  and  don't  you  know  what  that's  the  sign  of?"  said  Dr. 
Witherspoon.  "No,  sir;  what  is  it?"  **  It's  a  sign  that  it's  ^/bfi^."  *'Why, 
sir,  does  yours  never  ring?"  said  Dr.  Nisbet.  "No,  never, "  said  Dr. 
Witherspoon.  *'And  don't  you  know  what  that's  the  sign  of?"  **  No ;  what 
is  it?"     *•  It's  a  sign  that  it's  rraeked,'' 
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inexhaustible,  and  it  borst  out  on  almost  all  occasions.*  This  made 
him  a  most  pleasing  and  entertaining  companion  in  priyate  life,  and 
the  chann  of  every  social  circle. 


THE  PEBNICSOUS  EXAMPLE  OF  THE  STAGE. 

It  is  a  known  troth,  established  bj  the  experience  of  all 
ages,  that  bad  example  has  a  powerful  and  onhappy  infloence 
npon  human  characters.  Sin  is  of  a  contagions  and  spreading 
nature,  and  the  human  heart  is  but  too  susceptible  of  the  infec- 
'tion.  This  may  be  ascribed  to  several  causes,  and  to  one  in 
particular  which  is  applicable  to  the  present  case,  that  the  see- 
ing of  sin  frequently  committed  must  gradually  abate  that 
horror  which  we  ought  to  have  of  it  upon  our  minds,  and  which 
serves  to  keep  us  from  yielding  to  its  solicitations.  Frequentlj 
seeing  the  most  terrible  objects  renders  them  familiar  to  cor 
view,  and  makes  us  behold  them  with  less  emotion.  And  from 
seeing  sin  without  reluctance,  the  transition  is  easy  to  a  com- 
pliance with  its  repeated  importunity,  especially  as  there  are 
latent  remaining  dispositions  to  sinning  in  every  heart  that  is 
but  imperfectly  sanctified.  It  will  be  difficult  to  assign  any 
other  reason  why  wickedness  is  always  carried  to  a  far  greater 
height  in  large  and  populous  cities,  than  in  the  country.  Do 
not  multitudes,  in  places  of  great  resort,  come  to  perpetrate, 
calmly  and  sedately,  without  any  remorse,  such  crimes  as  would 
surprise  a  less  knowing  sinner  so  much  as  to  hear  of?  Can  it 
then  be  safe  to  be  present  at  the  exhibition  of  so  many  vicioas 
characters  as  always  must  appear  upon  the  stage?  Most  it 
not,  like  other  examples,  have  a  strong,  though  insensible  inflo- 
ence, and  indeed  the  more  strong,  because  nnperceived  ? 


GHARAOTSB  OF.  THEATRICAL  REPRESENTATIONS. 

Where  can  the  plays  be  found,  at  least  comedies,  that  are 
free  from  impurity,  either  directly,  or  by  allusion  and  doable- 

*  For  instance ;  when  Burgoyne's  army  was  caplared,  General  Qates  dis- 
patched one  of  his  aids  to  Congress  to  carry  the  intelligence.  He,  however, 
suffered  himself  to  be  delayed  by  amusements  on  the  way,  and  when  he 
reached  Philadelphia  he  found  the  news  had  got  there  several  days  before. 
When  Congress,  therefore,  according  to  custom,  was  about  to  vote  the  mes- 
senger an  elegant  sword,  Dr.  Witherspoon  rose,  and  begged  leave  to  move 
that  instead  of  a  sword  they  should  present  him  with  a  pair  of  golden  sjmr$. 
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meaning?  It  is  amazing  to  think  that  women  who  pretend  to 
decency  and  repntation,  whose  brightest  ornament  ought  to  be 
tiQodesty,  should  continue  to  abet,  by  their  presence,  so  mach 
nnchastity  as  is  to  be  fonnd  in  the  theatre.  How  few  plays  are 
acted  which  a  modest  woman  can  see,  consistently  with  decency, 
in  every  part  ?  And  even  when  the  plays  are  more  reserved 
themselves,  they  are  sure  to  be  seasoned  with  something  of  this 
kind  in  the  prologue  or  epilogne,  the  music  between  the  acts, 
or  in  some  scandalous  farce  with  which  the  diversion  is  con- 
cluded. The  power  of  custom  and  fashion  is  very  great,  in 
making  people  blind  to  the  most  manifest  qualities  and  tend- 
encies of  things.  There  are  ladies  who  frequently  attend  the 
stage,  who  if  they  were  but  once  entertained  with  the  same 
images  in  a  private  family,  with  which  they  are  often  presented 
there,  would  jise  with  indignation,  and  reckon  their  reputation 
mined  if  ever  they  should  return.  With  what  consistency 
they  gravely  return  to  the  same  schools  of  lewdness,  they  them- 
selves best  know. 

It  ought  to  be  considered,  particularly  with  regard  to  the 
younger  of  both  sexes,  that,  in  the  theatre,  their  minds  must 
insensibly  acquire  an  inclination  to  romance  and  extravagance, 
and  be  unBtted  for  the  sober  and  serious  affairs  of  common  life. 
Common  or  little  things  give  no  entertainment  upon  the  stage, 
except  when  they  are  ridiculed.  There  must  always  be  some- 
thing grand,  surprising,  and  striking.  In  comedies,  when  all 
obstacles  are  removed,  and  the  marriage  is  agreed  on,  the  play 
is  done.  This  gives  the  mind  such  a  turn,  that  it  is  apt  to 
despise  ordinary  business  as  mean,  or  deride  it  as  ridiculous. 
Ask  a  merchant  whether  he  chooses  that  his  apprentices  should 
go  to  learn  exactness  and  frugality  from  the  stage.  Or,  whe- 
ther he  expects  the  most  punctual  paynoents  from  those  whose 
generosity  is  strengthened  there,  by  weeping  over  virtue  in  dis- 
tress. Suppose  a  matron  to  be  coming  home  from  the  theatre 
filled  with  the  ideas  that  are  there  impressed  upon  the  imagina- 
tion : — how  low  and  contemptible  do  all  the  affnirs  of  her  family 
appear,  and  how  much  must  she  be  disposed  (besides  the  time 
already  consumed)  to  forget  or  misguide  them  ? 


OHARACTEB  0?  ACTORS. 

The  life  of  players  is  not  only  idle  and  vain,  and  therefore 
inconsistent  with  the  character  of  a  Christian,  but  it  is  still 
more  directly  and  grossly  criminal.     Not  only  from  the  taste 
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of  the  audience  mast  the  prevailing  tendency  of  all  snccessfol 
plays  be  bad,  but  in  the  very  natnre  of  the  thing,  the  greatest 
part  of  the  characters  represented  must  be  vicious.  What, 
then,  is  the  life  of  a  player?  It  is  wholly  spent  in  endeieivor- 
ing  to  express  the  language,  and  exhibit  a  perfect  picture,  of 
the  passions  of  vicioua  men.  For  this  purpose,  they  must  strive 
to  enter  into  the  spirit,  and  feel  the  sentiments  proper  to  such 
characters. 

Thus,  their  character  has  been  infamous  in  all  ages ;  just  a 
living  copy  of  that  vanity,  obscenity,  and  impiety  which  is  to 
be  found  in  the  pieces  which  they  represent.  As  the  world  has 
been  polluted  by  the  stage,  so  they  have  always  been  more  emi- 
nently so,  as  it  is  natural  to  suppose,  being  the  very  cisterns  in 
which  this  pollution  is  collected,  and  from  which  it  is  distribu- 
ted to  others. 

Can  it  be  lawful,  then,  in  any  one  to  contribute,  in  the  least 
degree,  to  support  men  in  this  unhallowed  employment?  Is  not 
the  theatre  truly  and  essentially,  what  it  has  been  often  called 
rhetorically,  the  school  of  impiety,  where  it  is  their  very  business 
to  learn  wickedness?  and  will  a  Christian,  upon  any  pretended 
advantage  to  himself,  join  in  this  confederacy  against  God,  and 
assist  in  endowing  and  upholding  the  dreadful  seminary  ? 


PBINOIPLES  REGULATING  MONEY.^ 

I  will  now  sum  up,  in  single  propositions,  the  substance  of 
what  has  been  asserted,  and  I  hope  sufficiently  proved,  in  the 
preceding  discourse. 

1.  It  ought  not  to  be  imputed  to  accident  or  caprice,  that 
gold,  silver,  and  copper  formerly  were,  and  the  two  first  con- 
tinue to  be  the  medium  of  commerce ;  but  to  their  inherent 
value,  joined  with  other  properties,  that  fit  them  for  circulation. 
Therefore,  all  the  speculations  formed  upon  a  contrary  suppo- 
sition, are  inconclusive  and  absurd. 

2.  Gold  and  silver  are  far  from  being  in  too  small  quantity 
at  present  for  the  purpose  of  a  circulating  medium,  in  the  com- 
mercial nations.  The  last  of  them,  silver,  seems  rather  to  be 
in  too  great  quantity,  so  as  to  become  inconvenient  for  trans- 
portation. 

*  This  is  at  the  close  of  his  rery  able  and  learned  "Essay  on  Money  as  a 
Mediom  of  Commerce ;  with  Remarks  on  the  Advantages  and  Disadrantagea 
of  Paper  admitted  into  general  Circulation." 
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3.  The  people  of  everj  nation  will  get  the  qnantitj  of  these 
precioos  metals  that  thej  are  entitled  to  by  their  industry,  and 
no  more.  If  by  any  accident,  as  plunder  in  war,  or  borrowing 
from  other  nations,  or  even  finding  it  in  mines,  they  get  more, 
they  will  not  be  able  to  keep  it.  It  will  in  a  short  time  find 
its  level.  Laws  against  exporting  the  coin  will  not  prevent 
this.  Laws  of  this  kind,  though  they  are  still  in  force  in  some 
nations  supposed  to  be  wise,  yet  are  in  themselves  ridiculous. 
If  yon  import  more  than  you  export,  you  must  pay  the  balance, 
or  give  np  the  trade. 

4.  The  quantity  of  gold  and  silver  at  any  time  in  a  nation 
is  no  evidence  of  national  wealth,  unless  yon  take  into  consi- 
deration the  way  in  which  it  came  there,  and  the  probability 
of  its  continuing. 

5.  No  paper  of  any  kind  is,  properly  speaking,  money.  It 
ongbt  never  to  be  made  a  legal  tender.  It  ought  not  to  be 
forced  upon  anybody,  because  it  cannot  be  forced  upon  every- 
body. 

6.  Gold  and  silver,  fairly  acquired,  and  likely  to  continue, 
are  real  national,  as  well  as  personal  wealth.  If  twice  as  much 
paper  circulates  with  them,  though  in  full  credit,  particular 
persons  may  be  rich  by  possessing  it,  but  the  nation  in  general 
is  not. 

7.  The  cry  of  the  scarcity  of  money  is  generally  putting 
the  effect  for  the  cause.  No  business  can  be  done,  say  some, 
because  money  is  scarce.  It  may  be  said  with  more  truth, 
money  is  scarce,  because  little  business  is  done.  Yet  their  in- 
flnence,  like  that  of  many  other  causes  and  effects,  is  reciprocal. 

8.  The  quantity  of  current  money,  of  whatever  kind,  will 
have  an  effect  in  raising  the  price  of  industry,  and  bringing 
goods  dearer  to  market;  therefore  the  increase  of  the  currency 
in  any  nation,  by  paper,  which  will  not  pass  among  other  na- 
tions, makes  the  first  cost  of  everything  they  do  greater,  and 
of  consequence,  the  profit  less.> 

9.  It  is  however  possible,  that  paper  obligations  may  so 
far  facilitate  commerce,  and  extend  credit,  as  by  the  additional 
industry  that  they  excite,  to  overbalance  the  injury  which  they 
do  in  other  respects.  Yet  even  the  good  itself  may  be  over- 
done. Too  much  money  n^iy  be  emitted  even  upon  loan;  but 
to  emit  money  any  other  way  than  upon  loan,  is  to  do  all  evil 
and  no  good. 

10.  The  excessive  quantity  of  paper  emitted  by  the  differ- 
ent States  of  America  will  probably  be  a  loss  to  the  whole. 
They  cannot,  however,  take  advantage  of  one  another  in  that 
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way.    That  State  which  emits  most  will  lose  most,  and  vice 
versa, 

11.  I  can  see  no.  way  in  which  it  can  do  good  bnt  one, 
which  is  to  deter  other  nations  from  trusting  us,  and  thereby 
lessen  our  importations ;  and  I  sincerely  wish  that  in  that  way 
it  may  prove  in  some  degree  a  remedy  for  its  own  evils. 

12.  Those  who  refuse  doubtful  paper,  and  thereby  disgrace 
it,  or  prevent  its  circulation,  are  not  enemies,  but  friends  to 
their  country. 


PHILLIS  WHEATLEY  PETERS,*  1755—1794. 

In  the  year  1761  there  was  advertised  to  be  sold,  on  one  of  the 
wharves  of  Boston,'  a  lot  of  slaves  just  imported  from  the  coast  of 
Africa.  A  Bir.  John  Wheatley,  whose  wife  wanted  a  young  servant, 
went  to  the  sale,  and  amongst  the  wretched  group  of  more  robust  and 
healthy  children,  he  observed  one  about  seven  years  of  age,  slenderly 

*  Some  wonder  may  be  exiM*e8sed,  and  more,  perhaps,  may  be  felt,  at  my 
putting  this  poetess  of  African  descent  in  a  collection  of  American  aathora ; 
and  some  may  ask  "  Why  did  he  do  it?"  I  claim  the  privilege  of  answer- 
ing this  question  by  asking  another — IIow  could  I  omit  it  with  justice  ?  Uow 
many  diBtinguished  authors,  scholars,  statesmen,  would  be  stricken  from  tb« 
list  now  called  American,  if  those  bom  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  only  were 
included?  Strike  off  first,  the  greatest  statesman  of  the  Revolution,  the  com- 
panion and  bosom  friend  of  Washington,  and  on  whom  his  own  strong  arm 
in  times  of  danger  most  leaned  for  support; — for  Alexander  Uamiltov  was 
bom  in  the  West  Indies,  and  did  not  come  to  this  country  till  he  was  twice 
the  age  of  Phillis  Wheatley.  Then  strike  off  an  illustrious  signer  of  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  the  learned  president  of  the  College  of  New 
Jersey,  Rsv.  Da.  Witberspoon,  who  was  forty-six  years  of  age  when  he 
landed  on  our  shores.  And  then,  in  the  erasive  process,  strike  off  another 
renowned  signer  of  the  same  instrament — him  who,  with  his  large  fortune, 
and  stUl  larger  credit,  came  to  the  aid  of  his  country  in  her  darkest  hour, 
the  great  financier  of  the  Revolution — Robert  Morris.  And  where  shall  I 
stop?  The  truth  is — that  man  or  that  woman  may  be  trply  called  Ameriean 
whose  character  it  formed  by  American  institutions^  and  whose  genius  is 
DEVELOPED  ON  AMERICAN  SOIL.  As  to  PhUlis  Wheatley  Peters,  I  challenge 
any  one  to  produce  any  poetry  written  in  America  before  hers  that  is  at  all 
equal  to  it. 

'  While  I  feel  ashamed  that  my  native  State  should  ever  have  been  engaged 
in  the  infamous  traffic  of  slaves,  I  am  proud  to  say  that  she  was  the  least 
finning  in  this  respect  of  all  the  Atlantic  States,  while  she  proclaimed  that 
the  very  fact  of  her  adopting  our  excellent  constitution  must  cause  her  at 
once  to  abolif^h,  as  she  actually  did,  all  slayery,  as  well  as  the  slave-trade, 
Ihroughont  her  domain. 
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formed,  and  saffering  apparently  from  the  change  of  climate  and  the 
miseries  of  the  rojage.  Touched  to  the  heart  bj  her  interesting  face 
and  modest  demeanor,  he  selected  her,  almost  naked  as  she  was,  and 
brought  her  home*^  his  wife  to  nurse  and  to  rear.  Mrs.  Wheatlej, 
with  a  true  woman's  heart,  rejoiced  in  the  selection  her  husband  had 
made,  and  immediatelj  gare  her  attention  to  the  wants  of  the  little 
stranger.  In  a  short  time,  the  effects  of  comfortable  clothing,  whole- 
some food,  and  kind  treatment  were  clearly  visible,  and  Mrs.  Wheat- 
ley's  daughter  undertook  to  teach  her  to  read  and  write.  So  astonish- 
ing was  her  progress  that  in  sixteen  months  from  the  time  of  her 
arrival  in  this  humane  family  she  had  so  mastered  the  English 
language,  to  which  before  she  was  an  utter  stranger,  as  to  read  with 
ease  any  portion  of  the  Bible,  and  to  this  attainment  she  soon  added 
that  of  writing,  which  she  acquired  solely  by  her  own  unassisted 
efforts,  and  when  but  ten  years  old,  wrote  a  letter  to  Samson  Occum, 
an  Indian  minister,  then  in  England. 

In  a  very  short  time,  so  rapid  was  her  progress  in  learning, 
that  she  became  an  object  of  general  attention,  and  corresponded 
with  several  persons  of  great  distinction.'  As  she  grew  up  to  woman- 
liood,  her  progress  and  attainments  kept  pace  with  the  promise  of  her 
eariier  years.  She  attracted  the  notice  of  the  literary  characters  of 
Boston,  who  supplied  her  with  books,  and  encouraged  the  ripening 
of  her  intellectual  powers.  Mrs.  Wheatley,  too,  did  all  she  could  to 
promote  the  happiness  of  the  young  poetess,  and  to  aid  her  in  the 
acquisition  of  knowledge,  treating  her  as  a  child  of  the  family,  admit- 
ting her  to  her  own  table,  and  introducing  her  into  the  best  society 
of  Boston.  But,  notwithstanding  all  the  honors  and  attentions  she 
received,  she  still  retained  her  original  and  native  modesty  of  deport- 

'  She,  Fome  years  after  this,  addressed  a  poem  to  Qeneral  Washington 
while  he  was  at  his  head-quarters  at  Cambridge,  Mass.,  February,  1776. 
How  did  the  iUostrions  man  treat  it?  With  scorn,  as  many  of  our  mo- 
dem, 80-oaIled  statesmen  would  have  done?  No;  he  showed,  in  my  esti- 
mation, his  true  greatness  of  mind  in  this,  as  much  as  in  any  one  act  of  his 
life ;  he  wrote  her  a  most  kind  and  respectful  letter,  of  which  the  following 
is  a  portion  :  *'I  thank  you  most  sincerely  for  your  polite  notice  of  me  in  the 
elegant  lines  you  inclosed,  and,  however  undeserving  I  may  be  of  such  en- 
comium and  panegyric,  the  style  and  manner  exhibit  a  striking  proof  of  your 
poetical  talents,  in  honor  of  which,  and  as  a  tribute  Justly  due  to  you,  I  would 
nave  published  the  poem  had  I  not  been  apprehensive  that,  while  I  only 
meant  to  give  the  world  this  new  instance  of  your  genius,  I  might  have  in- 
onrred  the  Imputation  of  vanity.  This,  and  nothing  else,  determined  me  not 
to  give  it  place  in  the  public  prints. 

"  If  you  should  ever  come  to  Cambridge,  or  near  head-quarters,  I  shall  be 
happy  to  see  a  person  so  favored  by  the  Muses,  and  to  whom  nature  has  been 
•o  liberal  and  beneficent  in  her  di^nsations." 
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ment,  and  nerer  presnmed  upon  the  kindness  of  her  friends  and 
admirers.  She  studied  Latin,  and,  at  the  early  age  of  fourteen,  made 
her  first  attempts  at  poetry  in  translations  from  Grid's  Fables.  So 
creditable  were  these  to  her  scholarship,  taste,  and  poetic  talent,  that 
the  was  encouraged  to  write  more,  and  before  she  had  completed  her 
nineteenth  year,  she  wrote  most  of  her  poems  that  were  given  to  the 
world,  which  were  published  in  London  in  1773,  in  a  small  oetaro 
volume  of  about  one  hundred  and  twenty  pages. 

Though  very  soon  after  her  poetic  talents  were  visible,  her  freedom 
was  given  to  her  by  Mr.  Wheatley,  she  remained  in  the  family, 
beloved,  and  respecting  and  imparting  happiness  to  others.  In  1773, 
her  health  had  so  far  declined,  in  consequence  of  her  unremitting 
attention  to  study,  that  her  physicians  recommended  a  sea  voyage, 
and  she  sailed  for  England.  Her  Came  had  gone  before  her,  and  she 
was  received  with  marked  respect  by  many  distinguished  indivi- 
duals. But  in  the  midst  of  the  attentions  of  the  court  she  heard 
that  her  former  mistress  was  sick,  and  her  heart  prompted  her  to 
return  home  at  once.  She  did  so  in  time  to  minister  to  Krs.  Wheat- 
ley,  whose  sickness  terminated  in  death  the  next  year,  and  the  year 
after,  Mr.  Wheatley  followed  her  to  the  grave.  Thus  deprived  of  her 
best  friends,  poor  and  desolate,  she  accepted  an  offer  of  marriage  from 
a  oolored  man  by  the  name  of  Peters,  sometimes  called  *<  Dr.  Peters," 
who,  as  her  biographer  says,  <*kept  a  grocery  in  Ck>urt  Street,  and 
was  a  man  of  handsome  person  and  manners,  wearing  a  wig,  carrying 
a  cane,  and  quite  acting  the  gentleman  ;'*  but "  that  he  proved  utteriy 
unworthy  of  the  distinguished  woman  who  honored  him  with  her  al- 
liance." After  living  with  him  a  few  years,  and  becoming  the  mother 
of  three  children,  her  health  rapidly  declined,  and  she  died  on  the 
6th  of  December,  1794. 

Of  all  American  poets  prior  to  the  year  1800,  Phillis  Wheatley  is,  in 
my  estimation,  the  first,  whether  we  consider  the  ease  and  correct- 
ness of  her  versification,  her  elevated  moral  and  religious  sentiments, 
her  power  of  expression  and  reach  of  thought,  or  her  pure  fancy. 
Indeed,  when  we  take  into  view  the  times  in  which  she  lived,  the 
state  of  education  in  our  colonies,  and  especially  the  little  attention 
paid  to  female  education,  her  poems  are  truly  wonderful.  (Compare 
her,  for  instance,  with  any  male  poet  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  prior 
to  the  present  century,  or  with  any  contemporary  female  poet  on  the 
other  side,  unless,  perhaps,  we  should  except  Lady  Mary  Wortley 
Montague  and  Hester  Chax>one,  and  how  does  Phillis  Wheatley  rise 
by  such  comparison.    And  to  the  two  writers  I  have  named  she  is  in 
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no  respect  inferior.    The  following  i^eoes  present  a  fair  specimen  of 
lier  powers.* 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DB.  SEWALL. 

Lo,  here  a  man,  redeemed  by  Jesns'  blood, 
A  sinner  once,  bnt  now  a  saint  with  God ; 
Behold  ye  rich,  ye  poor,  ye  fools,  ye  wise, 
Nor  let  his  monament  yoor  heart  surprise. 
He  sought  the  paths  of  piety  and  truth. 
By  these  made  happy  from  his  early  youth ! 
In  blooming  years  that  grace  divine  he  felt 
Which  rescues  sinners  from  the  chains  of  guilt. 
Mourn  him,  ye  indigent,  whom  he  has  Cad, 
And  henceforth  seek,  like  him,  for  living  bread — 
E'en  Christ,  the  bread  descending  from  above, 
And  ask  an  interest  in  his  saving  love. 
Mourn  him,  ye  youth,  to  whom  he  oft  has  told 
God's  gracious  wonders  from  the  times  of  old. 
I,  too,  h^ve  cause  this  mighty  loss  to  mourn, 
For  he,  my  monitor,  will  not  return. 
O  when  shall  we  to  his  blest  state  arrive  f 
When  the  same  graces  in  our  bosoms  thrive. 


ON  THE  PaOVIDSNCE  OF  GOD. 

Arise,  my  soul,  on  wings  enraptured  rise, 
To  praise  the  Monarch  of  the  earth  and  skies, 
Whose  goodness  and  beneficence  appear 
As  round  its  centre  moves  the  rolling  year ; 
Or  when  the  morning  glows  with  rosy  charms, 
Or  the  sun  slumbers  in  the  ocean's  arms : 
Of  light  divine  be  a  rich  portion  lent 
To  guide  my  soul,  and  favor  my  intent. 
Celestial  muse,  my  arduous  flight  sustain. 
And  raise  my  mind  to  a  seraphic  strain! 

****** 
Almighty,  in  these  wondrous  works  of  thine. 
What  Power,  what  Wisdom,  and  what  Goodness  shine  I 
And  are  thy  wonders.  Lord,  by  men  explored, 
And  yet  creating  glory  unadored  f 
Creation  smiles  in  various  beauty  gay. 
While  day  to  night,  and  night  succeeds  to  day : 

'  B«ad  "M«moir  and  Poems  of  Pbillis  WheaUev,"  Borton,  1834;  *<  Chris- 
tian Examiner,"  xvi.  169.     *'  A  Tribute  for  the  Negro,''  p.  332. 
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The  wisdom  which  attends  Jehorah's  ways 
Shines  most  conspicnous  in  the  solar  rays ; 
Without  them,  destitute  of  heat  and  light. 
This  world  would  be  the  reign  of  endless  night. 

Hail  I  smiling  mom,  that  from  the  orient  main 
Ascending  dost  adorn  the  heavenly  plain. 
So  rich,  so  various  are  thy  beauteous  dyes, 
That  spread  through  all  the  circuit  of  the  skies. 
That,  full  of  thee,  my  soul  in  rapture  soars. 
And  thy  great  God,  the  cause  of  all,  adores. 
0*er  beings  infinite  his  lore  extends, 
His  wisdom  rules  them,  and  his  power  defends : 
When  tasks  diurnal  tire  the  human  frame, 
The  spirits  foint,  and  dim  the  vital  flame. 
Then,  too,  that  ever  active  bounty  shines 
Which  not  infinity  of  space  confines. 
The  sable  veil,  thai  Night  in  silence  draws, 
Ckmceals  effects,  but  shows  the  Almighty  Cause. 
Night  seals  in  sleep  the  wide  creation  fair, 
And  all  is  peaceful  but  the  brow  of  care. 
Again  gay  Phoebus,  as  the  day  before,         » 
Wakes  every  eye,  save  what  shall  wake  no  more ; 
Again  the  face  of  nature  is  renewed. 
Which  still  appears  harmonious,  fair,  and  good. 
May  grateful  strains  salute  the  smiling  mom 
Before  its  beams  the  eastern  hills  adom ! 
Shall  day  to  day  and  night  to  night  conspire 
To  show  the  goodness  of  the  Almighty  Sire  ? 
This  mental  voice  shall  man  regardless  hear, 
And  never,  never  raise  the  filial  prayer? 


,  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INPANT. 

Through  airy  fields  he  wings  his  instant  flight 
To  purer  regions  of  celestial  light ; 
Enlarged  he  sees  unnumbered  systems  roll, 
Beneath  him  sees  the  universal  whole, 
Planets  on  planets  run  their  destined  round. 
And  circling  wonders  fill  the  vast  profound. 
Th'  ethereal  now,  now  the  empyreal  skies 
With  glowing  splendors  strike  his  wondering  eyes : 
The  angels  view  him  with  delight  unknown. 
Press  his  soft  hand,  and  seat  1dm  on  his  throne ; 
Then  smiling  thus :  **  To  this  divine  abode, 
The  seat  of  saints,  of  seraphs,  and  of  God, 
Thrice  welcome  thou.''    The  raptured  babe  replies : 
"  Thanks  to  my  God,  who  snatched  me  to  the  skies 
Ere  vice  triumphant  had  possessed  my  heart, 
Ere  yet  the  tempter  had  beguiled  my  heart, 
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Ere  yet  on  sin's  bue  actions  I  was  bent, 

Ere  yet  I  knew  temptation's  dire  intent ; 

Ere  jet  the  lash  for  wicked  actions  felt, 

Ere  yanit J  had  led  my  way  to  gnilt ; 

Early  arrired  at  my  celestial  goal, 

Fnll  glories  rush  on  my  expanding  sonl." 

Joyful  he  spoke ;  eznlting  chembs  round 

Clapped  their  glad  wings,  the  heavenly  vaults  resound. 

Say,  parents,  why  this  unavailing  moan  f 

Why  heave  your  pensive  bosoms  with  the  groan  ? 

To  Charles,  the  happy  subject  of  my  song, 

A  brighter  world,  a  nobler  strain  belongs. 

Say,  would  you  tear  him  from,  the  realms  above 

By  thoughtless  wishes  and  mistaken  love  f 

Doth  his  felicity  inerease  your  pain  f 

Or  could  you  welcome  to  Uiis  world  again 

The  heir  of  bliss  f    With  a  superior  air  "j 

Methinks  he  answers  with  a  smile  severe ;  j- 

"  Thrones  and  dominions  cannot  tempt  me  there.*'  j 

To  yon  bright  regions  let  your  faith  ascend,  ^ 
Prepare  to  Join  your  dearest  infant  friend  v 
In  pleasures  wiUiout  measure,  without  end.    J 


A  f  ARSWXLL  TO  AMXRIOA. 

Adieu,  New  England's  smiling  meads, 

Adieu,  the  flowery  plain ; 
I  leave  thine  opening  charxns,  0  Spring  I 

And  tempt  the  roaring  main. 

In  vain  for  me  the  flow'rets  rise, 
And  boast  their  gaudy  pride. 

While  here  beneath  Uie  northern  skies 
I  mourn  for  health  denied. 

Celestial  maid  of  rosy  hue. 

Oh,  let  me  feel  thy  reign ! 
I  languish  till  thy  face  I  view, 

Thy  vanished  joys  regain. 

Susannah  mourns,  nor  can  I  bear 

To  see  the  crystal  shower. 
Or  mark  the  tender  falling  tear, 

At  sad  departure's  hour; 

Nor  unregarding  can  I  see 
Her  soul  with  grief  opprest ; 

But  let  no  sighs,  no  groans  tot  me. 
Steal  ftom  its  pensive  broast. 
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In  Tain  the  feathered  warblers  sing. 

In  vain  the  garden  blooms, 
And  on  the  bosom  of  the  spring 

Breathes  out  her  sweet  perfumes, 

While  for  Britannia's  distant  shore 

We  sweep  the  liquid  plain, 
And  with  astonished  eyes  explore 

The  wide  extended  main. 

Lo !  Health  appears,  celestial  dame, 

Complacent  and  serene. 
With  Hebe's  mantle  o'er  her  frame, 

With  soul-delighting  mien, 

To  mark  the  rale  where  London  lies, 

With  misty  vapors  crowned, 
Which  cloud  Aurora's  thousand  dyes, 

And  veil  her  charms  around. 

Why,  Phoebus,  mores  thy  car  so  slow  f 

So  slow  thy  rising  ray  ? 
Give  us  the  famous  town  to  view, 

Thou  glorious  king  of  day  I 

For  thee,  Britannia,  I  resign 

New  England's  smiling  fields ; 
To  view  again  her  charms  divine, 

What  joy  the  prospect  yields ! 

But  thou,  Temptation,  hence  away. 

With  all  thy  fatal  train. 
Nor  once  seduce  my  soul  away 

By  thine  enchanting  strain. 

Thrice  happy  they  whose  heavenly  shield 

Secures  their  soul  from  harms. 
And  fell  Temptation  on  the  field 

Of  all  its  power  disarms. 


JAMES  WILSON,  1742—1798. 

Jambs  Wilson  was  bom  in  the  lowlands  of  Scotland  about  the  year 
1742.  After  leaving  the  grammar  school,  he  studied  at  the  Universi- 
ties of  Glasgow  and  Edinburgh,  and,  without  determining  upon  any 
profession,  he  resolved  to  emigrate  to  this  country.  In  the  beginning 
of  1766,  he  reached  Philadelphia.    Soon  after,  he  entered,  as  a  student 
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of  law,  the  office  of  John  Dickinson,  and  in  two  years  was  admitted  to 
the  bar.  He  first  settled  in  Reading,  bnt  soon  removed  to  Carlisle, 
where  he  became  qnite  eminent  as  a  oonnsellor,  imd  had  mtch  prac- 
tice prerions  to  the  Revolntionaiy  straggle.  In  1775,  by  the  unani- 
mous ▼oice  of  the  General  Assembly,  he  was  elected,  with  Benjamin 
Franklin  and  Thomas  Willing,  to  the  second  Continental  Congress, 
and  was  re-elected  in  the  next  year,  when  he  affixed  his  name  to  the 
Declaration  of  Independence.  In  1778,  he  remoyed  to  Philadelphia, 
where  he  continued  to  reside  for  the  remainder  of  his  life. 

From  his  distinguished  talents  and  unremitting  industry,  Iffr. 
Wilson  rose  higher  and  higher  eyery  year  in  the  estimation  of  a  dis- 
cerning public,  and  was  soon  considered  as  at  the  head  of  his  profes- 
sion. In  1782,  he  was  again  elected  to  Congress,  and  in  1787  he  was 
one  of  the  delegates  to  the  conyention  that  met  in  Philadelphia  to 
form  our  present  Constitution.  He  took  an  active  part  in  the  debates, 
and  by  some  was  oonsidered  as  the  ablest  member  of  that  distinguished 
body.  In  the  latter  part  of  the  same  year,  he  was  elected  to  the  State 
Convention  of  Pennsylvania  that  met  to  ratify  the  Constitution.  As 
he  was  the  only  member  of  the  State  Convention  that  had  had  a  seat  in 
the  Qeneral  Convention,  he  was,  of  course,  the  most  prominent  member 
in  it,  and  with  consummate  ability  defended  the  Constitution  from 
the  attacks  of  its  enemies. 

On  the  4th  of  July,  1788,  Mr.  Wilson  was  selected  to  deliver  the 
oration  at  the  famous  procession  formed  at  Philadelphia  to  celebrate 
the  adoption  of  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States,  and  in  October 
of  the  next  year  was  appointed  by  Washington  <me  of  the  Judges  of 
the  Supreme  Court  as  first  organized  under  the  present  Constitution  ;* 
in  which  office  he  continued  till  his  death.  In  1790,  the  Law  professor- 
ship of  the  College  of  Philadelphia  was  established,  and  Mr.  Wilson 
was  appointed  the  first  professor.  The  course  of  lectures  which  he 
delivered  in  this  and  the  two  succeeding  years  were  published  in  his 
works.'    He  was  now  the  acknowledged  head  of  the  Philadelphia  bar 

'  Washington,  in  his  letter  on  the  occasion ,  thns  wrote  :  *' Regarding  the 
due  admini^ration  of  Justice  as  the  strongest  cement  of  good  government,  I 
have  oonsidered  the  first  organisation  of  the  judicial  department  as  essential 
to  the  happiness  of  the  people  and  to  the  stability  of  the  politioal  system. 
Under  this  impression,  it  has  been  with  me  an  invariable  object  of  anxions 
•olleitnde  to  select  the  fittest  characters  to  expound  the  laws  and  to  dispense 
justice/'  At  the  head  of  this  department,  deemed  by  himself  so  important, 
he  placed  that  learned  jurist,  incorruptible  patriot,  and  Christian  statesman, 
John  Jay,  of  N.  Y.,  and  nominated  as  his  associates  Jambs  Wilson,  of 
Penn.,  John  Rutlboob,  of  6.  C,  William  Cubbing,  of  Mass.,  Robbbt 
Harrison,  of  Md.,  and  John  Blaib,  of  Va. 

*  Pabliahed  in  1804  in  three  volumes,  octavo. 
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— ^learned  as  a  man,  profound  as  a  lawyer,  and  disUngnished  for  liis 
attainments  in  political  science.  In  private  life,  too,  he  was  warmlj' 
esteemed  for  his  social  and  domestic  rirtnes,  as  well  as  for  his  incor- 
mptible  integrity.  He  continued  to  exercise  the  duties  of  his  office  till 
the  year  of  his  death,  which  took  place  on  the  28th  of  August,  1798, 
at  Edenton,  North  Carolina,  while  on  a  circuit  in  his  judicial  character. 


THE  EXCELLENCE  OF  OUB  CONSTITUTION. 

It  is  neitber  extraordinary  nor  unexpected  that  the  con- 
stitution offered  to  jour  consideration  should  meet  with  oppo- 
sition. It  is  the  nature  of  man  to  pursue  his  own  interest  in 
preference  to  the  public  good ;  and  I  do  not  mean  to  make  any 
personal  reflections  when  I  add,  that  it  is  the  interest  of  a  very 
numerous,  powerful,  and  respectable  body  to  counteract  and 
destroy  the  excellent  work  produced  by  the  late  convention. 
All  the  officers  of  government,  and  all  the  appointments  for 
the  administration  of  justice  and  the  collection  of  the  public 
revenue,  which  are  transferred  from  the  individual  to  the 
aggregate  sovereignty  of  the  States,  will  necessarily  turn  the 
stream  of  influence  and  emolument  into  a  new  channel.  Every 
person,  therefore,  who  either  enjoys,  or  expects  to  enjoy,  a 
place  of  profit  under  the  present  establishment,  will  object  to 
the  proposed  innovation  ;  not,  in  truth,  because  it  is  injurious 
to  the  liberties  of  his  country,  but  because  it  affects  his  schemes 
of  wealth  and  consequence. 

I  will  confess,  indeed,  that  I  am  not  a  blind  admirer  of  this 
plan  of  government,  and  that  there  are  some  parts  of  it  which, 
if  my  wish  had  prevailed,  would  certainly  have  been  altered. 
But,  when  I  reflect  how  widely  men  differ  in  their  opinions, 
and  that  every  man  (and  the  observation  applies  likewise  to 
every  State)  has  an  equal  pretension  to  assert  his  own,  I  am 
satisfied  that  anything  nearer  to  perfection  could  not  have  been 
accomplished.  If  there  are  errors,  it  should  be  remembered 
that  the  seeds  of  reformation  are  sown  in  the  work  it^lf,  and 
the  concurrence  of  two-thirds  of  the  Congress  may,  at  any  time, 
introduce  alterations  and  amendments.  Regarding  it,  then,  in 
every  point  of  view,  with  a  candid  and  disinterested  mind,  I 
am  bold  to  assert  that  it  is  the  best  form  of  government 

WHICH  HAS  ever  BEEN  OFFERED  TO  THE  WORLD. 
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THE  FSOPLE  THE  SOURCE  OF  ALL  POWER. 

Oft  have  I  viewed,  with  silent  pleasure  and  admiration,  with 
what  force  and  prevalence,  through  the  United  States,  the 
sopreme  power  resides  in  the  people ;  and  that  they  never  part 
with  it.  It  may  be  called  the  Panacea  in  politics.  There  can 
be  no  disorder  in  the  community  bat  may  here  receive  a  radical 
cure.  If  the  error  be  in  the  legislature,  it  may  be  corrected 
by  the  constitution ;  if  in  the  constitution,  it  may  be  corrected 
bv  the  people.  There  is  a  remedy,  therefore,  for  every  distemper 
in  government,  if  the  people  are  not  wanting  to  themselves ; 
but  for  a  people  wanting  to  themselves,  there  is  no  remedy. 
From  their  power,  as  we  have  seen,  there  is  no  appeal ;  to  their 
error,  there  is  no  superior  principle  of  correction. 

There  are  three  simple  species  of  government :  Monarchy, 
where  the  supreme  power  is  in  a  single  person :  Aristocracy, 
where  the  supreme  power  is  in  a  select  assembly,  the  members 
of  which  either  fill  up,  by  election,  the  vacancies  in  their  own 
body,  or  succeed  to  their  places  in  it  by  inheritance,  property, 
or  in  respect  of  some  personal  right  or  qualification :  a 
ilepublic  or  Democracy,  where  the  people  at  large  retain  the 
sopreme  power,  and  act  either  collectively  or  by  representation. 

Each  of  these  species  of  government  has  its  advantages  and 
disadvantages. 

The  advantages  of  a  Monarchy  are  strength,  dispatch, 
secrecy,  unity  of  counsel.  Its  disadvantages  are  tyranny,  ex- 
pense, ignorance  of  the  situation  and  wants  of  the  people,  in- 
security, unnecessary  wars,  evils  attending  elections  or  succes- 
sions. 

The  advantages  of  Aristocracy  are  wisdom,  arising  from  ex- 
perieoce  and  education.  Its  disadvantages  are  dissensions 
among  themselves,  oppression  to  the  lower  orders. 

The  advantages  of  Democracy  are  liberty ;  equal,  cautious, 
and  salEtary  laws,  public  spirit,  frugality,  peace,  opportunities 
of  exciting  and  producing  the  abilities  of  the  best  citizens. 
Its  disadvantages  are  dissensions,  the  delay  and  disclosure  of 
public  counsels,  the  imbecility  of  public  measures,  retarded  by 
the  necessity  of  a  numerous  consent. 

A  government  may  be  composed  of  two  or  more  of  the 
simple  forms  above  mentioned.  Such  is  the  British  govern- 
ment. It  would  be  an  improper  government  for  the  United 
States,  because  it  is  inadequate  to  such  an  extent  of  territory, 
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and  because  it  is  sailed  to  an  establishment  of  different  orders 
of  men. 

What  is  the  nature  and  kind  of  that  govemment  which  has 
been  proposed  for  the  United  States  by  the  late  convention  t 
In  its  principle,  it  is  purely  democratical ;  bat  that  principle  is 
applied  in  different  forms,  in  order  4o  obtain  the  advantages, 
and  exclude  the  inconveniences,  of  the  simple  modes  of 
govemment. 

If  we  take  an  extended  and  accurate  view  of  it,  we  shall  find 
the  streams  of  power  running  in  different  direcUons,  in  different 
dimensions,  and  at  different  heights ;  watering,  adorning,  and 
fertilizing  the  fields  and  meadows  through  which  their  courses 
wre  led ;  but  if  we  trace  them,  we  shall  discover  that  they  all 
originally  flow  from  one  abundant  fountain. 

In  Tms  CONSTITUTION  ail  authority  is  derived  from  the  feoplx. 


THB  ANn-SLAYXBT  OHARAOTEK  OF  THX  CONSTITUTION. 

With  respect  to  the  clause^  restricting  Oongress  from  pro* 
hibiting  the  migration  or  importation  of  such  persons  as  any 
of  the  States  now  existing  shall  think  proper  to  admit,  prior 
to  the  year  1808,  the  honorable  gentleman  says,  that  this  clause 
is  not  only  dark,  but  intended  to  grant  to  Congress,  for  that 
time,  the  power  to  admit  the  importation  of  slaves.  No  such 
thing  was  intended ;  but  I  will  tell  you  what  was  done,  and  it 
gives  me  high  pleasure  that  so  much  was  done.  XJnd^  the 
present  conf^eration,  the  States  may  admit  the  importation  of 
slaves  as  long  as  they  please ;  but  by  this  article,  after  the  year 
1808  the  Congress  will  have  power  to  prohibit  such  importation, 
notwithstanding  the  disposition  of  any  State  to  the  contrary. 
I  consider  this  as  laying  the  foundation  for  banishing  slavery 
out  of  this  country;  and  though  the  period  is  more  distant  than 
I  could  wish,  yet  it  will  produce  the  same  kind,  gradual  change, 
which  was  pursued  in  Pennsylvania.  It  is  with  much  sati^ac- 
tion  I  view  this  power  in  the  general  government  whereby  they 
may  lay  an  interdiction  on  this  reproachful  trade :  but  an  im- 
mediate advantage  is  also  obtained ;  for  a  tax  or  duty  may  be 
imposed  on  such  importation,  not  exceeding  ten  dollars  for  each 

■  Article  I,  Section  IX.  The  migration  or  importation  of  such  persons  as 
anj  of  the  States  now  existing  shall  think  proper  to  admit,  shall  not  be  pro- 
hibited bj  the  Congress  prior  to  the  year  one  thonsand  eight  hundred  and 
eight ;  but  a  tax  or  dnty  may  be  imposed  on  snoh  importation  not  exceeding 
ten  dollars  for  each  person. 
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person ;  and  this,  sir,  operates  as  a  partial  prohibition :  it  was 
all  that  could  be  obtained.  I  am  sorry  it  was  no  more,  but  from 
this  I  think  there  is  reason  to  hope  that  yet  a  few  years,  and  it 
will  be  prohibited  altogether ;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  the  nbw 
States  which  abb  to  bb  formed,  will  be  under  the  control 
OF  Congress  in  this  particular,  and  slaves  will  never  be 
introduced  amongst  them. 

So  far,  therefore,  as  this  clause  operates,  it  presents  us  with 
the  pleasing  prospect  that  the  rights  of  mankind  will  be 
acknowledged  and  established  throughout  the  union. 

If  there  was  no  other  lovely  feature  in  the  constitution  but 
this  one,  it  would  diffuse  a  beauty  over  its  whole  countenance. 
Tet  the  lapse  of  a  few  years,  and  Congress  will  have  power 
TO  exterminate  slavery  from  within  our  borders. 


GEORGE  WASHINGTON,  1732-1799. 

Gboboi  WASHnvoTON,  the  third  son  of  Augustine  Washington,  and 
the  first  President  of  the  United  States,  was  bom  at  Bridge's  Creek, 
in  the  County  of  Westmoreland,  Virginia,  on  the  22d  of  February,  1732, 
and  died  at  Mount  Vernon  on  the  14th  of  December,  1799.  The  fol- 
lowing are  the  chief  incidents  of  his  Ufe :' — 

BVENTS. 
His  birth,  in  Westmoreland  Coantj,  Virginia. 
Death  of  his  father,  at  the  age  of  48  years. 
Uls  brother  Lawrence  obtained  for  him  a  midshipmaa*a 

warrant,  in  the  British  Navj. 
Sanreyor  of  Lord  Fairfax's  lapds  on  the  Potomac  RlTer. 
Ifilitarj  Inspector,  with  the  ranic  of  Major,  to  protect 

the  frontien  of  Virginia  against  the  French  and  In- 

dians. 
Be  sailed  for  Barbadoes,  with  hia  brother  Lawrence. 
Adjntant-Oeneral. 
Commissioner  to  the  French  on  the  Ohio. 

>  I  give  not  an  extended  biography  for  two  reasons :  first,  to  do  any  tnstioe 
to  the  snbjeet,  it  wotild  ooonpy  too  mneh  space ;  and  .second,  the  lives  of 
Washington  are  so  numerous  as  to  be  aooeseible  to  any  one.  Read  lives  by 
Marshftll,  Ramsey,  Weems,  Edmunds,  Guizot  (translated  by  Reeve),  Headley, 
Irving,  Bancroft,  Sparks;  also,  an  admirable  book,  entitled  "Maxims  of 
Washington — political,  moral,  social,  and  religions — collected  and  arranged 
by  J.  F.  Schroeder,  D.  D.,*'  1  vol.  12mo.  Consult,  also,  •*  North  American 
Review,"  li.  169,  xlvii.  318,  xxxix.  467;  "American  Quarterly,"  xv.  275, 
xvii.  74;  "Methodist  Quarterly,"  ii.  38;  also,  read  Eulogies  bj  Hamilton, 
Jay,  Ames,  Mason,  4o. 
8 
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44 
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44 

Aug.  27. 

1776 

44 
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1776 

44 
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44 
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45 
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46 

June  28. 
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1780 

48 

1781 

48 
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1783 
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51 
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51 

Aov.25. 

1783 

51 

Dec.  23. 

1784 

52 

., 

1787 

55 

Mayli. 

1789 

67 

Mar.  4. 

1789 

57 

Apr.  30. 

1789 

57 

Auff.2S. 

1791 

59 

1793 

61 

Mar.  4.' 

1793 

61 

1796 

64 

Sept.  17. 

1797 

66 

1798 

66 

Julys. 

1799 

67 

Deo.  14. 

BVBITTS. 
Lienteiuuit-Coloiiel,  for  the  defenc*  of  the  coloigr  of 

Virginia. 
Aid-dc-€amp  to  0«iMrftl  Braddoek,  at  the  baltte  «f 

MoBongabela. 
Commander-in-chief  of  the  Virginia  foreea. 
He  msigned  his  commlftion. 
His  marriage.    Member  of  the  Virginia  House  of  Bar- 

ge««es. 
Commissioner  for  Mtiling  the  military  accounts  of  the 

colony. 
His  tear  to  the  Ohio  and  Oreat  Kenawha  Rivera. 
Member  of  the  Virginia  Conventions,  on  the  points  at 

issue  l)etween  Great  Britain  and  the  Colonies. 
Member  of  the  first  Continental  Congress. 
Member  of  the  second  Continental  Congress. 
Com  mander-ln-chief . 
Commander  of  the  army  at  jCambridge. 
Boston  ovacnated  by  the  British  army. 
Dedaration  of  American  Independence. 
Battle  of  Long  Island. 
Battle  of  Trenton. 

Congress  invested  him  with  dictatorial  povers. 
Battle  of  Princeton. 
Battle  of  the  Arandy  wine. 
Battle  of  Germantown, 
Battle  of  Monmouth. 
Stony  Point  taken. 
Arnold's  treason. 

Mutiny  of  the  Pennsylvania  troops. 
Surrender  of  Yorktown  and  Gloucester. 
Peaco  proclaimed  to  the  army. 
His  farewell  to  the  army. 
New  York  evacuated  by  the  British  army. 
He  resigned  his  commission. 
His  tour  to  the  Western  Country. 
Delegate  to  the  General  Convention  at  Philadelphia,  te 

form  a  Constitution.    President  of  the  Conveation. 
President  of  the  United  States. 
His  inauguration,  at  New  York. 
Death  of  his  mother,  at  the  ace  of  82  years. 
His  tour  through  the  Eastern  States 
His  tour  through  the  Southern  States. 
President,  for  a  second  term. 

M.  Genet,  Minister  from  France  to  the  United  8t&te«. 
His  Farewell  Address  to  the  People  of  the  United  States. 
He  retired  to  private  life.    Difficulties  with  Pfeanes. 

Preparations  for  war. 
Commander-in-chief  of  the  Armies  of  the  United  States. 
His  death,  at  Mount  Vernon. 


VALEDICTORY  COUNSELS  OF  WASHINGTON. 

There  is  an  opinion  that  parties,  in  free  countries,  are  useful 
checks  upon  the  administration  of  the  government,  and  serve 
to  keep  alive  the  spirit  of  liberty.  This,  within  certain  limits, 
is  probably  true ;  and  in  governments  of  a  monarchical  cast^ 
patriotism  may  look  with  indulgence,  if  not  with  favor,  upon 
the  spirit  of  party ;  but  in  those  of  the  popular  character,  in 
governments  purely  elective,  it  is  a  spirit  not  to  be  encouraged. 
From  their  natural  tendency,  it  is  certain  there  will  always  be 
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enough  of  that  spirit  for  every  salatarj  purpose ;  and  there 
being  constant  danger  of  excess,  the  effort  ought  to  be,  by 
force  of  public  opinion,  to  mitigate  and  assuage  it.  A  fire  not 
to  be  quenched,  it  demands  a  uniform  vigilance  to  prevent  its 
bursting  into  a  flame,  lest,  instead  of  warming,  it  should  con- 
same. 

Of  all  the  dispositions  and  habits  which  lead  to  political 
prosperity,  religion  and  morality  are  indispensable  supports. 
In  vain  would  that  man  claim  the  tribute  of  patriotism  who 
should  labor  to  subvert  these  great  pillars  of  human  happiness, 
these  firmest  props  of  the  destinies  of  men  and  citizens.  The 
mere  politician,  equally  with  the  pious  man,  ought  to  respect 
and  cherish  them.  A  volume  could  not  trace  all  their  con- 
nections with  private  and  public  felicity.  Let  it  simply  be 
asked,  Where  is  the  security  for  property,  for  reputation,  for 
life,  if  the  sense  of  religious  obligation  desert  the  oaths  which 
are  the  instruments  of  investigation  in  courts  of  justice?  And 
let  us  with  caution  indulge  the  supposition  that  morality  can  be 
maintained  without  religion.  Whatever  may  be  conceded  to  the 
influence  of  refined  education  on  minds  of  peculiar  structure, 
reason  and  experience  both  forbid  us  to  expect  that  national 
morality  can  prevail  in  exclusion  of  religious  principles. 

It  is  substantially  true  that  virtue  or  morality  is  a  necess&ry 
spring  of  popular  government.  The  rule,  indeed,  extends  with 
more  or  less  force  to  every  species  of  free  government.  Who, 
that  is  a  sincere  friend  to  it,  can  look  with  indifference  upon 
attempts  to  shake  the  foundation  of  the  fabric  ? 

Promote,  then,  as  an  object  of  primary  importance,  institu- 
tions for  the  general  diffusion  of  knowledge.  In  proportion  as 
the  structure  of  a  government  gives  force  to  public  opinion,  it 
is  essential  that  public  opinion  should  be  enlightened. 

Observe  good  faith  and  justice  towards  all  nations ;  cultivate 
peace  and  harmony  with  all ;  religion  and  morality  enjoin  this 
conduct ;  and  can  it  be  that  good  policy  does  not  equally  enjoin 
it  ?  It  would  be  worthy  of  a  free,  enlightened,  and,  at  no  dis- 
tant period,  a  great  nation,  to  give  to  mankind  the  magnanimous 
»nd  too  novel  example  of  a  people  always  guided  by  an  exalted 
justice  and  benevolence.  Who  can  doubt  that,  in  the  course 
of  time  and  things,  the  fruits  of  such  a  plan  would  richly  repay 
any  temporary  advantages  which  might  be  lost  by  a  steady 
adherence  to  it  ?  Can  it  be  that  Providence  has  not  connected 
the  permanent  felicity  of  a  nation  with  its  virtue  ?  The  experi- 
ment at  leastis  recommended  by  every  sentiment  which  ennobles 
human  nature.    Alas!  is  it  rendered  impossible  by  its  vices? 
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In  the  execation  of  such  a  plan,  nothing  is  more  essential 
than  that  permanent,  inveterate  antipathies  against  particnlar 
nations,  and  passionate  attachments  for  others,  should  be  ex- 
cluded, and  that,  in  place  of  them,  jast  and  amiable  feelings 
tovvards  all  should  be  cultivated.  The  nation  which  indulges 
towards  another  an  habitual  hatred,  or  an  habitual  fondness,  is 
in  some  degree  a  slave.  It  is  a  slave  to  its  animosity  or  to  its 
affection,  either  of  which  is  sufficient  to  lead  it  astray  from  its 
duty  and  its  interest.  Antipathy  in  one  nation  against  another 
disposes  each  more  readily  to  offer  insult  and  injury,  to  lay 
hold  of  slight  causes  of  umbrage,  and  to  be  haughty  and  in- 
tractable when  accidental  or  trifling  occasions  of  dispute  occur. 

Hence  frequent  collisions,  obstinate,  envenomed,  and  bloody 
contests.  The  nation,  prompted  by  ill-will  and  resentment, 
sometimes  impels  to  war  the  government,  contrary  to  the  best 
calculations  of  policy.  The  government  sometimes  participates 
in  the  national  propensity,  and  adopts,  through  passion,  what 
reason  would  reject ;  at  other  times,  it  makes  the  animosity  of 
the  nation  subservient  to  projects  of  hostility  instigated  by 
pride,  ambition,  and  other  sinister  and  pernicious  motives. 
The  peace  often,  and  sometimes,  perhaps,  the  liberty,  of  nations 
has  been  the  victim. 

So  likewise  a  passionate  attachment  of  one  nation  for  another 
produces  a  variety  of  evils.  Sympathy  for  the  favorite  nation 
facilitating  the  illusion  of  an  imaginary  common  interest,  in 
cases  where  no  real  common  interest  exists,  and  infusing  into 
one  the  enmities  of  the  other,  betrays  the  former  into  a  partici- 
pation in  the  quarrels  and  wars  of  the  latter,  without  adequate 
inducement  or  justification.  It  leads  also  to  concessions  to  the 
favorite  nation  of  privileges  denied  to  others,  which  is  apt 
doubly  to  injure  the  nation  making  the  concessions,  by  an- 
necessarily  parting  with  what  ought  to  have  been  retained,  and 
by  exciting  jealousy,  ill-will,  and  a  disposition  to  retaliate,  in 
the  parties  from  whom  equal  privileges  are  withheld ;  and  it 
gives  to  ambitious,  corrupted,  or  deluded  citizens  (who  devote 
themselves  to  the  favorite  nation)  facility  to  betray  or  sacrifice 
the  interests  of  their  own  country,  without  odium,  sometimes 
even  with  popularity;  gilding  with  the  appearance  of  a  virtuous 
sense  of  obligation,  a  commendable  deference  for  public  opinion, 
or  laudable  zeal  for  public  good,  the  base  or  foolish  compliances 
of  ambition,  corruption,  or  infatuation.         *        *. 

Though,  in  reviewing  the  incidents  of  my  administration,  I 
am  unconscious  of  intentional  error,  I  am  nevertheless  too 
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seDsible  of  my  defects  not  to  think  it  probable  that  I  may  liave 
committed  many  errors.  Whatever  they  may  be,  I  fervently 
beseech  the  Almighty  to  avert  and  mitigate  the  evils  to  which 
they  may  tend.  I  shall  also  carry  with  me  the  hope  that  my 
country  will  never  cease  to  view  them  with  indnlgence;  and 
that,  ailer  forty-five  years  of  my  life  dedicated  to  its  service 
with  ao  npright  zeal,  the  faults  of  incompetent  abilities  will  be 
consigned  to  oblivion,  as  myself  must  soon  be  to  the  mansions 
of  rest. 

THB  BEOTHEBHOOD  OF  MAN. 

As  the  member  of  an  infant  empire,  as  a  philanthropist  by 
character,  and,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression,  as  a  citizen 
of  the  Great  Republic  of  Humanity  at  large,  I  cannot  help 
taming  my  attention,  sometimes,  to  this  subtject — how  saankind 

MAT    BK  OONNSOrXD,  LIKS  ONS  GREAT  FAMILY,  IN  FRATSENAL 

nss.  1  indulge  a  fond,  perhaps  an  enthusiastic  idea,  that  as  the 
world  is  evidently  much  less  barbarous  than  it  has  been,  its 
melioration  most  still  be  progressive;  that  nations  are  becom- 
ing more  hnmanized  in  their  policy ;  that  the  subjects  of  ambi- 
tion and  causes  for  hostility  are  daily  diminishing;  and,  in  fine, 
that  the  period  is  not  very  remote,  when  the  benefits  of  a  libe- 
ral and  free  commerce  will  pretty  generally  succeed  to  the  de- 
vastations and  horrors  of  war. 


FBOVIDSNCB  RULINQ  THE  AFFAIB6  OF  NATIONS. 

It  would  be  peculiarly  improper  to  omit,  in  this  first*  official 
act,  my  fervent  supplications  to  that  Almighty  Being  wlio  rules 
over  the  universe,  who  presides  in  the  councils  of  nations,  and 
whose  providential  aids  can  supply  every  human  defect,  that 
His  benediction  may  consecrate,  to  the  liberties  and  happiness 
of  the  people  of  the  United  States,  a  government  instituted 
by  themselves  for  these  essential  purposes,  and  may  enable 
every  instrument  employed  in  the  administration,  to  execute 
with  fiuccess  the  functions  allotted  to  its  charge.  In  tendering 
this  homage  to  the  Oreat  Author  of  every  public  and  private 
good,  I  assure  myself  that  it  expresses  your  sentiments  not  less 
than  my  own,  nor  those  of  my  fellow-citizens  at  large  less  than 
either.     No  people  can  be  bound  to  acknowledge  and  adore 

'  Hig  InftugorAl  Address,  April  80,  1780. 
8* 
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the  invisible  hand  which  conducts  the  affairs  of  men  more  than 
the  people  of  the  United  States.  Every  step  by  which  thej 
have  advanced  to  the  character  of  an  independent  nation  seems 
to  have  been  distinguished  by  some  token  of  Providential 
agency ;  and  in  the  important  revolution  just  accomplished  in 
the  system  of  their  united  government,  the  tranquil  delibera- 
tions and  voluntary  consent  of  so  many  distinct  communities 
from  which  the  event  has  resulted,  cannot  be  compared  with 
the  means  by  which  most  governments  have  been  established, 
without  some  return  of  pious  gratitude,  along  with  an  humble 
anticipation  of  the  future  blessings  which  the  past  seem  to 
presage. 

PLEASURES  OF  PRIVATE  UFE. 

Under  the  shadow  of  my  own  vine  and  my  own  6g-tree,  free 
from  the  bustle  of  a  camp,  and  the  busy  scenes  of  public  life,  I 
am  solacing  myself  with  those  tranquil  enjoyments,  of  which  the 
Soldier,  who  is  ever  in  pursuit  of  fame--M«  Statesman,  whose 
watchful  days  and  sleepless  nights  are  spent  in  devising  schemes 
to  promote  the  welfare  of  his  own,  perhaps  the  ruin*  of  other 
countries,  as  if  the  globe  was  insufficient  for  us  all — and  the 
Courtier,  who  is  always  watching  the  countenance  of  his  Prince, 
in  hopes  of  catching  a  gracious  smile — can  have  very  little 
conception.  I  have  not  only  retired  from  all  public  employ- 
ments, but  I  am  retiring  within  myself,  and  shall  be  able  to 
view  the  solitary  walk,  and  tread  the  paths  of  private  life,  with 
a  heartfelt  satisfaction.  Envious  of  none,  I  am  determined  to 
be  pleased  with  all ;  and  this  being  the  order  of  my  march,  I 
will  move  gently  down  the  stream  of  life  until  I  sleep  with  my 
fathers. 

SLAVERY. 

The  scheme  which  you*  propose,  as  a  precedent  to  encourage 
the  emancipation  of  the  black  people  in  this  country,  from  the 
state  of  bondage  in  which  they  are  held,  is  a  striking  evidence 
of  the  benevolence  of  your  heart,  and  I  shall  be  happy  to  join 
you  in  so  laudable  a  work. 

Your^  purchase  of  an  estate  in  the  colony  of  Cayenne,  with 
a  view  of  emancipating  the  slaves  on  it,  is  a  generous  and  no- 
ble proof  of  your  humanity.     Would  to  God,  a  like  spirit 

*  Lafayette.  *  Lafayette. 
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might  diffuse  itself  generally  into  the  minds  of  the  people  of 
tills  country  I    But  I  despair  of  seeing  it. 

There  is  not  a  man  living  who  wishes  more  sincerely  than  I 
do,  to  see  a  plan  adopted  for  the  abolition  of  it.  Bat  there  is 
only  one  proper  and  effectual  mode  by  which  it  can  be  accom- 
plished, and  that  is,  by  legislative  authority;  and  this,  as  far  as 
my  suffrage  will  go,  shall  never  be  wanting. 

I  never  mean,  unless  some  particnlar  circumstances  should 
compel  me  to  it,  to  possess  another  slave  by  purchase,  it  being 
among  my  first  wishes  to  see  some  plan  adopted  by  which 
slavery,  in  this  country,  may  be  abolished  by  law. 


YIBTUK  AND  HAPPINESS. 

There  is  no  truth  mofe  thoroughly  established  than  that 
there  exists,  in  the  economy  and  course  of  nature,  an  indis- 
soluble union  between  virtue  and  happiness,  between  duty  and 
advantage,  between  the  genuine  maxims  of  an  honest  and  mag- 
nanimous policy,  and  the  solid  rewards  of  public  prosperity 
and  felicity. 

The  consideration  that  human  happiness  and  moral  duty  are 
inseparably  connected  will  always  continue  to  prompt  me  to 
promote  the  progress  of  the  former  by  inculcating  the  practice 
of  the  latter. 

Without  virtue,  and  without  integrity,  the  finest  talents  and 
the  most  brilliant  accomplishments  can  never  gain  the  respect, 
and  conciliate  the  esteem,  of  the  truly  valuable  part  of  mankind. 

I  hope  I  shall  always  possess  firmness  and  virtue  enough  to 
maintain  what  I  consider  the  most  enviable  of  all  titles,  the 
character  of  an  "honest  man." 

The  private  virtues  of  economy,  prudence,  and  industry  are 
not  less  amiable,  in  civil  life,  than  the  more  splendid  qualities 
of  valor,  perseverance,  and  enterprise,  in  public  life. 


SPECULATORS  AND  F0RE8TALLERS. 

This  tribe  of  black  gentry  work  more  effectually  against  us 
than  the  enemy's  arms.  They  are  a  hundred  times  more  dan- 
gerous to  our  liberties  and  the  great  cause  we  are  engaged  in. 
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It  is  much  to  be  lamented  that  each  8tate,  long  ere  this,  has 
not  hunted  them  down  as  pests  to  society,  and  the  greatest 
enemies  we  have  to,  the  happiness  of  America^  I  would  to 
God  that  some  one  of  the  most  atrocious  in  each  State  was 
hung  upon  a  gallows  five  times  as  high  as  the  one  prepared  bj 
Haman  I  No  punishment,  in  mj  opinion,  is  too  great  for  the 
man  who  can  build  his  greatness  upon  his  country's  ruin.  Let 
vigorous  measures  be  adopted  ;  not  to  limit  the  prices  of  arti- 
cles, for  this,  I  belieye,  is  inconsistent  with  the  very  nature  of 
things,  and  impracticable  in  itself;  but  to  punish  speculators^ 
forestallerSf  and  extortioners. 


AORIOULTURS. 

It  will  not  be  doubted  that,  with  reference  either  to  indivi- 
dual or  national  welfare,  agriculture  is  of  primary  importance. 
In  proportion  as  nations  advance  in  population  and  other  cir- 
cumstances of  maturity,  this  truth  becomes  more  i4)parent,  and 
renders  the  cultivation  of  the  soil  more  and  more  an  object  of 
public  patronage. 

The  life  of  the  husbandman,  of  all  others,  is  the  most  delight- 
ful. It  is  honorable,  it  is  amusing,  and,  with  judicious  man- 
agement, it  is  profitable. 

An  extensive  speculation,  a  spirit  of  gambling,  or  the  intro- 
duction of  anything  which  will  divert  our  attention  from  agri- 
culture, must  be  extremely  prejudicial,  if  not  ruinous,  to  us. 


WAB. 

My  first  wish  is,  to  see  this  plague  of  mankind  banished  from 
the  earth,  and  the  sons  and  daughters  of  this  world  employed 
in  more  pleasing  and  innocent  amusements  than  in  preparing 
implements,  and  exercising  them,  for  the  destruction  of  mankind 

For  the  sake  of  humanity,  it  is  devoutly  to  be  wished  that 
the  manly  employment  of  agriculture,  and  the  humanizing 
benefit  of  commerce  would  supersede  the  waste  of  war,  and 
the  rage  of  conquest ;  that  the  swords  might  be  turned  into 
ploughshares,  the  spears  into  pruning  hooks,  and,  as  the  Scrip- 
tures express  it,  "  the  nations  learn  war  no  more." 
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ALBXANDER  HAMILTON,  1767—1804. 

Tbis  most  distinguished  statesman,  Jurist,  soldier,  and  financier  was 
bom  in  Nevis,  one  of  the  West  India  Islands,  on  the  11th  of  January, 
1757.  At  the  age  of  sixteen,  he  came  with  his  mother  to  New  York, 
ai)d  soon  entered  Columbia  College.  He  remained,  however,  but  a 
short  time  here,  for  the  stirring  ante-revolutionarj  events  warmly 
excited  him,  and  called  him  from  these  academic  shades  into  the  du- 
ties and  dangers  of  military  life.  He  was  but  little  more  than  eighteen 
when  he  joined  the  army  as  a  captain  of  artillery,  and  at  twenty  had 
so  attracted  the  attention  of  Washington  by  his  writings  and  eloquence 
in  the  cause  of  independence,  that  he  selected  him  as  one  of  his  aids, 
with  the  rank  of  lieutenant-colonel.  He  remained  in  the  army  during 
the  war,  always  attached  to  the  staff  of  the  commander-in-chief,  pos- 
sessing his  warm  affection  and  entire  confidence,  and  being  consulted 
by  him  constantly  on  all  important  occasions.  In  1780,  he  was  married 
to  the  second  daughter  of  General  Schuyler.'  In  1782,  he  withdrew 
from  public  life,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  law  in  New  York. 
He  rose  rapidly  to  the  very  front  rank  of  the  profession,  and  was  again 
called  into  public  life,  by  being  elected  by  the  legislature  of  New  York 
to  the  Congress  of  Confederation  in  1782.  At  the  end  of  the  session, 
he  entered  again  into  the  active  duties  of  his  profession. 

But  a  man  of  such  consummate  abilities,  eloquence,  and  political 
wisdom  oould  not  long  remain  in  private  when  great  national  interests 
were  at  stake ;  and  accordingly  in  1787  he  was  elected  one  of  the  three 
delegates  to  the  Convention  for  the  formation  of  the  Federal  Constitu- 
tion. His  influence  in  this  body  is  well  and  justly  expressed  by  Gui- 
sot,  who  says :  "There  is  not  one  element  of  order,  strength,  or  dura- 
bility in  the  Constitution  which  he  did  not  powerfully  contribute  to 
introduce,  and  cause  to  be  adopted."  After  the  adjournment  of  the 
Convention,  and  when  the  Constitution  was  before  the  legislatures  of 
the  several  States  for  its  adoption,  he,  in  conjunction  with  Madison 
and  Jay,  wrote  a  series  of  papers  explaining  and  defending  the  various 
provisions  of  that  admirable  instrument.  These  essays  were  after- 
wards collected  and  published  in  a  volume  under  the  name  of  **  The 
Federalist,"'  and  constitute  one  of  the  most  profound  and  lucid  trea- 

•  8b«  ranrired  her  hoBband  for  half  a  oentnry,  dying  in  the  aatamn  of 
1864  at  the  advanced  age  of  ninety -six. 

*  Of  the  85  nambersy  61  were  written  by  Hamilton,  20  by  Madison,  and  5 
by  Jay.  See  account  under  Madixon's  life.  The  '* Federalist"  was  for  half 
a  century  a  text-book  in  our  beet  colleges. 
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tiB68  on  polliics  tliat  have  ever  been  written.  The  introduction  and 
ooncloslon  are  from  the  pen  of  Hamilton,  who  also  took  the  main  dis- 
oossion  of  the  important  points  in  respect  to  taxation  and  revenae, 
the  army  and  militia,  the  power  of  the  Executive,  and  the  Judiciary. 

Upon  the  organization  of  the  government,  Washington  showed  his 
estimation  of  Hamilton  by  appointing  him  to  fill  what  was  then  the 
most  important  i>ost— overwhelmed  as  we  were  by  debt — the  Seoretaiy 
of  the  Treasury.  His  various  reports,  while  he  filled  this  office,*  of 
plans  for  the  restoration  of  public  credit,  on  the  protection  and  encou- 
ragement of  manufactures,  on  the  necessity  and  constitutionality  of  a 
national  bank,  and  on  the  establishment  of  a  mint,  have  given  him 
the  reputation  of  one  of  the  first  statesmen  the  world  has  ever  seen.' 

While  Hamilton  was  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  there  were  numerous 
demagogues  who  were  active  in  their  efforts  to  embroil  us  in  a  foreign 
war,  the  French  Revolution  being  then  at  its  height.  But  this  pure 
and  lofty  statesman  not  only  advised  the  proclamation  of  neutrality, 
and  the  mission  of  John  Jay  to  England  to  conclude  a  i>ermanent  treaty 
with  that  people,  but  also  wrote  for  the  public  prints  a  series  of  admi- 
rable papers,  signed  "Pacificus"  and  "Camillus,"  which  had  a  control- 
ling  influence  on  the  public  mind,  and  which  are  still  regarded  as 
among  the  most  profound  commentaries  which  have  appeared  on  the 
principles  of  international  law  and  policy  to  which  they  had  relation. 

When,  during  the  presidency  of  John  Adams,  Washington  was  in- 
vited, on  a  prospect  of  an  attack  from  France,  to  the  command  of  the 
national  forces,  he  accepted  on  the  condition  that  Hamilton  should  be 
second  in  command.    What  higher  compliment  could  have  been  paid 

him? 

^ 

We  now  come,  with  sadness,  to  the  closing  period  of  Hamilton's  life. 
In  June,  1804,  that  talented  but  thoroughly  unprincipled  man,  Aaron 
Burr,  then  Vice-President  of  the  United  States,'  who  saw  that  Hamil- 
ton stood  in  the  way  of  his  ambitious  views,  and  who  for  some  time 
had  hunted  for  his  life,  addressed  to  him  a  letter  demanding  his  ao- 
knowledgment  or  denial  of  some  expressions  derogatory  to  his  character, 
wliichhe  had  heard  that  Hamilton  had  used.  This  demand  Hamilton 
and  all  his  friends  deemed  inadmissible,  and  Burr  sent  him  a  chal- 

» It  WM  in  allusion  to  these  masterly  state  papers  that  Daniel  Webster,  at  a 
pablio  dinner  in  New  York  in  1831,  aaid  :  <*He  smote  the  rook  of  the  national 
resources,  and  abundant  itreams  of  revenue  gushed  forth.  He  touched  the 
dead  corpse  of  the  public  credit,  and  it  sprung  upon  its  feet." 

s  He  was  subsequently  tried  for  treason  in  attempting  to  form  a  new  re- 
public ;  but  was  acquitted  for  the  want  of  legal  evidence  to  convict.  Hia 
feelings  seemed  to  be  those  of  Satan  :  "Better  to  reign  in  hell  than  serve  in 
heaven." 
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lenge.  .Thongh  opposed  to  daelUiig  on  principle,  lie  felt  that  his 
position  as  a  public  man,  and  his  high  rank  in  the  armj  of  the  United 
States,  demanded  its  acceptanee.  His  words,  as  fonnd  in  a  paper 
written  the  day  before  he  went  to  the  fktal  field,  are :  "The  ability  to 
be  in  future  nsefal,  whether  in  resisting  mischief  or  effecting  good  in 
those  crises  in  our  public  aifairs  which  seem  likely  to  happen,  would 
probably  be  inseparable  from  a  conformity  with  public  prejudice  in 
this  particular."  On  the  11th  of  July,  the  parties  met  at  Hoboken,  and 
Hamilton  fell,  mortally  wounded.  He  was  taken  home,  and  died  the 
next  day;  living  long  enough,  however,  to  disavow  all  intention  of 
taking  the  life  of  Burr,  and  to  declare  his  abhorrence  of  the  whole 
transaction.  Almost  his  last  words  were :  "  I  have  a  tender  reliance 
on  the  mercy  of  the  Almighty  through  the  merits  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ."* 

Next  to  Washington,  no  man  in  this  country  was  ever  so  universally 
mourned.  The  pulpit,  the  bar,  and  the  press  teemed  with  discourses 
conmiemorative  of  his  exalted  talents  and  services  and  virtues,  and 
every  one  felt  that  America  had  lost  her  greatest  m^u.  Said  the  great 
and  pious  Fisher  Ames :  "My  soul  stiffens  with  despair  when  I  think 
what  Hamilton  would  have  been !"' 


THB  ItEPUBLIOB  OF  QBIIOE  AND  ITALY. 

It  is  impossible  to  read  the  history  of  the  petty  republics  of 
Greece  and  Italy,  without  feeling  sensations  of  horror  and  dis- 
gust at  the  distractions  with  which  they  were  continually 

'  In  a  letter  to  a  friend ,  soon  after  HamUton's  death,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Mason 
thas  wrote:  "The  greatest  statesman  in  the  western  world,  perhaps  the 
greatest  man  of  the  age,  has  been  out  off  in  the  forty-eighth  year  of  his  life, 
by  the  marderous  arm  of  Vice-President  Barr.  The  death  of  Hamilton  has 
created  a  waste  in  the  sphere  of  intellect  and  probity  which  a  century  will 
hardly  fill  up.  He  has  left  none  like  him — no  second,  no  third — nobody  to 
put  us  in  mind  of  him.  Yon  can  hare  no  oonoeption  of  such  a  man  unless 
you  knew  him.  One  burst  of  grief  and  indignation  assails  the  murderer  ft-om 
erery  comer  of  the  eontinent.  Political  enemies  vie  with  friends  in  heaping 
honors  upon  his  memory." 

•  Read  Life  and  Works  by  his  son,  J  C.  Hamilton,  7  vols.  Eulogy  by  Rev. 
John  M.  Mason,  D.D.  Sketch  of,  by  Fisher  Ames.  "Korth  Am.  Review," 
liii.  70.  "American  Quarterly,"  xv.  311.  William  Coleman,  the  editor  of 
the  "New  York  Evening  Post,"  published  a  memorial  of  the  occasion  in  "  A 
CoHection  pf  Facts  and  Documents  relative  to  the  Death  bf  General  Alexan- 
der Hamilton,  with  Orations,  Sermons,  and  Eulogies."  A  work  of  great  in- 
terest and  value  has  recently  been  published,  entitled  "History  of  the  Repub- 
lic of  the  United  States  of  America,  as  traced  in  the  Writings  of  Alexander 
Hamilton  and  his  Contemporaries;  by  John  0.  Hamilton." 
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agitated,  and  at  the  rapid  saccession  of  revolations,  bj  whick 
they  were  kept  perpetually  vibrating  between  the  extremes  of 
tyranny  and  anarchy.  If  they  exhibit  occasional  calms,  these 
only  serve  as  short-lived  contrasts  to  the  farions  storms  that 
are  to  succeed.  If  now  and  then  intervals  of  felicity  open 
themselves  to  view,  we  behold  them  with  a  mixture  of  regret, 
arising  from  the  reflection  that  the  pleasing  scenes  before  us 
are  soon  to  be  overwhelmed  by  the  tempestuous  waves  of 
sedition  and  party  rage.  If  momentary  rays  of  glory  break 
forth  from  the  gloom,  while  they  dazzle  as  with  a  transient 
and  fleeting  brilliancy,  they  at  the  same  time  admonish  us  to 
lament  that  the  vices  of  government  should  pervert  the  direc- 
tion and  tarnish  the  lustre  of  those  bright  talents  and  exalted 
endowments  for  which  the  favored  soils  that  produced  them 
have  been  so  justly  celebrated. 

.  From  the  disorders  that  disfigure  the  annals  of  those  re* 
publics,  the  advocates  of  despotism  have  drawn  argomeotSy 
not  only  against  the  forms  of  republican  government,  but 
against  the  very  principles  of  civil  liberty.  They  have  decried 
all  free  governments  as  inconsistent  with  the  order  of  society, 
and  have  indulged  themselves  in  malicious  exultation  over  its 
friends  and  partisans.  Happily  for  mankind,  stupendous  fabrics, 
reared  on  the  basis  of  liberty,  which  have  flourished  for  ages, 
have,  in  a  few  instances,  refuted  their  gloomy  sophisms.  And 
I  trust  America  will  be  the  broad  and  solid  foundation  of  other 
edifices  not  less  magnificent,  which  will  be  equally  permanent 
monuments  of  their  error.  *  * 

For  the  science  of  politics,  like  most  other  sciences,  has 
received  great  improvement  The  efficacy  of  various  principles 
is  now  well  understood,  which  were  either  not  known  at  all,  or 
imperfectly  known  to  the  ancients.  The  regular  distribution 
of  power  into  distinct  departments — ^the  introduction  of  legis- 
lative balances  and  checks — ^the  institution  of  courts  composed 
x>f  judges  holding  their  offices  during  good  behavior — the  re* 
presentation  of  the  people  in  the  legislature,  by  deputies  of 
their  own  election — ^these  are  either  wholly  new  discoveries,  or 
have  made  their  principal  progress  towards  perfection  in  modem 
times.  They  are  means,  and  powerful  means,  by  which  the 
excellencies  of  republican  government  may  be  retained,  and 
its  imperfections  lessened  or  avoided. 
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THE  BXCELLENOT  OF  OUB  C0N8TITIITI0N. 

After  all  our  doobta,  our  suspicions,  and  specalations,  Mr. 
Chairman,  on  the  subject  of  goYemment,  we  must  return  at 
last  to  this  import<|int  truth,  that  when  we  have  formed  a  con- 
stitution upon  free  principles,  when  we  have  given  a  proper 
balance  to  the  different  branches  of  administration,  and  fixed 
representation  upon  pure  and  equal  principles,  we  may,  with 
safety,  furnish  it  with  all  the  powers  necessary  to  answer,  in 
the  most  ample  manner,  the  purposes  of  government.  The 
great  objects  to  be  desired  are  a  free  representation  and 
mutual  checks.  When  these  are  obtained,  all  our  apprehensions 
of  the  extent  of  powers  are  unjust  and  imaginary.  What,  then, 
is  the  structure  of  this  constitution  ?  One  branch  of  the  legis- 
lature is  to  be  elected  by  the  people — by  the  same-people  who 
choose  your  State  representatives.  Its  members  are  to  hold 
their  office  two  years,  and  then  return  to  their  constituents. 
Here,  sir,  the  people  govern  ;  here  they  act  by  their  immediate 
representatives.  You  have  also  a  senate,  constituted  by  your 
State  legislatures,  by  men  in  whom  you  place  the  highest  con- 
fidence, and  forming  another  representative  branch.  Then, 
again,  you  have  an  executive  magistrate,  the  president,  created 
by  a  form  of  election  which  merits  universal  admiration.  In 
the  form  of  this  government,  and  in  the  mode  of  legislation, 
yon  find  all  the  checks  which  the  greatest  politicians  and  the 
best  writers  have  ever  conceived.  What  more  can  reasonable' 
men  desire?  Is  there  any  one  branch  in  which  the  whole 
legislative  and  executive  powers  are  lodged  f  No.  The  legis- 
lative authority  is  lodged  in  three  distinct  branches,  properly 
balanced;  the  executive  authority  is  divided  between  two 
branches ;  and  the  judicial  is  still  reserved  for  an  independent 
body,  who  hold  their  offices  during  good  behavior.  This 
organization  is  so  complex,  so  skilfully  contrived,  that  it  is 
next  to  impossible  that  an  impolitic  or  wicked  measure  should 
pass  the  great  scrutiny  with  success.  Now,  what  do  gentle- 
men mean  by  coming  forward  and  declaiming  against  this 
government  f  Why  do  they  say  we  ought  to  limit  its  powers, 
to  disable  it,  and  to  destroy  its  capacity  of  blessing  the  people? 
Has  philosophy  suggested,  has  experience  taught,  that  such  a 
government  ought  not  to  be  trusted  with  everything  necessary 
for  the  good  of  society?  Sir,  when  you  have  divided  and 
nicely  bfJanced  the  departments  of  government;  when  you 
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have  strongly  connected  the  yirtue  of  your  rulers  with  their 
interest;  when,  in  short,  you  have  rendered  your  system  as 
perfect  as  human  forms  can  be— tou  must  place  oonfidencb, 

YOU  MUST  arVB  POWER. 


OHABAOTEB  OF  MAJOR  AND^B. 

There  was  something  singularly  interesting  in  the  character 
and  fortunes  of  Andre.  To  an  excellent  nnderstandiug,  well 
improved  by  education  and  travel,  he  united  a  peculiar  elegance 
of  mind  and  manners,  and  the  advantage  of  a  pleasing  person. 
'Tis  said  he  possessed  a  pretty  taste  for  the  fine  arts,  and  had 
himself  attained  some  proficiency  in  poetry,  music,  and  paint- 
ing. His  knowledge  appeared  without  ostentation,  and  em* 
bellished  by  a  diffidence  that  rarely  accompanies  so  inany 
talents  and  accomplishments,  which  left  you  to  suppose  more 
than  appeared.  His  sentiments  were  elevated,  and  inspired 
esteem;  they  had  a  softness  that  conciliated  affection.  His 
elocution  was  handsome ;  his  address  easy,  polite,  and  insinuat- 
ing. By  his  merit,  he  had  acquired  the  unlimited  confidence 
of  his  general,  and  was  making  a  rapid  progress  in  military 
rank  and  reputation.  But  in  the  height  of  his  career,  flushed 
with  new  hopes  from  the  execution  of  a  project  the  most  bene- 
ficial to  his  party  that  could  be  devised,  he  was  at  once  pre- 
cipitated from  the  summit  of  prosperity,  and  saw  all  the  ex- 
pectations of  his  ambition  blasted,  and  himself  ruined. 

The  character  I  have  given  of  him  is  drawn  partly  from 
what  I  saw  of  him  myself,  and  partly  from  information.  I  am 
aware  that  a  man  of  real  merit  is  never  seen  in  so  favorable  a 
light  as  through  the  medium  of  adversity;  the  clouds  that 
surround  him  are  shades  that  set  off  his  good  qualities.  Mis- 
fortune cuts  down  the  little  vanities  that,  in  prosperous  timea, 
serve  as  so  many  spots  in  his  virtues,  and  gives  a  tone  of 
humility  that  makes  his  worth  more  amiable.  If  is  spectators, 
who  enjoy  a  happier  lot,  are  less  prone  to  detract  from  it 
through  envy,  and  are  more  disposed,  by  compassion,  to  give 
him  the  credit  he  deserves,  and  perhaps  even  to  magnify  it 

I  speak  not  of  Andre's  conduct  in  this  affair  as  a  philosopher, 
but  as  a  man  of  the  world.  The  authorized  maxims  and  prac- 
tices of  war  are  the  satires  of  human  nature.  They  countenance 
almost  every  species  of  seduction  as  well  as  violence ;  and  the 
general  who  can  make  most  traitors  in  the  army  of  his  adver- 
sary is  frequently  most  applauded.     On  this  scale  we  acquit 
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Andre,  while  we  could  not  bat  condemn  him  if  we  were  to 
examine  his  conduct  by  the  sober  roles  of  philosophy  and 
moral  rectitude.  It  is,  however,  a  blemish  on  his  fame  that  he 
once  intended  to  prostitute  a  flag ;  about  this,  a  man  of  nice 
honor  ought  to  have  had  a  scruple ;  but  the  temptation  was 
great ;  let  his  misfortunes  cast  a  veil  over  his  error. 


OHABAOTEB  OF  OENZBAL  QBKENB. 

As  a  man,  the  virtues  of  Greene  are  admitted ;  as  a  patriot, 
he  holds  a  place  in  the  foremost  rank ;  as  a  statesman,  he  is 
praised;  as  a  soldier,  he  is  admired.  But,  in  the  two  last 
characters,  especially  in  the  last  but  one,  his  reputation  falls 
far  below  his  desert.  It  required  a  longer  life,  and  still  greater 
opportunities,  to  have  enabled  him  to  exhibit,  in  full  day,  the 
vast,  I  had  almost  said  the  enormous,  powers  of  his  mind. 

The  termination  of  the  American  war — ^not  too  soon  for  his 
wishes,  nor  for  the  wel&re  of  his  country,  but  too  soon  for  his 
glory — put  an  end  to  his  military  career.  The  sudden  ter- 
mination of  his  life  cut  him  off  from  those  scenes  which  the 
progress  of  a  new,  immense,  and  unsettled  empire  could  not 
fail  to  open  to  the  complete  exertion  of  that  universal  and  per- 
Tading  genius  which  qualified  him  not  less  for  the  senate  Uian 
for  the  field. 

In  forming  our  estimate,  nevertheless,  of  his  character,  we 
are  not  left  to  supposition  and  conjecture.  We  are  not  left  to 
Tague  indications  or  uncertain  appearances,  which  partiality 
might  varnish  or  prejudice  discolor.  We  have  a  succession  of 
deeds,  as  glorious  as  they  are  unequivocal,  to  attest  his  great- 
ness and  perpetuate  the  honors  of  his  name. 

It  is  an  observation,  as  just  as  it  is  common,  that  in  those 
great  revolutions  which  occasionally  convulse  society,  human 
nature  never  fails  to  be  brought  forward  in  its  brightest  as 
well  as  in  its  blackest  colors ;  and  it  has  very  properly  been 
ranked  not  among  the  least  of  the  advantages  which  com- 
pensate for  the  evils  they  produce,  that  they  serve  to  bring  to 
light  talents  and  virtues,  which  might  otherwise  have  lan- 
guished in  obscurity,  or  only  shot  forth  a  few  scattered  and 
wandering  rays. 

Nathaniel  Greene,  descended  from  reputable  parents,  but  not 
placed  by  birth  in  that  elevated  rank  which,  under  a  monarchy, 
is  the  only  sure  road  to  those  employments  that  give  activity 
and  scope  to  abilities,  must,  in  all  probability,  have  contented 
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himself  with  the  hamble  lot  of  a  private  citizen,  or,  at  -inost, 
with  the  contracted  sphere  of  an  elective  office  in  a  colonial 
and  dependent  government,  scarcely  conscious  of  the  resoorces 
of  his  own  mind,  had  not  the  violated  rights  of  his  conntrj 
called  him  to  act  a  part  on  a  more  splendid  and  more  ample 
theatre. 

Happily  for  America,  he  hesitated  not  to  obey  the  call. 
The  vigor  of  his  genius,  corresponding  with  the  importance  of 
the  prize  to  be  contended  for,  overcame  the  natural  moderation 
of  his  temper ;  and  though  not  hurried  on  by  enthusiasm,  but 
animated  by  an  enlightened  sense  of  the  value  of  free  govern- 
ment, he  cheerfully  resolved  to  stake  his  fortune,  his  hopes,  his 
life,  and  his  honor,  upon  an  enterprise,  of  the  danger  of  which 
he  knew  the  whole  magnitude — ^in  a  cause  which  was  worthy 
of  the  toils  and  of  the  blood  of  heroes. 

The  sword  having  been  appealed  to  at  Lexington  as  the 
arbiter  of  the  controversy  between  Great  Britain  and  America, 
Greene,  shortly  after,  marched,  at  the  head  of  a  regiment,  to 
join  the  American  forces  at  Cambridge,  determined  to  abide 
the  awful  decision. 

He  was  not  long  there  before  the  discerning  eye  of  the 
American  Fabius  marked  him  out  as  the  object  of  his  confi- 
dence. 

His  abilities  entitled  him  to  a  pre-eminent  share  in  the 
councils  of  his  Chief.  He  gained  it,  and  he  preserved  it, 
amidst  all  the  checkered  varieties  of  military  vicissitude,  and 
in  defiance  of  all  the  intrigues  of  jealous  and  aspiring  rivals. 

As  long  as  the  measures  which  conducted  us  safely  through 
the  first  most  critical  stages  of  the  war  shall  be  remembered 
with  approbation ;  as  long  as  the  enterprises  of  Trenton  and 
Princeton  shall  be  regarded  as  the  dawnings  of  that  bright 
day  which  afterwards  broke  forth  with  such  resplendent  lustre ; 
as  long  as  the  almost  magic  operations  of  the  remainder  of 
that  memorable  winter,  distinguished  not  more  by  these  events 
than  by  the  extraordinary  spectacle  of  a  powerful  army  strait- 
ened within  narrow  limits  by  the  phantom  of  a  military  force, 
and  never  permitted  to  transgress  those  limits  with  impunity, 
in  which  skill  supplied  the  place  of  means,  and  disposition  was 
the  substitute  for  an  army;  as  long,  I  say,  as  these  operations 
shall  continue  to  be  the  objects  of  curiosity  and  wonder,  so 
long  ought  the  name  of  Greene  to  be  revered  by  a  grateful 
country. 
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FISHER  AMES,  1768—1808. 

Fbw  stataBxnen  of  this  or  any  other  ooontry  have  passed  through  the 
perilous  arena  of  politics  with  a  character  and  reputation  so  unsullied 
as  Fisher  Ames.  He  was  the  youngest  son  of  Dr.  Fisher  Ames  of 
Dedham,  Massachusetts,  and  was  horn  in  that  ancient  town  April  9th, 
1758.  He  was  hut  six  years  old  when  he  lost  his  father;  hut  his  mo- 
ther,- as  if  *<  anticipating  the  future  lustre  of  the  jewel  committed  to 
her  care,"  struggled  hard  with  her  narrow  circumstances  in  order  to 
give  him  a  literary  education.  She  lived  to  he  a  witness  of  his  emi- 
nence, to  receive  the  expressions  of  his  filial  piety,  and  to  weep  over 
his  grave. 

At  the  completion  of  his  twelfth  year,  he  was  admitted  to  Harvard 
College,  where  he  distinguished  himself,  young  as  he  was,  for  his  stu- 
dious habits  and  his  classical  attainments ;  and  he  passed  through  that 
ordeal,  so  trying  for  young  men,  with  a  character  unstained  Ijy  any 
vice.  After  leaving  college,  deeming  himself  too  young  to  enter  at 
once  upon  the  profession  he  had  chosen — the  law— and  desirous  of 
aiding  his  mother  in  her  efforts  to  maintain  the  family,  he  engaged  in 
the  business  of  instruction,  and  for  three  or  four  years  employed  his 
time  partly  in  teaching  others,  and  partly  in  reviewing  his  studies  and 
adding  new  stores  to  his  stock  of  knowledge.  At  length  he  entered 
the  office  of  Wm.  Tudor,  Esq.,  of  Boston,  as  a  student  of  law,  and  in 
the  autumn  of  1781  commenced  practice  at  Dedham. 

Mr.  Ames  entered  xipon  his  professional  career  at  a  very  eventful  pe- 
riod of  our  history.  Though  the  contest  with  the  mother  country  had 
not  ended,  yet  the  surrender  of  Ck>mwallis  at  Yorktown  gave  clear 
indications  of  what  would  be  the  issue  of  the  conflict,  and  that  we 
should  soon  be  called  to  frame  for  ourselves  a  constitutional  govern- 
ment, "to  form  a  more  perfect  union  and  secure  the  blessings  of  liber- 
ty," and  to  take  our  place  among  the  nations  of  the  earth.  From  the 
outset  of  his  career  he  was  ever  the  warm,  consistent,  and  able  friend 
of  constitutional  liberty ;  and  when  resistance  to  law,  in  Massachusetts, 
broke  out  into  open  rebellion,  he  wrote  a  series  of  essays  in  the  '*  In- 
dependent Chronicle,"  published  in  Boston,  under  the  signatures  of 
'*  Lucius  Junius  Brutus"  and  "Camillus,"  to  animate  the  government 
to  decision  and  energy.  These  pieces  were  at  once  pronounced  to  be 
the  production  of  no  common  mind,  and  when  traced  to  Mr.  Ames  the 
eyes  of  leading  men  in  the  State  were  turned  to  him  as  one  destined 
to  render  the  most  important  services  to  his  country. 

9* 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


102  FISHEBAMS8.  [1758-1808. 

In  1788  he  was  ohoflen  as  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  Ck»ii- 
yention  for  ratifying  the  Federal  Constitution.  In  this  bodj  he  dis- 
played so  much  talent  and  sound  political  wisdom,  that  he  was  select- 
ed by  the  friends  of  the  then  new  government  to  assist  in  its  organ- 
isation, and  he  was  accordingly  chosen  the  first  representatiye  to 
Congress  from  the  district  of  Suffolk,  which  included  the  capital  of 
the  State.  During  the  whole  of  Washington's  administration,  he  con- 
tinued a  member  of  the  House  of  Representatives ;  and  though  his 
health  was  feeble,  he  took  an  active  and  responsible  part  in  eyery 
important  question,  and  gave  all  his  time  and  all  his  powers  to  public 
business ;  and  such  were  his  talents,  and  such  his  practical  wisdom, 
united  to  sound  moral  and  Christian  principles,  that  no  member  of 
the  House  exerted  a  greater  influence.  The  greatest  speech  that 
he  delivered  in  that  body,  and  indeed  the  speech  of  that  sessimi 
of  the  fourth  Congress,  was  that  on  the  appropriation  for  the  Brit- 
ish treaty,  more  generally  known  as  **  Jay's  treaty."^  For  many 
months  he  had  been  sinking  under  weakness,  and  though  he  had 
attended  the  long  and  interesting  debate  on  a  question  which  involved 
the  Constitution  and  the  peace  of  the  United  States,  it  was  feared  he 
would  be  unable  to  speak.  He  himself  had  no  design  of  speaking, 
feeling  himself  utterly  unable  for  the  effort.  But  when  the  time  oame 
for  taking  a  vote  so  big  with  consequences,  his  emotions  would  not 
suffer  him  to  be  silent ;  and,  pale,  weak,  and  emaciated  as  he  was,  he 
rose  and  delivered  that  speech,  which,  for  its  chaste  diction,  argument- 
ative reasoning,  high-toned  morality,  and  impassioned  eloquence,  has 
not  its  superior  in  our  legislative  history.  *^His  appearance,  his  situ- 
ation, the  magnitude  of  his  subject,  the  force  and  the  x>athos  of  his 
eloquence  gave  this  speech  an  extraordinary  power  over  the  feelings 
of  the  dignified  and  numerous  assembly  who  heard  it.  When  he  had 
finished,  a  member  in  opposition  moved  to  postpone  the  decisicm  on 
the  question,  that  they  might  not  vote  under  the  influence  of  a  sensi- 
bility which  their  calm  judgment  might  condemn." 

At  the  close  of  the  session,  in  the  spring  of  1796,  Mr.  Ames  travelled 
for  his  health,  which  he  regained  so  far  as  to  enable  him  to  attend 
the  next  session  of  Congress ;  after  which  he  declined  another  election, 
and  retired  to  his  favorite  residence,  '*  to  enjoy  repose  in  the  bosom  of 
his  family,  and  to  unite,  with  his  practice  as  a  lawyer,  those  rural 

*  It  was  delivered  April  28,  1796,  in  support  of  the  following  motion : — 
"Resolved,  That  it  is  expedient  to  pass  the  laws  necessary  to  carry  into 
effect  the  treaty  lately  concluded  between  the  United  States  and  the  King  of 
Qreat  Britain."     For  an  account  of  the  nature  and  character  of  this  cele- 
brated debate,  see  Note  2  at  the  bottom  of  the  next  page. 
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ooenpations  in  which  he  delighted."  His  interest  in  pnblio  affairs, 
however,  did  not  cease ;  and  his  pen  was  almost  constantly  employed 
in  writing  political  essays  for  the  papers  of  the  day,  in  defence  and 
support  of  the  principles  of  the  Federal  party,  of  which  he  was  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  members ;  and  when  Washington,  the  illnstri- 
ons  head  of  that  party,  died,  Mr.  Ames  pronounced  his  eulogy  before 
the  Legislature  of  Massachusetts. 

In  1804,  Mr.  Ames  was  chosen  President  of  Hanrard  College,  but  his 
feeble  health  would  not  allow  him  to  accept  the  high  honor.  At  length 
his  disease  began  to  make  more  rapid  strides.  With  great  calmness 
and  Christian  resignation  he  saw  his  end  approaching.  He  was  fully 
prei>ared  to  die.  He  had  lived  the  life  of  a  Christian,  and  his  faith 
g^w  stronger  and  stronger  as  his  body  grew  weaker;  and  on  the 
morning  of  the  4th  of  July,  1808,  the  birthday  of  that  country  which 
he  so  ardently  loved,  and  for  whose  best  interest  he  had  so  faithfully 
labored,  he  resigned  his  spirit  into  the  hands  of  Him  who  gave  it. 

Fisher  Ames  was  a  truly  great  man.  None  of  our  statesmen  have 
nni.ted,  to  talents  and  attainments  of  so  high  an  order,  a  private  cha- 
racter of  greater  purity,  or  a  sense  of  moral  and  religious  obligation 
more  deep.  He  was  a  great  student  of  the  Bible,  an  admirer  of  our 
translation  for  the  purity  of  its  English,  and  deeply  lamented  the 
growing  disuse  of  it  in  our  schools.  He  thought  that  children  should 
be  made  acquainted  with  its  important  truths,  and  said :  *<  I  will  hazard 
the  assertion  that  no  man  ever  did  or  ever  will  become  truly  eloquent 
without  being  a  constant  reader  of  the  Bible,  and  an  admirer  of  the 
beauty  and  sublimity  of  its  language."  "It  is  happy  for  mankind," 
gays  his  biographer,  "when  those  who  engage  admiration  deserve 
esteem ;  for  vice  and  folly  derive  a  pernicious  influence  trcm  an  alU- 
anoe  with  qualities  that  naturally  command  applause.  In  the  cha- 
racter of  lir.  Ames,  the  circle  of  the  virtues  seems  to  be  complete,  and 
each  virtue  in  its  proper  place."' 


THE  OBLIGATIONS  OF  NATIONAL  FAITH. 

Mr.  Chairman:  The  qaesiion  before  us  seems  at  last  to  re- 
solve itself  to  this :  Shall  we  break  the  treaty  ?«  The  treaty 

*  Read  the  Life  of  Mr.  Ames,  prefixed  to  his  Works,  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Kirk- 
land,  President  of  Harvard  University — one  of  the  best  written  pieces  of 
biography  in  our  language.  Also,  ' '  Works  of  Fisher  Ames,  with  a  Selection 
from  his  Speeches  and  Correspondence.  Edited  by  his  son,  Seth  Ames."  2 
vols.    Boston. 

*  The  debate  in  the  Honse  of  Representatives  apon  Jay  >  celebrated  treaty 
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18  bad,  fatally  bad,  is  the  cry.  It  sacrifices  the  interest,  the 
honor,  the  independence  of  the  United  States,  and  the  faith  of 
oar  engagements  to  France.  If  we  listen  to  the  clamor  of 
party  intemperance,  the  eyils  are  of  a  number  not  to  be  coanted, 
and  of  a  natnre  not  to  be  borne,  even  in  idea.  The  langaage 
of  passion  and  exaggeration  may  silence  that  of  sober  reason, 
in  other  places ;  it  has  not  done  it  here.  The  question  here 
is,  whether  the  treaty  be  really  so  very  fatal  as  to  oblige  the 
nation  to  break  its  faith. 

I  lay  down  two  rales,  which  ought  to  guide  us  in  this  ease. 
The  treaty  must  appear  to  be  bad,  not  merely  in  the  petty  de- 
tails, but  in  its  character,  principle,  and  mass  ;  and  in  the  next 
place,  this  ought  to  be  ascertained  by  J^he  decided  and  general 
concurrence  of  the  enlightened  public.  I  confess,  there  seems 
to  me  something  very  like  ridicule  thrown  over  the  debate,  by 
the  discussion  of  the  articles  in  detail. 
^  The  undecided  point  is,  shall  we  break  our  faith  ?  and  while 
our  country  and  enlightened  Europe  await  the  issue,  with  more 
than  curiosity,  we  are  employed  to  gather  piece-meal,  and  arti- 
cle by  article,  from  the  instrument,  a  justification  for  the  deed, 
by  trivial  calculations  of  commercial  profit  and  loss.  This  is 
little  worthy  of  the  subject,  of  this  body,  or  of  the  nation.  ^  If 
the  treaty  is  bad,  it  will  appear  to  be  so  in  its  mass.  Evil,  to 
a  fatal  extreme,  if  that  be  its  tendency,  requires  no  proof;  it 
brings  it.  Extremes  speak  for  themselves,  and  make  iheir  own 
law.  Few  men  of  any  reputation  for  sense,  among  those  who 
say  the  treaty  is  bad,  will  put  that  reputation  so  much  at  haz- 
ard as  to  pretend  that  it  is  so  extremely  bad  as  to  warruit  and 
require  a  violation  of  the  public  faith. 

In  the  next  place,  will  the  state  of  public  opinion  justify  the 
deed  ?  '  No  government,  not  even  a  despotism,  will  break  its 

is  perhapf  the  most  memorable  that  eyer  oooarred  in  that  body,  and,  we  may 
add,  one  of  the  most  important ;  for  the  great  question  was  disoossed .^whether 
a  treaty  would  be  yalid  without  the  approbation  of  the  House.  Those  who 
were  in  the  affirmatire  of  this  question  argued,  from  the  Constitution,  that 
the  treaty  was  already  made,  and  could  not  be  broken  without  breaking  the 
faith  of  the  nation  ;  for  the  Constitution  rests  the  power  of  making  treaties 
in  the  President,  by  and  with  the  adyioe  and  consent  of  the  Senate.  Those 
in  the  negative  argued  that  if  the  President  and  Senate  could  make  treaties 
without  the  assistance  of  the  House,  they  might  absorb  all  legislative  power. 
The  treaty  itself,  too,  was  made  a  subject  of  great  animadversion  by  one  party. 
For  a  comprehensive  account  of  the  whole  debate,  see  *'  Pitkin's  Political  and 
Civil  History  of  the  United  States,*'  vol.  ii.,  page  442.  Suffice  it  to  say  that 
mature  reflection  has  shown  that  the  treaty  obtained  as  much  for  us  as,  from 
all  circumstances,  we  could  expect,  and  that  the  power  of  making  treaties  it 
wholly  independent  of  the  popular  branch  of  the  legislature. 
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faith  withojnt  some  pretext,  and  it  most  be  plausible — ^it  must 
be  such  as  will  carry  the  poblic  opinion  along  with  it.  Reasons 
of  policy,  if  not  of  morality,  dissnade  even  Tnrkey  and  Algiers 
from  breaches  of  treaty  in  mere  wantonness  of  perfidy,  in  open 
contempt  of  the  reproaches  of  their  subjects.  Surely,  a  popu- 
lar government  will  not  proceed  more  arbitrarily,  as  it  is  more 
free ;  nor  with  less  shame  or  scruple  in  proportion  as  it  has 
better  morals.  It  will  not  proceed  against  the  faith  of  treaties 
at  all,  unless  the  strong  and  decided  sense  of  the  nation  shall 
pronounce,  not  simply  that  the  treaty  is  not  advantageous,  but 
that  it  ought  to  be  broken  and  annulled. 

Why,  Mr.  Chairman,  do  the  opposers  of  this  treaty  complain 
that  the  West  Indies  are  not  laid  open  ?  Why  do  they  lament 
that  any  restriction  is  stipulated  on  the  commerce  of  the  East 
Indies  ?  Why  do  they  pretend  that  if  they  reject  this,  and  in- 
sist upon  more,  more  will  be  accomplished  ?  Let  us  be  ex- 
plicit :  more  would  not  satisfy.  If  all  was  granted,  would  not 
a  treaty  of  amity  with  Great  Britain  still  be  obnoxious  f  Have 
we  not  this  instant  heard  it  urged  against  our  envoy  that  he 
was  not  ardent  enough  in  his  hatred  of  Great  Britain  ?  A  treaty 
of  amity  is  condemned  because  it  was  not  made  by  a  foe,  and 
in  the  spirit  of  one.  The  same  gentleman,  at  the  same  instant, 
repeats  a  very  prevailing  objection,  that  no  treaty  should  be 
made  with  the  enemy  of  France.  No  treaty,  exclaim  others, 
should  be  made  with  a  monarch  or  a  despot ;  there  will  be  no 
naval  security  while  those  sea-robbers  domineer  on  the  ocean  : 
their  den  must  be  destroyed ;  that  nation  must  be  extirpated. 

I  like  this,  sir,  because  it  is  sincerity.  With  feelings  such 
as  these,  we  do  not  pant  for  treaties.  Such  passions  seek  no- 
thing, and  will  be  content  with  nothing,  but  the  destruction  of 
their  object.  If  a  treaty  left  King  George  his  island,  it  would 
not  answer — no,  not  if  he  stipulated  to  pay  rent  for  it.  It  has 
even  been  said,  the  world  ought  to  rejoice  if  Britain  was  sunk 
in  the  sea ;  if,  where  there  are  now  men,  and  wealth,  and  laws, 
and  liberty,  there  was  no  more  than  a  sandbank  for  the  sea- 
monsters  to  fatten  on ;  a  space  for  the  storms  of  the  ocean  to 
mingle  in  conflict. 

PATBIOnSM. 

•  What  is  patriotism?  Is  it  a  narrow  affection  for  the  spot 
where  a  man  was  born  f  Are  the  very  clods  where  we  tread 
entitled  to  this  ardent  preference,  because  they  are  greener  f 
No,  sir ;  this  is  not  the  character  of  the  virtue,  and  it  soars 
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higher  for  its  object.  '  It  is  an  extended  self-love,  mingling 
with  all  the  enjoyments  of  life,  and  twisting  itself  with  the 
minutest  filaments  of  the  heart.  It  is  thns  we  obey  the  laws 
of  society,  because  they  are  the  laws  of  virtue.  In  their 
authority  we  see,  not  the  array  of  force  and  terror,  but  the 
venerable  image  of  our  country's  honor.  *  Every  good  citizen 
makes  that  honor  his  own,  and  cherishes  it  not  only  as  precious, 
but  as  sacred.  He  is  willing  to  risk  his  life  in  its  defence,  and 
is  conscious  that  he  gains  protection  while  he  gives  it ;  for, 
what  rights  of  a  citizen  will  be  deemed  inviolable  when  a  State 
renounces  the  principles  that  constitute  their  security  1  Or,  if 
his  life  should  not  be  invaded,  what  would  its  enjoyments  be, 
in  a  country  odious,  in  the  eyes  of  strangers,  and  dishonored 
in  his  own  ?  Gould  he  look  with  affection  and  veneration  to 
such  a  country  as  his  parent  f  The  sense  of  having  one  would 
die  within  him ;  he  would  blush  for  his  patriotism,  if  he  retained 
any,  and  justly,  for  it  would  be  a  vice.  He  would  be  a  banished 
man  in  his  native  land. 


WASHINOTON  AS  A  OIYIUAN. 

However  his  military  fame  may  excite  the  wonder  of  man- 
kind, it  is  chiefly  by  his  civil  magistracy  that  Washington's  ex- 
ample will  instruct  them.  Great  generals  have  arisen  in  all  ages 
of  the  world,  and  perhaps  most  in  those  of  despotism  and  dark- 
ness. In  times  of  violence  and  convulsion,  they  rise,  by  the 
force  of  the  whirlwind,  high  enough  to  ride  in  it  and  direct  the 
storm.  Like  meteors,  they  glare  on  the  black  clouds  wiUi  a 
splendor  that,  while  it  dazzles  and  terrifies,  makes  nothing 
visible  but  the  darkness.  The  fame  of  heroes  is  indeed  grow- 
ing vulgar ;  they  multiply  in  every  long  war ;  they  stand  in 
history,  and  thicken  in  their  ranks,  almost  as  undistinguished 
as  their  own  soldiers.  * 

But  such  a  chief  magistrate  as  Washington  appears  like  the 
pole-star,  in  a  clear  sky,  to  direct  the  skilful  statesman.  His 
presidency  will  form  an  epoch,  and  be  distinguished  as  the  age 
of  Washington.  Already  it  assumes  its  high  place  in  the 
political  region.  Like  the  milky  way,  it  whitens  along  its 
allotted  portion  of  the  hemisphere.  The  latest  generations  of 
men  will  survey,  through  the  telescope  of  history,  the  space 
where  so  many  virtues  blend  their  rays,  and  delight  to  separate 
them  into  groups  and  distinct  virtues.  As  the  best  illustration 
of  them,  the  living  monument  to  which  the  first  of  patriots 
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would  have  chosen  to  consign  his  fame,  it  is  my  earnest  prayer 
to  heaven  that  oor  country  may  snbsist,  even  to  that  late  day^ 
in  the  plenitude  of  its  liberty  and  happiness,  and  mingle  its 
mild  glory  with  Washington's. 


OHABACrXB  or  THE  NEWSPAPSR  PRESS. 

It  seems  as  if  newspaper  wares  were  made  to  suit  a  market 
as  mnch  as  any  other.  The  starers,  and  wonderers,  and  gapers 
engross  a  very  large  share  of  the  attention  of  all  the  sons  of 
the  type.  Extraordinary  events  multiply  upon  us  surprisingly. 
Gazettes,  it  is  seriously  to  be  feared,  will  not  long  allow  room 
to  anything  that  is  not  loathsome  or  shocking.  A  newspaper 
IS  pronounced  to  be  very  lean  and  destitute  of  matter  if  it  con- 
tains no  account  of  murders,  suicides,  prodigies,  or  monstrous 
birtha. 

Some  of  these  tales  excite  horror,  and  others  disgust ;  yet 
the  fashion  reigns,  like  a  tyrant,  to  relish  wonders,  and  almost 
to  relish  nothing  else.  Is  this  a  reasonable  taste  ?  or  is  it  mon- 
strous and  worthy  of  ridicule  J  Is  the  history  of  Newgate  the 
only  one  worth  reading  ?  Are  oddities  only  to  be  hunted?-  Pray 
tell  us,  men  of  ink,  if  our  free  presses  are  to  diffuse  information, 
and  we,  the  poor,  ignorant  people,  can  get  it  no  other  way 
than  by  newspapers,  what  knowledge  we  are  to  glean  from  the 
blunderinjg  lies,  or  the  tiresome  truths  about  thunder-storms, 
that,  strange  to  tell,  kill  oxen  or  bum  bams. 

Surely,  extraordinary  events  have  not  the  best  title  to  our 
studious  attention.  To  study  nature  or  man,  we  ought  to  know 
things  that  are  in  the  ordinary  course,  not  the  unaccountable 
things  that  happen  out  of  it. 

This  countiy  is  said  to  measure  seven  hundred  millions  of 
acres,  and  is  inhabited  by  almost  six  millions  of  people.  Who 
can  doubt,  then,  that  a  great  many  crimes  will  be  committed, 
and  a  great  many  strange  things  will  happen  every  seven 
years  ?  There  will  be  thunder-showers  that  will  split  tough 
white  oak  trees ;  and  hail-storms  that  will  cost  some  farmers 
ibe  full  amount  of  twenty  shillings  to  mend  their  glass  windows ; 
tiiere  will  be  taverns,  and  boxing-matches,  and  elections,  and 
gouging,  and  drinking,  and  love,  and  murder,  and  running  in 
debt,  and  ranning  away,  and  suicide.  Now,  if  a  man  supposes 
eight,  or  ten,  or  twenty  dozen  of  these  amusing  events  will 
happen  in  a  single  year,  is  he  not  just  as  wise  as  another  man 
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who  reads  fifty  colamns  of  amazing  particulars,  and,  of  ooinse, 
knows  that  they  have  happened  ? 

This  State^  has  almost  one  hundred  thousand  dwelling- 
houses ;  it  would  be  strange  if  all  of  them  should  escape  fire 
for  twelve  months.  Tet  is  it  very  profitable  for  a  man  to  be- 
come a  deep  student  of  all  the  accidents  by  which  they  are 
consumed  ?  He  should  take  good  care  of  his  chimney  comer, 
and  put  a  fender  before  the  back-log,  before  he  goes  to  bed. 
Having  done  this,  he  may  let  his  aunt  or  grandmother  read  by 
day,  or  meditate  by  night,  the  terrible  newspaper  articles  of 
fires ;  how  a  maid  dropped  asleep  reading  a  romance,  and  the 
bed-clothes  took  fire ;  how  a  boy,  searching  in  a  garret  for  a 
hoard  of  nuts,  kindled  some  flax ;  and  how  a  mouse,  warming 
his  tail,  caught  it  on  fire,  and  carried  it  into  his  hole  in  the 
floor. 

Some  of  the  shocking  articles  in  the  papers  raise  simple, 
and  very  simple,  wonder ;  some,  terror ;  and  some,  horror  and 
disgust  •  Now,  what  instruction  is  there  in  these  endless  won- 
ders 1  Who  is  the  wiser  or  happier  for  reading  the  accounts 
of  them  ?  On  the  contrary,  do  they  not  shock  tender  minds, 
and  addle  shallow  brains  ?  They  make  a  thousand  old  maids, 
and  eight  or  ten  thousand  booby  boys,  afraid  to  go  to  bed 
alone.  Worse  than  this  happens ;  for  some  eccentric  minds 
are  turned  to  mischief  by  such  accounts  as  they  receive  of 
troops  of  incendiaries  burning  our  cities ;  the  spirit  of  imita- 
tion is  contagious,  and  boys  are  found  unaccountably  bent  to 
do  as  men  do.  When  the  man  flew  from  the  steeple  of  the 
North  Church,  fifty  years  ago,  every  unlucky  boy  thought  of 
nothing  but  flying  firom  a  sign-post. 

Every  horrid  story  in  a  newspaper  produces  a  shock ;  but, 
after  some  time,  this  shock  lessens.  At  length,  such  stories  are 
so  far  from  giving  pain  that  they  rather  raise  curiosity,  and  we 
desire  nothing  so  much  as  the  particulars  of  terrible  tragedies. 
The  wonder  is  as  easy  as  to  stare,  and  the  most  vacant  mind  is 
the  most  in  need  of  such  resources  as  cost  no  trouble  of  scm* 
tiny  or  reflection ;  it  is  a  sort  of  food  for  idle  curiosity,  that  is 
ready  chewed  and  digested. 

Now,  Messrs.  Printers,  I  pray  the  whole  honorable  crafl  to 
banish  as  many  murders,  and  horrid  accidents,  and  monstrous 
births,  and  prodigies,  from  their  gazettes,  as  their  readers  will 
permit  them,  and,  by  degrees,  to  coax  them  back  to  contemplate 
life  and  manners,  to  consider  common  events  with  some  com* 

^  Massaohiifletts. 
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moo  sense,  and  to  stndj  natore  where  she  can  be  known,  rather 
than  in  those  of  her  ways  where  she  really  is,  ot  is  represented 
to  be,  inexplicable. 

Boston  Palladium,  October,  1801. 


CHARACTER  OP  HAMILTON.  '* 

In  all  the  different  stations  in  which  a  life  of  active  nsefol- 
ness  placed  Hamilton,  we  find  him  not  more  remarkably  disiin- 
guished  by  the  extent,  than  by  the  variety  and  versatility,  of  his 
talents.  •  In  evtry  place  he  made  it  apparent  that  no  other  man 
conld  have  filled  it  so  well ;  and  in  times  of  critical  importance, 
in  which  alone  he  desired  employment,  his  services  were  justly 
deemed  absolutely  indispensable.  As  Secretary  of  the  Treasury, 
his  was  the  powerful  spirit  that  presided  over  the  chaos. 

**  Confasion  heard  his  voice,  and  wild  Uproar 
Stood  ruled." 

Indeed,  in  organizing  the  federal  government,  in  1T89,  every 
man  of  either  sense  or  candor  will  allow,  the  difficulties  seemed 
greater  than  the  first-rate  abilities  conld  surmount.  *  The  event 
has  shown  that  his  abilities  were  greater  than  those  difficnlties. 
«He  surmounted  them ;  and  Washington's  administration  was 
the  most  wise  and  beneficent,  the  most  prosperous,  and  ought 
to  be  the  most  popular,  that  ever  was  intrusted  with  the  affairs 
of  a  nation.  Great  as  was  Washington's  merit,  much  of  it  in 
plan,  much  in  execution,  will  of  course  devolve  upon  his 
minister. 

Asa  lawyer,  his  comprehensive  genius  reached  the  principles 
of  his  profession;  he  compassed  its  extent,  he  fathomed  its 
profound,  perhaps,  even  more  familiarly  and  easily  than  the 
rules  of  its  practice.  With  most  men  law  is  a  trade ;  with  him 
it  was  a  science. 

tAs  a  statesman,  he  was  not  more  distinguished  for  the  great 
extent  of  his  views,  than  by  the  caution  with  which  he  provided 
against  impediments,  and  the  watchfulness  of  his  care  over  the 
right  and  liberty  of  the  subject.  In  none  of  the  many  revenue 
bills  which  he  framed,  though  committees  reported  them,  is 
there  to  be  found  a  single  clause  that  savors  of  despotic  power ; 
not  one  that  the  sagest  champions  of  law  and  liberty  would,  on 
that  ground,  hesitate  to  approve  and  adopt. 

It  is  rare  that  a  man  who  owes  so  much  to  nature  descends 
to  seek  more  from  industry ;  but  he  seemed  to  depend  on  in- 
10 
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dastrj  as  if  nature  had  done  nothing  for  him.  His  habita  of 
investigation  were  very  remarkable ;  his  mind  seemed  to  ding 
to  his  subject  till  he  had  exhausted  it.  Hence  the  uncommoD 
superiority  of  his  reasoning  powers-ra  superiority  that  seemed 
to  be  augmented  from  every  source,  and  to  be  fortified  by  every 
auxiliary— learning,  taste,  wit^  imagination,  and  eloquence. 
These  were  embellished  and  enforced  by  his  temper  and  manners, 
by  his  fame  and  his  virtues.  It  is  difficulty  in  Uie  midst  of  such 
various  excellence,  to  say  in  what  particular  the  effect  of  his 
greatness  was  most  manifest.  No  man  more  promptly  discerned 
truth;  no  man  more  clearly  displayed  it;  it  was  not  merely 
made  visible — it  seemed  to  come  bright  with  illumination  from 
his  lips.  But,  prompt  and  clear  as  he  was — fervid  as  Demos- 
thenes, like  Cicero  full  of  resource — ^he  was  not  less  remarkable 
for  the  copiousness  and  completeness  of  his  argument,  that  left 
little  for  cavil,  and  nothing  for  doubt  Some  men  take  their 
strongest  argument  as  a  weapon,  and  use  no  other ;  but  he  left 
nothing  to  be  inquired  for — nothing  to  be  answered.  He 
not  only  disarmed  his  adversaries  of  their  pretexts  and  objec- 
tions, but  he  stripped  them  of  all  excuse  for  having  urged  them ; 
he  confounded  and  subdued  as  well  as  convinced.  He  indemni- 
fied them,  however,  by  making  his  discussions  a  complete  map 
of  his  subject;  so  that  his  opponents  might,  indeed,  feel 
ashamed  of  their  mistakes,  but  they  could  not  repeat  them. 
In  fact,  it  was  no  common  effort  that  could  preserve  a  really 
able  antagonist  from  becoming  his  convert;  for  the  truth, 
which  his  researches  so  distinctly  presented  to  the  understand- 
ing of  others,  was  rendered  almost  irresistibly  commanding 
and  impressive,  by  the  love  and  reverence  which,  it  was  ever 
apparent,  he  profoundly  cherished  for  it  in  his  own.  While 
patriotism  glowed  in  his  heart,  wisdom  blended  in  his  speech 
her  authority  with  her  charms. 

Unparalleled  as  were  his  services,  they  were  nevertheless  no 
otherwise  requited  than  by  the  applause  of  all  good  men,  and 
by  his  own  enjoyment  of  the  spectacle  of  that  national  pros- 
perity and  honor  which  was  the  effect  of  them.  After  facing 
calumny,  and  triumphantly  surmounting  an  unrelenting  persecu- 
tion, he  retired  from  office  with  clean  though  empty  hands,  as 
rich  as  reputation  and  an  unblemished  integrity  could  make  him. 

The  most  substantial  glory  of  a  country  is  in  its  virtuous 
great  men ;  its  prosperity  will  depend  on  its  docility  to  learn 
horn  their  example.  That  nation  is  fated  to  ignominy  and 
servitude,  for  which  such  men  have  lived  in  vain.     Power  may 
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be  seized  by  a  nation  that  is  yet  barbarous ;  and  wealth  may 
be  enjoyed  by  one  that  it  finds  or  renders  sordid ;  the  one  is 
the  gift  and  the  sport  of  accident,  and  the  other  is  the  sport 
of  power.  Both  are  matable,  and  hare  passed  away  without 
leaving  behind  them  any  other  memorial  than  mins  that  offend 
taste,  and  traditions  that  baffle  conjecture.  Bat  the  glory  of 
Greece  is  imperishable,  or  will  last  as  long  as  learning  itself, 
which  is  its  monament;  it  strikes  an  everlasting  root,  and  bears 
perennial  blossoms  on  its  grave.  The  name  of  Hamilton  would 
have  honored  Greece  in  the  age  of  Aristides.  *  May  Heaven, 
the  guardian  of  our  liberty,  grant  that  our  country  may  be 
fruitful  of  Hamiltons,  and  faithful  to  their  glory  1 


JOSEPH  DENNIE,  1768—1812, 

A  WOBK  upon  American  Literatare  professing  any  degree  of  com- 
pleteness should  contain  a  notice  of  the  author  of  the  *'  Lay  Preacher,'* 
not  80  mnch  from  any  extraordinary  merit  in  his  writings,  as  from  his 
position  and  inflnence  in  his  day  as  a  man  of  letters.  He  was  bom 
in  Boston,  on  the  30th  of  August,  1768,  and  in  1775  his  father,  who 
had  been  a  merchant,  remoyed  to  Lexington.  In  1787  he  entered  the 
Sophomore  class  in  Harvard  University,  and  soon  after  leaving  college 
became  a  student  of  law  in  the  office  of  Benjamin  West,  at  Charlestown, 
N.  H.  After  completing  his  studies,  he  opened  an  office  at  Walpole. 
But  he  soon  became  disgusted  with  the  profession,  and,  resolving  to 
devote  his  time  to  letters,  went  to  Boston  in  the  spring  of  1795,  and 
established  a  weekly  paper  called  *^  The  Tablet."  But  it  lived  scarcely 
three  months,  and  Dennie  then,  upon  invitation,  returned  to  Walpole, 
and  became  the  editor  of  the  *' Farmer's  Museum."  Here  he  com- 
menced the  essays  entitled  "The  Lay  Preacher,"  which  laid  the 
foundation  of  his  literary  reputation. 

In  the  year  1799,  he  removed  to  Philadelphia,  having  been  appointed 
private  secretary  of  Mr.  Pickering,  at  that  time  Secretary  of  State. 
In  the  latter  part  of  the  year  1800,  he  published  a  *' Prospectus  of  a 
weekly  paper,  entitled  Thb  Portfolio."  Drawn  up  in  the  best  style 
of  the  author,  indicating  a  familiar  acquaintance  with  the  best  writers 
in  the  various  departments  of  polite  literature,  and  inviting  the  oo- 
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operation  of  men  of  letters  generallj,  it  was  hailed  with  enthnsiasm 
hy  every  class  of  readers ;  and  the  periodioal  was  commenced  on  the 
3d  of  January,  1801,  with  an  extensive  patronage.* 

To  Dennie  the  path  to  honorable  independence  was  now  fairl j  open, 
but  unfortnnatelj  he  had  not  resolution  to  sacrifice,  to  the  laudable 
ambition  to  gain  it,  those  habits  which  embittered  the  latter  part  of 
his  life.  This  has  been  called  "the  gay  period  of  his  career."  His 
charms  of  conversation  were  such  that  he  was  the  delight  of  every 
circle  where  wit  and  urbanity  were  the  passports  of  admission.  He 
counted  among  his'  warm  friends  a  number  of  young  aspirants  for 
literary  fame,  and  his  table  abounded  with  contributions  for  the  "Port- 
folio." It  may  be  easily  imagined,  therefore,  that  one  of  his  habits 
would  not  require  much  persuasion  to  exchange  the  labor  of  composi- 
tion for  the  easier  employment  of  selection.  Hence  we  find  that,  in 
the  whole  course  of  his  editorship  of  the  Portfolio,  including  a  period 
of  twelve  years,  there  are  scarcely  as  many  original  essays  from  his 
pen.  In  his  gayety  he  lost  the  author.'  His  cultivated  taste  and  va- 
rious reading  in  polite  literature  enabled  him  to  produce  a  miscellany 
which  obtained  immediately  a  wide  circulation ;  and  he  might  have 
lived  in  the  placid  enjoyment  of  fame  and  fortune,  if  the  finest  gifts 
of  nature  could  supply  the  want  of  prudence.  As  it  was,  after  editing 
the  "  Portfolio"  for  eleven  years,  he  died  in  absolute  poverty  on  the  7th 
of  January,  1812,  though  enough  to  give  him  a  moderate  competency 
was  owing  to  him  from  subscribers  who,  year  after  year,  had  perused 
with  delight  the  unpaid-for  volumes.     He  was  buried  in  the  ground  of 

'  It  was  published  weekly  in  qnarto  form,  eight  pages  eonstitating  a  nmn- 
ber.  It  was  thus  continued  for  five  years,  forming  5  volumes,  to  the  close  of 
the  year  1805— a  volume  each  year.  It  was  then  changed  to  the  octavo  form, 
of  16  pages,  and  also  published  weekly,  and  thus  continued  for  three  years, 
to  the  close  of  1808,  forming  6  volumes,  numbered  1  to  6.  At  the  beginning 
of  the  year  1809,  it  was  changed  to  a  monthly  magaiine  of  about  116  pagee, 
and  thus  continued  through  1812,  when  Dennie  died,  forming  for  the  four 
years  8  volumes,  numbered  1  to  8.  It  was  published,  in  the  same  form,  under 
the  editorship  of  Nicholas  Biddle  and  Paul  Allen,  for  1813  and  1814,  and  of 
Dr.  Charles  Caldwell  for  1815— -three  years — forming  6  volumes,  numbered 
1  to  6.  In  1816  it  was  published  by  Mr.  Harrison  Hall,  and  edited  by  his 
brother,  John  £.  Hall,  Esq.,  who  kept  it  till  1819 — four  years.  This  series 
formed  8  volumes,  numbered  1  to  8.  The  last  volume,  the  34th  of  the 
whole,  was  published  in  two  numbers,  and  then  this  periodioal,  so  celebrated 
in  its  day,  and  which  exerted  no  small  influence  on  our  country's  character, 
closed  its  varied  career.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  there  should  have 
been  so  much  irr^ijpilarity  in  numbering  the  volumes  of  this  work.  There 
are  four  "new  series,"  and  five  different  first,  second,  third,  fourth,  and 
fifth  volumes — so  that  if  one  is  directed  to  volume  second,  for  instance,  for 
any  article,  he  may  have  to  examine  five  different  volumes  before  he  can 
find  it. 

»  Life  by  John  B.  Hall,  in  the  "  PhUadelphia  Souvenir." 
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St.  Peter's  Church,  Philadelphia,  where,  a  few  years  after,  a  monmnent 
was  placed  over  his  grave.' 

It  has  been  onstomary  of  late  years  to  depreciate  the  "Portfolio." 
This  we  deem  tinjnst ;  and  think  it  must  be  done  by  those  who  have 
not  read  its  pages ;  for  we  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  it  will  bear 
a  farorable  comparison  with  any  similar  contemporaneous  periodical, 
English  or  American.  It  had  not,  indeed,  the  learning  nor  the  variety 
of  the  "Gentleman's  Magazine,"  but  that  had  been  published  nearly 
half  a  century  when  the  "Portfolio"  was  commenced.  But,  by  its 
talent,  vivacity,  taste,  and  variety,  it  did  more,  perhaps,  than  any 
other  publication  of  that  time,  on  this  side  the  Atlantic,  to  refine  the 
taste  of  the  people,  and  to  g^ve  a  relish  for  choice  reading  and  for  lite- 
rary pursuits. 

NIGHT. 

"Watchman,  what  of  the  night?" — Isaiah  xxi.  11. 

To  this  query  of  Isaiah,  the  watchman  replies,  "  that  the 
morDiDg  cometh,  and  also  the  night."     The  brevity  of  this  an- 

'  The  foUowing  is  the  inscription  upon  his  tombstone ;  bat  there  is  a  mis- 
take in  it — for  "Lexington"  it  shoald  read  Boston. 
"JOSEPH  DENNIS, 
Bom  at  Lexington,  in  Massachusetts, 
Angnst  30th,  1768, 
Died  at  Philadelphia,  January  7th,  1812. 
Endowed  with  talents,  and  qaalified 
By  Education , 
To  adorn  the  Senate  and  the  Bar, 
Bat  following  the  impulse  of  a  genius, 
Formed  for  converse  with  the  Muses, 
He  devoted  his  life  to  the  Literature  of 
His  country. 
As  Author  of  the  Lay  Preacher, 
And  as  first  Editor  of  the  Portfolio, 
He  contributed  to  chasten  the  morals,  and  to 
Refine  the  taste  of  the  nation. 
To  an  imagination  lively,  not  licentious, 
A  wit  sportive,  not  wanton, 
And  a  heart  without  guile, 
He  united  a  deep  sensibility  which 
Endeared  him  to  his  friends. 
And  an  ardent  pietr,  which,  we  humbly  trust, 
Recommended  him  to  his  God ; 

Those  friends  have  erected 

This  tribute  of  their  affection 

To  his  memory. 

To  the  mercies  of  that  God  is  their  resort 

For  themselves  and  for  him. 

MDCCCXIX." 

10* 
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swer  has  left  it  involved  in  something  of  the  obacority  of  the 
season  when  it  was  given.  I  think  that  night,  however  sooty 
and  ill-favored  it  may  be  pronounced  by  those  who  were  bom 
under  a  day-star,  merits  a  more  particular  description.  I  feel 
peculiarly  disposed  to  arrange  some  ideas  in  favor  of  this  sea- 
son. I  know  that  the  majority  are  literally  blind  to  its  merits ; 
they  must  be  prominent,  indeed,  to  be  discerned  by  the  closed 
eyes  of  the  snorer,  who  thinks  that  night  was  made  for  nothing 
but  sleep.  But  the  student  and  the  sage  are  willing  to  believe 
that  it  was  formed  for  higher  purposes ;  and  that  it  not  only 
recruits  exhausted  spirits,  but  sometimes  informs  inquisitive, 
and  amends  wicked  ones. 

Duty,  as  well  as  inclination,  urges  the  Lay  Preacher  to  ser- 
monize while  others  slumber.  To  read  numerous  volumes  in 
the  morning,  and  to  observe  various  characters  at  noon,  wUl 
leave  but  little  time,  except  the  night,  to  digest  the  one,  or 
speculate  upon  the  other.  The  night,  therefore,  is  often  dedi- 
cated to  composition,  and  while  the  light  of  the  paly  planets 
discovers  at  his  desk  the  Preacher,  more  wan  than  tney,  he 
may  be  heard  repeating  emphatically  with  Dr.  Toung : — 

"  Darkness  has  muoh  Divinity  for  me." 

He  is  then  alone,  he  is  then  at  peace.  No  companions  near 
but  the  silent  volumes  on  his  shelf;  no  noise  abroad  but  the 
click  of  the  village  clock,  or  the  bark  of  the  village  dog.  The 
deacon  has  then  smoked  his  sixth  and  last  pipe,  and  asks  not 
a  question  more  concerning  Josephus,  or  the  Church.  Still- 
ness aids  study,  and  the  sermon  proceeds.  Such  being  the 
obligations  to  night,  it  would  be  ungrateful  not  to  acknowledge 
them.  As  my  watchful  eyes  can  discern  its  dim  beauties,  my 
warm  heart  shall  feel,  and  my  prompt  pen  shall  describe,  the 
uses  and  the  pleasures  of  the  nocturnal  hour. 

Watchman,  what  of  the  night  ?  I  can  with  propriety  imagine 
this  question  addressed  to  myself.  I  am  a  professed  lucubrator, 
and  who  so  well  qualified  to  delineate  the  sable  hours  as 

"  A  meagre,  muse-rid  mope,  adust  and  thin  ?" 

However  injuriously  night  is  treated  by  the  sleepy  moderns, 
the  vigilance  of  the  ancients  could  not  overlook  its  benefits  and 
joys.  In  as  early  a  record  as  the  book  of  Genesis,  I  find  that 
Isaac,  though  he  devoted  his  assiduous  days  to  action,  reserved 
speculation  till  night.  "  He  went  out  to  meditate  in  the  field 
at  the  eventide."  He  chose  that  sad,  that  solemn  hour,  to  re- 
flect upon  the  virtues  of  a  beloved  and  departed  mother.     The 
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tamolt  and  glare  of  day  sailed  not  with  the  sorrow  of  his  sonl. 
He  had  lost  his  most  amiable,  most  genuine  friend,  and  his  nn- 
ostentations  grief  was  eager  for  privacy  and  shade.  Sincere 
sorrow  rarely  snflers  its  tears  to  be  seen.  It  was  natural  for 
Isaac  to  select  a  season  to  weep  in,  which  should  resemble 
"the  color  of  his  fate."  The  darkness,  the  solemnity,  the 
stillness  of  the  eve  were  favorable  to  his  melancholy  purpose. 
He  forsooli,  therefore,  the  bustling  tents  of  his  father,  the 
pleasant  ''  south  country,''  and  ''  well  of  Lahairoi ;"  he  went 
out  and  pensively  meditated  at  the  eventide. 

The  Grecian  and  Roman  philosophers  firmly  believed  that 
'*  the  dead  of  midnight  is  the  noon  of  thought."  One  of  them 
is  beautifully  described  by  the  poet  as  soliciting  knowledge 
from  the  skies,  in  private  and  nightly  audience,  and  that  neither 
bis  theme,  nor  his  nightly  walks  were  forsaken  till  the  sun  ap- 
peared and  dimmed  his  "  nobler  intellectual  beam."  We  un- 
doubtedly owe  to  the  studious  nights  of  the  ancients  roost  of 
their  elaborate  and  immortal  productions.  Among  them  it  was 
necessary  that  every  man  of  letters  should  trim  the  midnight 
lamp.  The  day  might  be  given  to  the  forum  or  the  circus, 
but  the  night  >vas  the  season  for  the  statesman  to  project  his 
schemes,  and  for  the  poet  to  pour  his  verse. 

Night  has  likewise,  with  great  reason,  been  considered  in 
every  age  as  the  astronomer's  day.  Young  observes,  with 
energy,  that  "  an  undevout  astronomer  is  mad.^^  The  privilege 
of  contemplating  those  brilliant  and  numerous  myriads  of  planets 
which  bedeck  our  skies,  is  peculiar  to  night,  and  it  is  our  duty, 
both  as  lovers  of  moral  and  natural  beauty,  to  bless  that  season 
when  we  are  indulged  with  such  a  gorgeous  display  of  glitter- 
ing and  useful  light.  It  must  be  confessed  that  the  seclusion, 
calmness,  and  tranquillity  of  midnight,  is  most  friendly  to  seri- 
ons,  and  even  airy  contemplations. 

I  think  it  treason  to  this  sable  power,  who  holds  divided 
empire  with  day,  constantly  to  shut  our  eyes  at  her  approach. 
To  long  sleep,  I  am  decidedly  a  foe.  As  it  is  expressed  by  a 
quaint  writer,  we  shall  all  have  .enough  of  that  in  the  grave. 
Those  who  cannot  break  the  silence  of  night  by  vocal  throat 
or  eloquent  tongue,  may  be  permitted  to  disturb  it  by  a  snore. 
But  he,  among  my  readers,  who  possesses  the  power  of  fancy 
and  strong  thought,  should  be  vigilant  as  a  watchman.  Let 
him  sleep  abundantly  for  health,  but  sparingly  for  sloth.  It  is 
better,  sometimes,  to  consult  a  page  of  philosophy  than  the 
pillow. — Lay  Preacher, 
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SPBING. 

"  Truly  the  light  is  sweet,  and  a  pleasant  thing  it  is  for  the  eyea  to 
behold  the  sun." — ^Eoclbsiajstes  xi.  7. 

The  sensitive  Gray,  in  a  frank  letter  to  his  friend  West, 
assnres  him  that,  when  the  sun  grows  warm  enongh  to  tempt 
him  from  the  fireside,  he  will,  like  all  other  things,  be  the  bet- 
ter for  his  influence ;  for  the  snn  is  an  old  friend,  and  an  excel- 
lent nurse.  This  is  an  opinion  which  will  be  easily  entertained 
by  every  one  who  has  been  cramped  by  the  icy  hand  of  Winter, 
and  who  feels  the  gay  and  renovating  influence  of  Spring.  In 
those  mournful  months  when  vegetables  and  animals  are  alike 
coerced  by  cold,  man  is  tributary  to  the  howling  storm  and  the 
sullen  sky,  and  is,  in  the  pathetic  phrase  of  Johnson,  a  **  slave 
to  gloom."  But  when  the  earth  is  disencumbered  of  her  load 
of  snows,  and  warmth  is  felt,  and  twitting  swallows  are  heard, 
he  is  again  jocund  and  free.  Nature  renews  her  charter  to 
her  sons,  and  rejoicing  mortals,  in  the  striking  language  of  the 
poet,  "  revisit  light,  and  feel  its  sovereign,  vital  lamp."  Hence 
is  enjoyed  in  the  highest  luxury, 

"  Day,  and  the  sweet  approach  of  even,  and  mom, 
And  sight  of  vernal  bloom,  and  summer's  rose. 
And  flocks,  and  herds,  and  human  face  divine." 

It  is  nearly  impossible  for  me  to  convey  to  my  readers  an 
idea  of  the  "  vernal  delight"  felt,  at  this  period,  by  the  Lay 
Preacher,  far  declined  in  the  vale  of  years.  My  spectral  figure, 
pinched  by  the  rude  gripe  of  January,  becomes  as  thin  as  that 
**  dagger  of  lath"  employed  by  the  vaunting  Falstaff ;  and  my 
mind,  affected  by  the  universal  desolation  of  Winter,  is  nearly 
as  vacant  of  joy  and  bright  ideas  as  the  forest  is  of  leaves,  and 
the  grove  is  of  song. 

Fortunately  for  my  happiness,  this  is  only  periodical  spleen. 
Though,  in  the  bitter  months,  surveying  my  extenuated  body, 
I  exclaim,  with  the  melancholy  prophet,  "My  leanness,  my 
leanness,  wo  unto  me  1"  and  though,  adverting  to  the  state  of 
my  mind,  I  behold  it  "all  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain,"  yet, 
when  April  and  May  reign  in  sweet  vicissitude,  I  give,  like 
Horace,  care  to  the  winds,  and  perceive  the  whole  system  ex- 
cited by  the  potent  stimulus  of  sunshine. 

An  ancient  bard,  of  the  happiest  descriptive  powers,  and 
who  noted  objects  not  only  with  the  eye  of  a  poet,  but  with 
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the  accuracy  of  a  philosopher,  says,  in  a  short  poem  devoted 
to  the  praises  of  mirth,  that 

"  Toang  and  old  come  forth  to  play, 
On  a  sunshine  holiday." 

In  merry  Spring-time,  not  only  birds,  but  melancholic  old 
fellows  like  myself,  sing.  The  san  is  the  poet's,  the  invalid's, 
and  the  hypochondriac's  friend.  Under  clement  skies  and 
genial  snnshine,  not  only  the  body  is  corroborated,  but  the 
mind  is  vivified,  and  the  heart  becomes  "  open  as  day."  I  may 
be  considered  fancifnl  in  the  assertion,  bnt  I  am  positive  that 
many  who,  in  November,  December,  January,  February,  and 
March,  read  nothing  but  Mandeville,  Kochefoucault,*  and 
Hobbes,  and  cherish  malignant  thoughts,  at  the  expense  of 
poor  human  nature,  abjure  their  evil  books  and  sour  theories 
when  a  softer  season  succeeds.  I  have  myself,  in  winter,  felt 
hostile  to  those  whom  I  could  smile  upon  in  May,  and  clasp  to 
my  bosom  in  June.  Our  moral  qualities  as  well  as  natural 
objects  are  affected  by  physical  laws,  and  I  can  easily  conceive 
that  benevolence,  no  less  than  the  sunflower,  flourishes  and  ex- 
pands under  the  luminary  of  day. 

With  unaffected  earnestness,  I  hope  that  none  of  my  readers 
will  look  upon  the  agreeable  visitation  of  the  sun,  at  this  beau- 
teous season,  as  the  impertinent  call  of  a  crabbed  monitor,  or 
an  importunate  dun.  I  hope  that  none  will  churlishly  tell  him 
"how  they  hate  his  beams."  I  am  credibly  informed  that 
several  of  my  city  friends,  many  fine  ladies,  and  the  worshipful 
society  of  loungers,  consider  the  early  call  of  the  above  red' 
faced  personage  as  downright  intrusion.  It  must  be  confessed 
that  he  is  fond  of  prying  into  chambers  and  closets,  but  not, 
like  a  rude  s^rcher,  or  libertjne  gallant,  for  injurious  or  licen- 
tious purposes.  His  designs  are  beneficent,  and  he  is  one  of 
the  warmest  friends  in  the  world. 

Notwithstanding  his  looks  are  sometimes  a  little  suspicions, 
and  he  presents  himself  with  the  fiery  eye  and  flushed  cheek  of 
a  jolly  toper ;  yet  this  is  only  a  new  proof  of  the  fallacy  of 
physiognomy,  for  he  is  the  most  regular  being  in  the  universe. 
He  keeps  admirable  hours,  and  is  steady,  diligent,  and  punc- 
tual to  a  proverb.  Conscious  of  his  shining  merit,  and  dazzled 
by  his  regal  glory,  I  must  rigidly  inhibit  all  from  attempting 
to  exclude  his  person.  I  caution  sluggards  to  abstain  from 
the  use  of  shutters,  curtains,  and  all  other  villanous  modes  of 


*  Pron.  Rosh'-foo-co. 
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insulting  mj  ardent  friend.  My  little  garden — my  only  sup- 
port— and  myself,  are  equally  the  object  of  his  care ;  and  were 
it  not  for  the  constant  loan  of  his  great  lamp,  I  could  not  always 
see  to  write  7^  Lay  Preacher. 


JOSEPH  S.  BUCKMINSTER,  1784-1812. 

Joseph  Stevbnb  Bcckminster  was  bom  in  Portsmouth,  New  Hamp- 
shire, May  26, 1784.  His  ancestors,  both  by  his  fiather's  and  his  mother's 
side,  for  several  generations,  were  clergymen.  His  father,  Dr.  Buck- 
minster,  was  for  a  long  time  a  minister  of  Portsmouth,  and  was  es- 
teemed one  of  the  most  eminent  clergymen  of  the  State.  His  mother, 
the  granddaughter  of  Dr.  Stevens,  of  Kittery,  was  a  woman  of  an 
elegant  and  cultivated  mind,  and,  though  dying  while  the  subject 
of  this  memoir  was  very  young,  she  had  made  such  impressions  on 
his  mind  and  heart  as  most  deeply  and  permanently  affected  his  cha- 
racter. 

Mr.  Buckminster  was  a  striking  example  of  the  early  development 
of  talents.  There  was  no  period,  after  his  earliest  infancy,  when  he 
did  not  impress  on  all  who  saw  him  a  conviction  of  the  certainty  of 
his  future^  eminence.  It  is  said  that  he  began  to  study  the  Latin 
grammar  at  four  years  of  age,  and  even  then  discovered  that  love  for 
books  and  ardent  thirst  for  knowledge  which  he  possessed  through 
life.  He  received  his  education  preparatory  for  college  at  Exeter 
Academy,  New  Hampshire,  under  the  care  of  the  venei^ble  Dr.  Ben- 
jamin Abbot — that  prince  of  schoolmasters,  for  whom  all  his  pupils 
ever  entertained  the  highest  veneration  and  esteem.  At  the  age  of 
thirteen  he  entered  Harvard  University,  nearly  a  year  in  advance,  and 
at  once  took  the  highest  rank  as  a  scholar,  which  he  continued  through- 
out his  whole  collegiate  career  to  maintain — a  career  as  honorable  to 
his  moral  principles  as  it  was  to  his  intellectual  powers.  He  never 
incurred  any  college  censure ;  and  it  may  be  said  of  him,  as  has  been 
remarked  of  a  kindred  genius,  that  "  he  did  not  need  the  smart  of 
guilt  to  make  him  virtuous,  nor  the  regret  of  folly  to  make  him  wise.*** 

In  1800,  he  received  the  honors  of  the  University,  and  entered  at 
once  upon  the  study  of  theology,  for  which  he  had  an  inclination  at 

*  Eirkland'8  Life  of  Fisher  Ames. 
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an  earlj  age.  After  fonr  jears  of  very  faithful  study,  in  which 
he  had  made  attainments  of  an  extent  and  variety  rareljr  met  with  in 
one  so  joong,  he  was  invited,  in  October,  1804,  to  preach  at  the  Brattle 
Street  Chnroh,  Boston.  He  accepted  the  invitation,  and,  after  preach- 
ing for  a  few  weeks,  was  invited  bj  that  ohorch  to  become  their  min- 
ister, and  was  ordained  January  30, 1805.  Of  the  style,  the  learning, 
and  the  unction  of  his  sermons  at  this  time,  all  who  heard  him  spoke 
in  the  highest  terms.  "The  most  refined  and  the  least  cultivated 
equally  hung  upon  his  lips.  The  attention  of  the  thoughtless  was 
fixed.  The  gayety  of  youth  was  composed  to  seriousness.  The  mature, 
the  aged,  the  most  vigorous  and  enlarged  minds,  were  at  once  charmed| 
instructed,  and  improved." 

But  a  cloud  was  soon  to  overshadow  this  fair  prospect,  for,  in  October 
of  that  year,  he  was  attacked  by  a  fit  of  epilepsy,  brought  on  by  too 
intense  application  to  his  studies.  In  the  spring  of  1806,  the  increase 
of  this  fatal  malady  induced  his  friends  to  insist  upon  his  taking  a 
voyage  to  Europe.  He  consented,  and  embarked  in  May  of  that  year, 
for  Liverpool.  He  spent  some  time  in  London,  passed  over  to  the 
Continent,  ascended  the  Rhine,  made  the  tour  of  Switzerland,  visited 
Paris,  returned  to  London  in  February,  1807,  went  through  England, 
Scotland,  and  Wales,  embarked  at  Liverpool  in  August,  and  reached 
home  in  Septem'ber.  He  was  welcomed  by  his  congregation  with  un- 
abated affection,  and  returned  to  all  the  duties  of  his  office  with  re- 
doubled activity.  This  he  flattered  himself  he  could  safely  do,  from 
the  increased  vigor  and  improved  health  which  his  visit  to  Europe  had 
given  to  him.  But  the  result  proved  all  the  fond  hopes  his  friends 
had  cherished  of  a  life  of  prolonged  usefulness,  to  be  vain.  For  a  few 
years  he  continued  to  labor  in  his  professional  duties  with  unabated 
industry,  and  was  continually  filling  a  larger  space  in  the  public  eye, 
when,  in  the  midst  of  all  his  usefulness  and  activity,  and  when  he  was 
especially  interesting  to  his  friends,  he  was  suddenly  cut  down.  A 
violent  attack  of  his  old  disorder  at  once  made  a  total  wreck  of  his 
intellect,  and,  after  lingering  for  a  few  days,  during  which  he  had  not 
even  a  momentary  interval  of  reason,  he  sank  under  its  force,  June 
9, 1812,  having  just  completed  his  twenty-eighth  year. 

Few  men  ever  died  more  lamented  by  the  community  in  which  they 
had  lived,  than  Mr.  Buckmiuster.  His  death  was  felt  by  all  classes, 
and  by  all  sects  of  Christians,  to  be  a  great  public  loss ;  for  he  was 
eminently  a  good  as  well  as  a  great  man.  His  life  was  one  of  uniform 
purity  and  rectitude,  of  devotion  to  his  Master^s  service,  of  disinte- 
rested seal  for  the  good  of  mankind.  It  was  the  great  object  of  his 
ministerial  labors  to  produce  that  practical  religion  of  heart  and  life 
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wbioh  is  explained  in  the  teaching  and  iUnstrated  in  the  example  of 
the  Savioar.  As  a  scholar,  Professor  Norton  remarks :  ''There  is  no 
question  that  he  was  one  of  the  most  eminent  men  whom  onr  coontiy 
has  produced.  In  the  time  which  was  left  him  hy  his  manj  inter- 
ruptions, he  had  acquired  such  a  varietj  of  knowledge  that  one  could 
hardly  converse  with  him  on  any  subject  connected  with  his  profes- 
sion, or  with  the  branches  of  elegant  literature,  without  haying  some 
new  ideas  suggested,  without  receiving  some  information,  or  being,  at 
least,  directed  how  to  obtain  it.  Yet  he  did  not  labor  to  acquire  learn- 
ing merely  for  the  sake  of  exhibiting  it  to  the  wonder  of  others,  but 
his  studies  were  all  for  profit  and  usefulness.  Of  hia  public  discourses 
I  do  not  fear  speaking  with  exaggerated  praise.  To  listen  to  them  was 
the  indulgence  and  gratification  of  our  best  afifections.  It  was  to  fol- 
low in  the  triumph  of  religion  and  virtue.  ...  He  was,  beyond  all 
question,  to  be  placed  in  the  first  rank  of  those  by  whom  we  have  been 
best  instructed  in  truth,  and  most  animated  in  virtue."' 


THE  FOBOE  OF  HABIT. 

To  form  a  vicions  habit  is  one  of  the  easiest  processes  in 
nature.  Man  comes  into  a  world  where  sin  is,  in  many  of  its 
various  forms,  originally  pleasant,  and  where  evil  propensities 
may  be  gratified  at  small  expense.  The  necessary  indulgence 
of  appetite,  and  the  first  nse  of  the  senses,  woald  make  as  all 
sensaal  and  selfish  from  oar  birth,  if  the  kind  provision  which 
Heaven  has  made,  of  snfifering,  of  instruction,  and  of  varioas 
discipline,  did  not  sometimes  break  the  propensities  which  we 
bring  with  as  from  the  cradle.  Nothing  is  required  bat  to 
leave  man  to  what  is  called  the  state  of  nature,  to  make  him 
the  slave  of  habitual  sensuality. 

But,  even  after  the  mind  is  in  some  degree  fortified  by  edu- 
cation, and  reason  has  acquired  a  degree  of  force,  the  ease  with 
which  a  bad  habit  can  be  acquired  is  not  less  to  be  lamented. 
If,  indeed,  the  consequence  were  to  straggle  with  sin,  iu  fair, 
open,  and  direct  contest,  it  would  not  so  often  and  so  readily 
yield.  But  sin  enters  not  by  breach  or  escalade,  but  by  cun- 
ning or  treachery.  It  presents  itself  not  as  sin,  but  as  inno- 
cence, when  your  watchfalness  is  hushed  to  sleep,  or  the  eye 

^  1  Bead  a  memoir  prefixed  to  his  works,  2  vols.,  Boston,  1839;  also,  an  ar- 
ticle in  tbe  "North  American  Beview,"  x.  204;  but  above  all,  "Memoirs  of 
the  Bev.  Joseph  Buckminster,  D.  D.,  and  of  his  son,  Bev.  Joseph  Stevens 
Buckminster,"  by  Eliza  B.  Lee. 
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of  reason  diyeried.  Vice  gains  its  power  by  insinnaiion.  It 
winds  gently  ronnd  the  soul  without  being  felt^  till  its  twines 
become  so  nnmeroas  tiiat  the  sinner,  like  the  wretched  Laocoon, 
writhes  in  vain  to  extricate  himself,  and  his  faculties  are  crushed, 
at  length,  in  the  folds  of  the  serpent. 

If  &e  first  entrance  of  vice  is  so  easy,  every  successive  act, 
which  is  to  form  the  habit,  is  easier  than  the  last.  The  taste 
of  pleasure  provokes  the  appetite.  If  conscience  receive  no 
aid,  when  the  temptation  returns  the  victory  will  be  easier,  and 
the  triumph  more  complete.  If  no  evil  consequences  imme- 
diately follow,  if  the  sentence  of  reproach,  of  infamy,  or  of 
natural  punishment  be  not  speedily  executed,  conscience,  thus 
unsupported,  is  not  heard  or  not  credited.  If,  however,  re- 
proach should  follow,  or  infamy  be  apprehended,  the  culprit 
may  either  be  driven  to  the  society  of  the  shameless,  or  attempt 
some  new  vice,  to  conceal,  or  varnish,  or  vindicate  the  former. 

This  leads  me  to  observe,  further,  that  no  evil  habit  can  long 
exist  alone.  Vice  is  prolific.  It  is  no  solitary  invader.  Ad- 
mit one  of  its  train,  and  it  immediately  introduces,  with  an 
irresistible  air  of  insinuation,  the  multitude  of  its  fellows,  who 
promise  you  liberty,  but  whose  service  is  corruption,  and  whose 
waees  is  death.  "Enter  not,"  then,  '4nto  the  path  of  the 
wicked,  and  go  not  in  the  way  of  evil  men.  Avoid  it,  pass  not 
by  it,  turn  from  it,  and  pass  away." 


PAEENTAL  EXAMPLE. 

Before  I  conclude,  however,  I  cannot  but  make  one  remark, 
of  great  practical  importance,  that,  though  a  child  may  be  se- 
cured from  the  contagion  of  innumerable  examples  of  depravity 
in  others,  one  unequivocal  violation  of  rectitude,  discovered  in 
the  parent,  may  paralyze  the  influence  of  all  past  and  all  future 
instraction.  What,  then,  is  not  to  be  apprehended  from  an 
habitual  transgression  of  the  laws  of  virtue  1  Ton  cannot,  you 
will  not,  put  lessons  into  your  children's  hands,  every  line  of 
which  condemns  you;  you  will  not  hear  them  read  from  books 
whose  pure  pages  make  you  blush ;  you  will  not  teach  them 
prayers,  who  never  heard  you  pray;  nor  send  them  regularly 
to  the  weekly  services  of  the  sanctuary,  to  see  your  seats  empty, 
utd  hear  your  irreligious  habits  condemned.  This,  I  acknow- 
ledge, would  be  too  much  to  expect  of  you.  Walk,  then, 
within  your  houses,  with  a  perfect  heart.  Then  may  you  teach 
diligently  to  your  children  tiie  holy  truths  atid  precepts  of  your 
11 
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religion.  Yon  will  neither  be  nnwilling  to  talk  of  them,  ''when 
thon  sittest  in  thine  honse,  when  thon  wiJkest  by  the  wsj,  whes 
ihon  liest  down,  nor  when  thou  risest  up;''  ''that  the  generation 
to  come  may  know  them,  even  the  children  which  shall  be  bom, 
who  shall  arise  and  declare  them  to  their  children,"  and  their 
children  to  another  generation. 


TEMPTATIONS  OP  THE  YOUNG. 

It  is  true  that  every  age  and  employment  has  its  snares,  but 
the  feet  of  the  yoang  are  most  easily  entrapped.  Issoing 
forth,  as  yon  do,  in  the  morning  of  life,  into  the  wide  field  ci 
existence,  where  the  flowers  are  all  open,  it  is  no  wonder  that 
yon  plnck  some  that  are  poisonous.  Tasting  every  golden 
fmit  that  hangs  over  the  garden  of  life,  it  is  no  wonder  that 
yon  shonld  find  some  of  the  most  tempting,  hollow  and  mouldy. 
Bat  the  peculiar  characteristic  of  your  age,  my  yonng  friends, 
is  impetuosity  and  presumptuonsness.  You  are  withont  can^ 
tion,  because  without  experience.  You  are  precipitate,  because 
you  have  enjoyed  so  long  the  protection  of  others  that  yon  have 
yet  to  learn  to  protect  yourselves.  You  grasp  at  every  plea- 
sure, because  it  is  new,  and  every  society  charms  with  a  fresh- 
ness which  you  will  be  surprised  to  find  gradually  wearing 
away.  Young  as  you  are  upon  the  stage,  there  seems  to  be 
little  for  you  to  know  of  yourselves ;  therefore  you  are  con- 
tented to  know  little,  and  the  world  will  not  let  you  know 
more  till  it  has  disappointed  you  oftener. 

Entering,  then,  into  life,  you  will  find  every  rank  and  occu- 
pation environed  with  its  peculiar  temptations ;  and,  withont 
some  other  and  higher  principle  than  that  which  influences  a 
merely  worldly  man,  you  are  not  a  moment  secure.  Yon  are 
poor,  and  you  think  pleasure  and  fashion  and  ambition  will 
disdain  to  spread  their  snares  for  so  ignoble  a  prey.  It  is 
true,  they  may.  But  take  care  that  dishonesty  does  not  dazsle 
you  with  an  exhibition  of  sudden  gains.  Take  care  that  want 
does  not  disturb  your  imagination  by  temptations  to  fraad. 
Distress  may  drive  you  to  indolence  and  despair,  and  these 
united  may  drown  yon  in  intemperance.  Even  robbexy  and 
murder  have  sometimes  stalked  in  at  the  breach  which  poverty 
or  calamity  has  left  unguarded.  You  are  rich,  and  yon  thtnk 
that  pride  and  a  just  sense  of  reputation  will  preserve  you  from 
the  vices  of  the  vulgar.  It  is  true,  ^ey  may ;  and  you  may  be 
ruined  in  the  progress  of  luxury,  and  lost  to  society,  and,  at 
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last,  to  God,  while  sleeping  in  the  lap  of  the  moat  flattering 
and  enervating  abundance. 

The  last  resource  against  temptation  is  prayer.  Escaping, 
then,  from  joor  tempter,  fly  to  God.  Cultivate  the  habit  of 
devotion.  It  shall  be  a  wall  of  fire  around  jou,  and  jour 
glory  in  the  midst  of  you.  To  this  practice  the  nneorrnpted 
sentiments  of  the  heart  impel  you,  and  invitations  are  as  nume- 
rous as  they  are  merciful  to  encourage  you.  When  danger 
has  threatened  your  life,  you  have  called  upon  God.  When 
disease  has  wasted  your  health,  and  you  have  felt  the  tomb 
opening  under  your  feet,  you  have  called  upon  God.  When 
yon  have  apprehended  heavy  misfortunes,  or  engaged  in  hazard* 
ous  enterprises,  you  have,  perhaps,  resorted  to  God  to  ask  his 
blessing.  Bat  what  are  all  these  dangers  to  the  danger  which 
yonr  virtue  may  be  called  to  encounter  on  your  first  entrance 
into  Hfe  1  In  habitual  prayer  you  will  find  a  safeguard.  Y09 
will  find  every  good  resolution  fortified  by  it,  and  every  seduc- 
tion losing  its  power,  when  seen  in  the  new  light  which  a  short 
communion  with  Heaven  affords.  In  prayer  you  will  find  that 
a  state  of  mind  is  generated  which  will  shed  a  holy  influence 
over  the  whole  character ;  and  those  temptations  to  which  yon 
were  just  yielding  will  vanish,  with  all  their  allurements,  when 
the  day-star  of  devotion  rises  in  your  hearts. 


AOnVE  AND  INACTIVE  LEABNINQ. 

The  history  of  letters  does  not,  at  this  moment,  suggest  to 
me  a  more  fortunate  parallel  between  the  effects  of  active  and 
of  inactive  learning  than  in  the  well-known  characters  of  Cicero 
and  Atticus.  Let  me  hold  them  up  to  your  observation,  not 
becaose  Cicero  was  faultless,  or  Atticus  always  to  blame,  but 
because,  like  you,  they  were  the  citizens  of  a  republic  They 
Hved  in  an  age  of  learning  and  of  dangers,  and  acted  upon 
opposite  principles  when  Rome  was  to  be  saved,  if  saved  at  all, 
by  the  virtuous  energy  of  her  most  accomplished  minds.  If  we 
look  now  for  Atticus,  we  find  him  in  the  quiet  of  his  library, 
sarronnded  with  books,  while  Cicero  was  passing  through  the 
regnlar  course  of  public  honors  and  services,  where  all  the 
treasures  of  his  mind  were  at  the  command  of  bis  country.  If 
we  follow  them,  we  find  Atticus  pleasantly  wandering  among 
the  ruins  of  Athens,  purchasing  up  statues  and  antiques,  while 
Cicero  was  at  home,  blasting  the  projects  of  Catiline,  and,  at 
the  bead  of  the  senate,  like  the  tutelary  spirit  of  his  country, 
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as  the  stonn  was  gathering,  secretly  watching  the  donbtfol 
movements  of  Cssar.  If  we  look  to  the  period  of  the  dril 
wars,  we  find  Atticus  always  reputed,  indeed,  to  belong  to  the 
party  of  the  friends  of  liberty,  yet  originally  dear  to  Sylla,  and 
intimate  with  Clodins,  recommending  himself  to  Caesar  by  hia 
neutrality,  coorted  by  Antony,  and  connected  with  Octavins, 
poorly  concealing  the  epicnreanism  of  his  principles  under  the 
ornaments  of  literature  and  the  splendor  of  his  bene&ctions ; 
till  at  last  this  inofifensive  and  polished  friend  of  successire 
usurpers  hastens  out  of  life  to  escape  from  the  pains  of  a  linger- 
ing disease.  Turn  now  to  Cicero,  the  only  great  man  at  whom 
Caesar  always  trembled,  the  only  great  man  whom  falling  Rome 
did  not  fear.  Do  yon  tell  me  that  his  hand  once  offered  incense 
to  the  dictator?  Remember,  it  was  the  gift  of  gratitude  only, 
and  not  of  servility ;  for  the  same  hand  launched  its  indignation 
against  the  infamous  Antony,  whose  power  was  more  to  be 
dreaded,  and  whose  revenge  pursued  him  till  this  father  of  his 
country  gave  his  head  to  the  executioner  without  a  struggle, 
for  he  knew  that  Rome  was  no  longer  to  be  saved.  If,  my 
friends,  you  would  feel  what  learning,  and  genius,  and  virtue 
should  aspire  to  in  a  day  of  peril  and  depravity,  when  yon  are 
tired  of  the  factions  of  the  city,  the  battles  of  Caesar,  the  crimes 
of  the  triumvirate,  and  the  splendid  court  of  Augustus,  do  not 
go  and  repose  in  the  easy  chair  of  Atticus,  but  refresh  your 
virtues  and  your  spirits  with  the  contemplation  of  Cicero. 


ITNFROVITABIXNESS  A  CBIBfC 

It  is  everywhere  the  natural  tendency  of  a  life  of  retirement 
and  contemplation  to  generate  the  notion  of  innocence  and 
moral  security ;  but  men  of  letters  should  remember  that»  in 
the  eye  of  reason  and  of  Christianity,  simple  unprofitableness 
is  always  a  crime.  They  should  know,  too,  that  there  are 
solitary  diseases  of  the  imagination  not  less  fatal  to  the  mind 
than  the  vices  of  society.  He  who  pollutes  his  femcy  with  hia 
books  may,  in  fact,  be  more  culpable  than  he  who  is  seduced 
into  the  haunts  of  debauchery  by  the  force  of  passion  or  exam- 
ple. He  who  by  his  sober  studies  only  feeds  his  selfishness  or 
ids  pride  of  knowledge  may  be  more  to  blame  than  the  pedant 
or  the  coxcomb  in  literature,  though  not  so  ridiculous.  That 
learning,  whatever  it  may  be,  which  lives  and  dies  with  the 
possessor,  is  more  worthless  than  his  wealth  which  descends  to 
his  posterity ;  and,  where  the  heart  remains  uncultivated  and 
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the  afifections  slaggish,  the  mere  man  of  carioas  erndition  msj 
Btand,  indeed,  as  an  object  of  popular  admiration,  bot  be  standa 
like  the  occasional  palaces  of  ice  in  the  regions  of  the  north, 
the  work  of  yanity,  lighted  ap  with  artificial  Instre,  yet  cold, 
nseless,  and  nninhabited,  and  soon  to  pass  away  wiUiont  lea?* 
ing  a  trace  of  their  existence.  You,  then,  who  feel  yourselves 
sinking  under  the  gentle  pressure  of  sloth,  or  who  seek  in 
learned  seclusion  that  moral  security  which  is  the  reward  only 
of  yirtuous  resolution,  remember  you  do  not  escape  from  temp- 
tations, much  less  from  responsibility,  by  retiring  to  the  repose 
and  silence  of  your  libraries. 


JOEL  BARLOW,  1766—1812. 

JoBL  Barlow,  the  author  of  the  "  Colombiad,''  was  born  in  Reading, 
Fairfield  Coantj,  Connecticut,  in  1756.  He  entered  Dartmouth  Col- 
lege in  1774,  but  soon  left  that  institution,  and  entered  Yale,  where  h« 
received  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  1778.  He  entered  at  once 
upon  the  study  of  law,  but  he  soon  exchanged  that  for  theology,  and 
received  a  license  as  chaplain  to  the  armj,  in  which  he  remained  till 
the  close  of  the  war.  While  in  this  situation,  he  composed,  with  his 
friends,  Rev.  Timothy  Dwight  and  Col.  Humphreys,  various  patriotic 
songs  and  addresses,  which  exerted  no  little  influence  upon  the  minds 
of  the  soldiery.  He  commenced,  also,  at  this  time,  "  The  Vision  of 
Columbus,"  which  afterwards  formed  the  basis  of  his  larger  work, 
"TheColumbiad." 

After  the  peace  in  1783,  Mr.  Barlow  went  back  from  the  gospel  to 
the  law,  for  which  he  was  much  better  suited,'and  settled  in  Hartford. 
To  add  to  his  income,  he  established  a  weekly  gazette,  called  "  The 
American  Mercury,"  which  gained  for  him  considerable  reputation  by 
its  able  editorial  management.  About  this  time,  he  revised  and  pub- 
lished the  Psalms  and  Hymns  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts,  and  two  years  after, 
in  1787,  gave  to  the  world  his  first  large  poem,  on  which  he  had  been 
laboring  for  many  years,  "The  Vision  of  Columbus."  To  increase 
the  sale  of  these,  he  gave  up  his  newspaper  and  opened  a  book-store. 
But  his  books  not  doing  as  well  as  he  expected,  the  next  year  he  went 
to  England  as  agent  of  a  fraudulent  land  company,  of  the  nature  of 
which  he  was  at  first  ignorant ;  but  he  relinquished  his  agency  as  soon 
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as  the  oharaoter  of  the  company  became  known  to  him.  He  was  absent 
seventeen  years,  most  of  which  time  he  spent  in  France,  and  published 
while  there  a  number  of  i>olitical  pamphlets,  and  also  his  celebrated 
and  best  poem  "  Hasty  Pudding."  In  1795,  Washington  appointed  him 
consul  at  Algiers,  with  power  to  negotiate  a  treaty  of  peace  with  the 
Dey,  and  to  ransom  all  Americans  who  were  held  in  slavery  on  the 
coast  of  Barbary.  He  accepted  the  appointment,  concluded  the  treatj 
favorably,  and  made  similar  ones  with  the  governments  of  Tripoli  and 
Tunis.  He  was  thus  the  happy  means  of  freeing  large  numbers  of 
Americans  from  Algerine  slavery.*  In  1797,  he  returned  to  France, 
entered  into  commercial  pursuits,  and  amassed  a  large  fortune.  In 
1805,  he  sold  all  his  property  in  France,  returned  home,  and  made  hia 
residence  at  (Georgetown,  District  of  Columbia.  In  1808,  his  ^  Colum- 
biad"  was  published  in  quarto,  in  splendid  style.  The  mechanical 
execution  of  this  work  entitles  it  to  admiration ;  and  this  is  about 
all  that  can  be  said  in  its  praise.  It  is  the  history  of  Columbus  in 
rhyme;  and  is  about  equal  to  Addison's  ** Campaign,''  in  poetical 
merit.  In  1811,  he  was  api>ointed  minister  plenipotentiary  to  France, 
to  obtain  indemnification  for  injuries  sustained  by  American  com- 
merce. The  next  year  he  was  invited  to  meet  Napoleon  at  Wilna,  in 
Poland,  for  a  personal  conference.  But  the  great  severity  of  the 
climate,  fatigue,  and  exposure,  brought  on  an  inflammation  of  the 
lungs,  and  he  died  in  an  obscure  village  near  Cracow,  in  Poland,  on 
the  22d  of  December,  1812. 


THE  HASTT  PUBDINQ. 
OAITTO  r. 

Ye  Alps  audacious,  through  the  heavens  that  rise 
To  cramp  the  day  and  hide  me  from  the  skies ; 
Ye  Oallio  flags,  that  o'er  their  heights  unfurl'd, 
Bear  death  to  kings  and  freedom  to  the  world, 
I  sing  not  you.    A  softer  theme  I  choose, 
A  virgin  theme,  unconscious  of  the  muse, 
But  fruitful,  rich,  well  suited  to  inspire 
The  purest  phrensy  of  poetic  fire. 

Despise  it  not,  ye  baids  to  terror  steel'd, 
Who  hurl  your  thunders  round  the  epic  field ; 
Nor  ye  who  strain  your  midnight  throats  to  sing 
Joys  that  the  vineyard  and  the  stillhonse  bring ; 
Or  on  some  distant  fair  your  notes  employ. 
And  speak  of  raptures  that  you  ne'er  enjoy. 

*  iUad  "White  Slayery  in  Algiers,"  by  Hon.  Charles  Snmner. 
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I  sing  the  sweets  I  know,  the  charms  I  feel, 
M7  morning  incense,  and  my  evening  meal, 
The  sweets  of  Hasty  Pndding.    Come,  dear  bowl, 
Qlide  o'er  my  i>alate,  and  Inspire  my  soul. 
The  milk  beside  thee,  smoking  from  the  kine, 
Its  substance  mingled,  married  in  with  thine. 
Shall  cool  and  temper  thy  superior  heat. 
And  save  the  pains  of  blowing  while  I  eat. 

Oh !  coQld  the  smooth,  the  emblematic  song, 
Flow  like  thy  genial  juices  o*er  my  tongue, 
Ck>uld  those  mild  morsels  in  my  numbers  ohime, 
And,  as  they  roll  in  substance,  roll  in  rhyme, 
No  more  thy  awkward,  nnpoetic  name 
Should  shun  the  muse  or  prejudice  thy  fame ; 
But,  rising  grateful  to  the  accustomed  ear. 
All  bards  should  catch  it,  and  all  realms  revere. 

Assist  me  first  with  pious  toil  to  trace. 
Through  wrecks  of  time,  thy  lineage  and  thy  race ; 
Declare  what  lovely  squaw,  in  days  of  yore 
(Ere  great  Columbus  sought  thy  native  shore). 
First  gave  thee  to  the  world ;  her  works  of  fame 
Have  lived  indeed,  but  lived  without  a  name. 
Some  tawny  Ceres,  goddess  of  her  days. 
First  leam'd  with  stones  to  crack  the  well-dried  maiie, 
Through  the  rough  sieve  to  shake  the  golden  shower, 
In  boiling  water  stir  the  yellow  flour ; 
The  yellow  flour,  beetrew'd  and  stirr'd  with  haste, 
Swells  in  the  flood  and  thickens  to  a  paste, 
Then  pufis  and  wallops,  rises  to  the  brim. 
Drinks  the  dry  knobs  that  on  the  surface  swim ; 
The  knobs  at  last  the  busy  ladle  breaks. 
And  the  whole  mass  its  true  consistence  takes. 

Could  but  her  sacred  name,  unknown  so  long, 
Rise,  like  her  labors,  to  the  son  of  song, 
To  her,  to  them,  Vd  consecrate  my  lays, 
And  blow  her  pudding  with  the  breath  of  praise. 
Not  through  the  rich  Peruvian  realms  alone 
The  fame  of  Sol's  sweet  daughter  should  be  known, 
But  o'er  the  world's  wide  clime  should  live  secure. 
Far  as  his  rays  extend,  as  long  as  they  endure. 

Dear  Hasty  Pudding,  what  unpromised  joy 
Expands  my  heart  to  meet  thee  in  Savoy  I 
Doom'd.o'er  the  world  through  devious  paths  to  roam. 
Each  clime  my  country,  and  each  house  my  home. 
My  soul  is  soothed,  my  cares  have  found  an  end, 
I  greet  my  long-lost,  unforgotten  friend. 

There  are  who  strive  to  stamp  with  disrepute 
The  luscious  food,  because  it  feeds  the  brute, 
In  tropes  of  high-strain'd  wit,  while  gaudy  prigs 
Compare  thy  nursling  man  to  pamper'd  pigs ; 
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With  sovereign  soom  I  treat  the  vulgar  Jest, 

Nor  fear  to  share  thj  bounties  with  the  beast. 

What  thoogh  the  generous  cow  gives  me  to  quaff 

The  milk  nutritious ;  am  I  then  a  calf? 

Or  can  the  genius  of  the  noisj  swine, 

Though  nursed  on  pudding,  thence  lay  claim  to  mine  f 

Sure  the  sweet  song  I  fashion  to  thy  praise 

Runs  more  melodious  than  the  notes  they  raise. 


To  mix  the  food  by  vicious  rules  of  art, 
To  kill  the  stomach  and  to  sink  the  heart, 
To  make  mankind  to  social  virtue  sour, 
Cram  o'er  each  dish,  and  be  what  they  devour ; 
For  this  the  kitchen  muse  first  framed  her  book, 
Commanding  sweat  to  stream  from  every  cook ; 
Children  no  more  their  antic  gambols  tried, 
And  friends  to  physic  wonder*d  why  they  died. 

Not  so  the  Yankee ;  his  abundant  feast 
With  simples  furnish 'd  and  with  plainness  dress*d, 
A  numerous  of&pring  gathers  round  the  board, 
And  cheers  alike  the  servant  and  the  lord. 
Whose  well-bought  hunger  prompts  the  joyous  taste, 
And  health  attends  them  from  the  short  repast. 

Some  with  molasses  line  the  luscious  treat. 
And  mix,  like  bards,  the  useful  with  the  sweet. 
A  wholesome  dish  and  well  deserving  praise, 
A  great  resource  in  those  bleak  wintry  days 
When  the  chill'd  earth  lies  buried  deep  in  snow, 
And  raging  Boreas  drives  the  shivering  cow. 

Bless'd  cow  I  thy  praise  shall  still  my  notes  employ, 
Qreat  source  of  health,  the  only  source  of  joy ; 
How  oft  thy  teats  these  precious  hands  have  press'd ! 
How  oft  thy  bounties  proved  my  only  feast ! 
How  oft  IVe  fed  thee  with  my  favorite  grain  I 
And  roar'd,  like  thee,  to  find  thy  children  slain  I 

Yes,  swains  who  know  her  various  worth  to  prize. 
Ah  I  house  her  well  from  winter's  anpy  skies. 
Potatoes,  pumpkins,  should  her  sadness  cheer, 
Com  from  your  crib,  and  mashes  from  your  beer ; 
When  spring  returns  she'll  well  acquit  the  loan, 
And  nurse  at  once  your  infants  and  her  own. 

Milk  then  with  pudding  I  would  always  choose ; 
To  this  in  future  I  confine  my  muse. 
Till  she  in  haste  some  further  hints  unfold, 
Well  for  the  young,  nor  useless  to  the  old. 
First  in  your  bowl  the  milk  abundant  take, 
Then  drop  with  care  along  the  silver  lake 
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Your  flakes  of  padding ;  these  at  fifst  will  hide 
Their  Uttle  bulk  beneath  the  swelling  tide ; 
But  when  their  growing  mass  no  more  can  sink, 
When  the  soft  island  looms  above  the  brink. 
Then  check  jour  hand ;  jouVe  got  the  portion  dae ; 
So  taught  our  sires,  and  what  thej  taught  is  true. 


TO  FaSEDOM. 

Sun  of  the  moral  world  t  effulgent  source 
Of  man*8  best  wisdom  and  his  steadiest  force, 
Soul-searching  Freedom !  here  assume  thy  stand, 
And  radiate  hence  to  everj  distant  land ; 
Point  out  and  prove  how  ail  the  scenes  of  strife, 
The  shock  of  states,  the  impassioned  broils  of  life, 
Spring  from  unequal  swaj ;  and  how  thej  fly 
Before  the  splendor  pf  thj  peaceful  eye ; 
Unfold  at  last  the  genuine  sociai  plan. 
The  mind's  fall  scope,  the  di^ty  of  man, 
Bold  nature  bursting  through  her  long  disguise, 
And  nations  daring  to  be  just  and  wise. 
Yes  I  righteous  Freedom,  heaven  and  earth  and  sea 
Yield  or  withhold  their  various  gifts  for  thee ; 
Protected  Industry  beneath  thy  reign 
Leads  all  the  virtues  in  her  filial  train ; 
Courageous  Probity,  with  brow  serene; 
And  Temperance  calm  presents  her  placid  mien  ; 
Contentment,  Moderation,  Labor,  Art 
Mould  the  new  man  and  humanise  his  heart ; 
To  public  plenty  private  ease  dilates, 
Domestic  peace  to  harmony  of  states. 
Protected  Industry,  careering  fsir, 
Detects  the  cause  and  cures  the  rage  of  war, 
And  sweeps,  with  forceful  arm,  to  their  last  graves, 
Kings  from  the  earth  and  pirates  from  the  waves. 

Columbiad. 


BENJAMIN  RUSH,  1745—^13. 

BnrjAxni  Rush,  M.  D.,  one  of  the  most  eminent  physicians  of  which 
our  country  oan  boast,  was  bom  at  Byberry,  about  fourteen  miles 
north  (^  Philadelphia,  on  the  24th  of  December,  1746.  He  was  early 
destined  by  his  parents  for  professional  life,  and  such  were  his  talents 
sad  habits  of  study,  that  he  graduated  at  Princeton  College  in  1760. 
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After  Bpending  six  jears  in  Philadelphia  in  the  sindyof  me^ieine, 
under  the  direction  of  Dr.  Redman,  he  went  to  Edinbnrgh  for  tha 
farther  prosecution  of  his  studies,  and  remained  there  till  the  spring 
of  1768,  when  he  went  over  to  France.  In  the  fall  of  that  jrear,  he 
returned  to  Philadelphia,  and  the  next  year  was  elected  Professor  of 
Chemistry  in  the  college  of  that  city.  In  1791,  the  college  was  mex^ged 
in  a  university,  and  Dr.  Rush  was  appointed  Professor  of  the  Institutes 
and  Practice  of  Medicine  and  of  Clinical  Practice  in  the  University  of 
Pennsylvania. 

As  a  lecturer,  and  a  x>raotitioneT,  deeming  medicine  to  be  yet  in  its 
infancy,  he  considered  himself  as  an  eclectic.  Not  only  did  he  avail 
himself  of  the  good  he  found  in  all  systems,  but  he  introduced  many 
improvements  of  his  own.  He  carried  Heeding  and  the  de^etive  sys- 
tem, however,  further  than  had  ever  before  been  done,  and  further  than 
would  now  be  deemed  advisable ;  and  he  made  great  use  of  calomel  in 
his  practice,  which  he  called  the  "  Samson*'  of  the  materia  rnecUca.  His 
opponents,  however,  gave  the  same  name  to  the  same  drug,  but  for  very 
different  reasons;  "for,'*  said  they,  "like  Samson,  it  has  slain  its 
thousands."  During  the  prevalence  of  the  yellow  fever  in  Philadel- 
phia, in  1793,  the  labors  of  Dr.  Rush  were  as  unremitting  as  they  were 
successful  in  endeavoring  to  mitigate  the  horrors  of  this  scourge. 
At  all  hours  might  he  have  been  seen  going  in  various  parts  of  the  oity, 
administering  to  the  wants  of  all  classes  with  that  unselfish  devotion 
which  only  his  deep  religious  principles  could  have  inspired.  But  his 
incessant  labors  of  mind  and  body,  by  nig^t  and  day,  nearly  cost 
him  his  life.  At  the  close  of  the  season,  he  himself  was  attacked  by 
the  disease,  and  for  some  days  he  lingered  between  life  and  death, 
while  the  whole  community,  with  the  deepest  anxiety  and  distress, 
were  awaiting  the  result.  Happily  his  valuable  life  was  saved,  to  be 
devoted  yet  many  more  years  to  the  cause  of  science  and  philan- 
thropy. 

It  is  truly  astonishing  how,  with  such  an  amount  of  private  prac- 
tice. Dr.  Rush  was  enabled  to  do  so  much  outside  of  his  profession. 
He  was  a  member  of  the  Congress  which,  in  1776,  published  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  and  of  course  affixed  his  name  to  that 
memorable  instrument,  the  truths  of  which  we,  as  a  nation,  in  our  apo- 
logies for,  and  support  of,  slavery,  are  denying  every  day.  In  1777,  he 
was  appointed  Physician-Oeneral  for  the  Ifiddle  Department  of  the 
Military  Hospitals,  and  in  1787  was  a  member  of  the  Conveniiim  of 
Pennsylvania  for  ratifying  the  Federal  Constitution,  which  he  advo- 
cated with  great  ability.  After  the  establishment  of  the  federal 
government,  he  withdrew  himself  altogether  from  publio  life,  and 
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devoted  his  time  to  his  profession,  ftnd  to  the  eUims  of  hnmanitj. 
The  only  office  he  accepted  as  a  reward  fbr  his  manj  serrioes,  and 
which  he  held  for  fourteen  years,  was  that  of  Treasurer  of  the  United 
8Utes  Bfint. 

But,  however  much  Dr.  Rush's  learning  and  skill  in  his  profession 
may  command  our  respect  and  admiration,  it  is  as  a  philanthropist, 
and  as  the  friend  of  ererything  that  tends  to  the  improvement  of  man, 
that  his  memory  will  ever  be  most  warmly  cherished.  He  was  Presi- 
dent of  the  Pennsylvania  Society  for  the  Abolition  of  Slavery,  and 
as  early  as  1774  wrote  two  essays  upon  the  guilt  as  well  as  danger  of 
our  great  national  sin,  to  which  he  remained  inflexibly  opposed  until 
the  day  of  his  death.  He  was  also  vice-president  and  one  of  the 
founders  of  the  Philadelphia  3ible  Society,  and  one  of  the  Vice-Presi- 
dents of  the  American  Philosophical  Society.  He  took  a  warm  inte- 
rest in  the  establishment  of  the  Philadelphia  Dispensary,  in  1786,  and 
served  for  many  years  as  one  of  its  physicians.  He  was  the  principal 
agent  in  founding  Dickinson  College,  at  Cariisle,  and  was  instrumental 
in  bringing  from  Scotland  that  eminent  scholar  and  divine,  the  Rev. 
Charles  Nesbit,  D.  D.,  to  preside  over  that  institution.  He  was  one  of 
the  first,  if  not  the  first,  to  advocate  the  establishment  of  free  schools, 
and  wrote  several  able  essays  to  show  the  importance  of  the  system 
to  the  perpetuity  of  our  republican  institutions.  He  also  took  early 
ground  for  the  diminution  of  capital  punishments,  and  Hved  to  see 
the  effect  of  his  labors  when,  in  1794,  the  Legislature  of  Pennsylvania 
abolished  death  as  a  punishment  for  all  crimes  except  for  murder  in 
the  first  degree. 

Dr.  Rush  was  also  one  of  the  earliest  friends  of  the  temperance 
reform.  His  "Inquiry  into  the  Effects  of  Ardent  Spirits  upon  the 
Body  and  Mind"  was  published  in  pamphlet  form,  and  had  a  most 
extensive  circulation,  and  was  productive  of  great  good.  It  partially 
opened  the  eyes  of  the  community  to  the  infinite  evils  resulting  from 
the  habitual  use  of  intoxicating  drinks.  He  also  published  an  essay 
against  tobacco,  and  exhibited  a  frightful  catalogue  of  ills  to  health 
and  morals  arising  from  the  use  of  that  disgusting  and  filthy  weed. 
His  last  work,  published  a  year  before  his  death,  was  entitled  "  Medi- 
cal Inquiries  and  Observations  upon  the  Diseases  of  the  Mind."  This 
is  truly  a  valuable  work,  and  has  been  pronounced  by  very  respect- 
able authority,  "  at  once  a  metaphysical  treatise  on  the  human  under- 
standing ;  a  physiological  theory  of  organic  and  thinking  life ;  a  code 
of  pure  morals  and  religion ;  a  book  of  the  best  maxims  to  promote 
wisdom  and  happiness ;  in  fine,  a  collection  of  classical,  polite,  poeti- 
cal, and  sound  literature." 
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Dr.  Bosh  terminated  hia  long  and  nsefol  life,  after  a  few  daja'  iU- 
neei  of  typhns  ferer,  on  the  19th  of  April,  1813,  in  the  sixtj-eighth 
year  of  his  age.  The  news  of  his  death  threw  a  general  gloom  orer 
the  oommnnitj,  and  was  accompanied  bj  every  mark  of  proCDond 
grief^  and  affection  for  his  memory.  All  classes  felt  that  they  had  lost 
a  most  yalned  friend.  As  a  gentleman,  distingoished  for  ease  and 
affikbility  of  manners ;  as  a  scholar,  versed  in  ancient  and  moduli 
learning ;  as  a  physician,  adorning  by  his  character  and  genius  the 
profession  to  which  he  gave  the  best  energies  of  his  life ;  as  a  philan- 
thropist, interested  In  all  that  tends  to  elevate  and  bless  man ;  and  as 
a  Christian,  **  doing  Justly,  loving  mercy,  and  walking  humbly  beliove 
God,"  the  name  of  Dr.  Rush  will  ever  be  cherished  as  one  of  the 
brightest  and  best  in  our  country's  history. 

Dr.  Rush's  writings  are  of  such  a  character  that  it  is  impossible  to 
do  any  justice  to  them  by  a  few  extracts.  Still,  as  this  is  all  that  can 
be  done  h'ere,  we  give  the  following  to  enable  the  reader  to  form  some 
idea  of  his  style  and  manner,  and  of  the  subjects  in  which  he  was 
particularly  interested. 

VBMALB  EDUOATION. 

It  is  agreeable  to  obserye  how  differently  modem  writers, 
and  the  inspired  author  of  the  proverbs,  describe  a  fine  woman. 
The  former  confine  their  praises  chiefly  to  personal  charms  and 
ornaments  accomplishments,  while  the  latter  celebrates  only 
the  virtues  of  a  yaluable  mistress  of  a  family  and  a  nsefiU 
member  of  society.  The  one  is  perfectly  acquainted  with  all 
the  fashionable  languages  of  Europe;  the  other  ''opens  her 
mouth  with  wisdom,"  and  is  perfectly  acquainted  with  all  the 
uses  of  the  needle,  the  distaff,  and  the  loom.  The  business  of 
the  one  is  pleasure;  the  pleasure  of  the  other  is  business.  The 
one  is  admired  abroad ;  the  other  is  honored  and  beloved  at 
home.  "Her  children  arise  up  and  call  her  blessed,  her  hus- 
band also,  and  he  praiseth  her."  There  is  no  fame  in  the 
world  equal  to  this ;  nor  is  there  a  note  in  music  half  so  de- 
lightful as  the  respectful  language  with  which  a  grateful  son  or 
daughter  perpetuates  the  memory  of  a  sensible  and  affectionate 
mother. 

A  philosopher  once  said :  "  Let  me  make  all  the  ballads  of  a 
country,  and  I  care  not  who  makes  its  laws."  He  might  with 
more  propriety  have  said,  let  the  ladies  of  a  country  be  educated 
properly,  and  they  will  not  only  make  and  administer  its  laws, 
but  form  its  manners  and  character.     It  would  require  a  Ht^ 
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imagination  to  describe,  or  even  to  comprehend,  the  happiness 
of  a  country  where  knowledge  and  virtae  were  generally  diffased 
among  the  female  sex.  Oar  yoang  men  would  then  be  restridned 
from  vice  by  the  terror  of  being  banished  from  their  company. 
The  loud  laugh  and  the  malignant  smile,  at  the  expense  of 
innocence  or  of  personal  infirmities — the  feats  of  successful 
mimicry — and  the  low-priced  wit  which  is  borrowed  from  a 
misapplication  of  Scripture  phrases,  would  no  more  be  con- 
sidered as  recommendations  to  the  society  of  the  ladies.  A 
double  entendre,  in  their  presence,  would  then  exclude  a 
gentleman  forever  from  the  company  of  both  sexes,  and  pro- 
bably oblige  him  to  seek  an  asylum  from  contempt,  in  a  foreign 
country.  The  influence  of  female  education  would  be  still 
more  extensive  and  useful  in  domestic  life.  The  obligations  of 
gentlemen  to  qualify  themselves  by  knowledge  and  industry  to 
discharge  the  duties  of  benevolence  would  be  increased  by 
marriage ;  and  the  patriot,  the  hero,  and  the  legislator  would 
find  the  sweetest  reward  of  their  toils  in  the  approbation  and 
applause  of  their  wives.  Children  would  discover  the  marks 
of  maternal  prudence  and  wisdom  in  every  station  of  life;  for 
it  has  been  remarked  that  there  have  been  few  great  or  good 
men  who  have  not  been  blessed  with  wise  and  prudent  mothers. 
Gyrus  was  taught  to  revere  the  gods,  by  his  mother,  Idandane; 
Samuel  was  devoted  to  his  prophetic  office  before  he  was  bom, 
by  his  mother,  Hannah ;  Oonstantine  was  rescued  ^om  pagan- 
ism by  his  mother,  Gonstanda;  and  Edward  the  Sixth  inherited 
those  great  and  excellent  qualities  which  made  him  the  delight 
of  the  age  in  which  he  lived,  ^om  his  mother,  Lady  Jane  Sey- 
mour. Many  other  instances  might  be  mentioned,  if  necessary, 
from  ancient  and  modem  history,  to  establish  the  truth  of  this 
proposition. 

I  am  not  enthusiastical  upon  the  subject  of  education.  In 
the  ordinary  course  of  human  affairs,  we  shall  probably  too  soon 
follow  the  footsteps  of  the  nations  of  Europe,  in  manners  and 
▼ices.  The  first  marks  we  shall  perceive  of  our  declension  will 
appear  among  our  women.  Their  idleness,  ignorance,  and 
profligacy  will  be  the  harbingers  of  our  ruin.  Then  will  the 
character  and  performance  of  a  buffoon  on  the  theatre  be  the 
subject  of  more  conversation  and  praise  than  the  patriot  or  the 
minister  of  the  gospel — ^then  will  our  language  and  pronun- 
ciation be  enfeebled  and  corrapted  by  a  flood  of  French  and 
Italian  words — ^then  wHl  the  history  of  romantic  amours  be 
preferred  to  the  immortal  writings  of  Addison,  Hawkesworth, 
and  Johnson — ^then  will  our  churches  be  neglected,  and  the 
12 
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name  of  the  Sapreme  Beiog  never  be  called  npon  bat  io  pro- 
fane exclamationa---then  will  oar  Sundays  be  appropriated 
only  to  feasts  and  concerts — and  then  will  begin  all  that  train 
of  domestic  and  political  calamities.  Bat  I  forbear.  The 
prospect  is  so  painful  that  I  cannot  help  silently  ipaploring  the 
great  arbiter  of  human  affairs  to  interpose  His  almighty  good- 
ness, and  to  deliver  as  from  these  evils,  that  at  least  one  spot  of 
the  earth  may  be  reserved  as  a  monument  of  the  effects  of  good 
education,  in  order  to  show  in  some  degree  what  our  species 
was  before  the  fall,  and  what  it  shall  be  after  its  restoration. 


THE  USE  OF  TOBACCO. 

Were  it  possible  for  a  being  who  had  resided  upon  our  globe 
to  visit  the  inhabitants  of  a  planet  where  reason  governed,  and 
to  tell  them  that  a  vile  weed  was  in  general  use  among  the  in- 
habitants of  the  globe  it  had  left,  which  afforded  no  nourish- 
ment; that  this  weed  was  cultivated  with  immense  care;  that 
it  was  an  important  article  of  commerce ;  that  the  want  of  it 
produced  real  misery ;  that  its  taste  was  extremely  nauseous ; 
that  it  was  unfriendly  to  health  and  morals ;  and  that  its  use 
was  attended  with  a  considerable  loss  of  time  and  property ; 
the  account  would  be  thought  incredible,  and  the  author  of  it 
would  probably  be  excluded  from  society  for  relating  a  story 
of  so  improbable  a  nature.  In  no  one  view  is  it  possible  to 
contemplate  the  creature  man  in  a  more  absurd  and  ridicoloos 
light  than  in  his  attachment  to  tobaooo. 

The  progress  of  habit  in  the  use  of  Tobacco  is  exactly  the 
same  as  in  the  use  of  spirituous  liquors.  The  slaves  of  it  be- 
gin by  using  it  only  after  dinner ;  then,  during  the  whole  after- 
noon and  evening ;  afterwards  before  dinner,  then  before  break- 
fast, and  finally,  during  the  whole  night.  I  knew  a  lady  who 
had  passed  through  all  these  stages,  who  used  to  wake  regu- 
larly two  or  three  times  every  night  to  compose  her  system  with 
fresh  doses  of  snuff. 

The  appetite  for  Tobacco  is  wholly  artificial.  No  person  was 
ever  bom  with  a  relish  for  it ;  even  in  those  persons  who  are 
much  attached  to  it,  nature  frequently  recovers  her  disreli^  to 
it.  It  ceases  to  be  agreeable  in  every  febrile  indisposition. 
This  is  so  invariably  true,  that  a  disrelish  to  it  is  often  a  sign 
of  an  approaching,  and  a  return  of  the  appetite  for  it,  a  sign 
of  a  departing  fever.  I  proceed  now  to  mention  some  of  tibe 
influences  of  the  habitual  use  of  Tobaooo  upon  monds. 
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1.  One  of  the  nsnal  effects  of  smokiDg  and  chewing,  is  thirst 
This  thirst  cannot  be  allayed  hy  water,  for  no  sedative  or  eyen 
insipid  liqnor  will  be  relished  after  the  mouth  and  throat  have 
been  exposed  to  the  stimalus  of  the  smoke  or  jaice  of  Tobacco. 
A  desire  of  coarse  is  excited  for  strong  drinks,  and  these,  when 
taken  between  meals,  soon  lead  to  intemperance  and  dranken- 
ness. 

2.  The  nse  of  Tobacco,  more  especially  in  smoking,  disposes 
to  idleness,  and  idleness  has  been  considered  as  the  root  of  all 
evil.  '*  An  idle  man's  brain,"  says  the  celebrated  and  original 
Mr.  Bnnyan,  **is  the  devil's  work-shop." 

3.  The  nse  of  Tobacco  is  necessarily  connected  with  the 
neglect  of  cleanliness. 

4.  Tobacco,  more  especially  when  used  in  smoking,  is  gene- 
rally ojfemtve  to  those  people  who  do  not  nse  it.  To  smoke 
in  company,  nnder  snch  circamstances,  is  a  breach  of  good 
manners ;  now,  manners  have  an  influence  upon  morals.  They 
may  be  considered  as  the  outposts  of  virtue.  A  habit  of  offend- 
ing the  senses  of  friends  or  strangers  by  the  use  of  Tobacco 
cannot  therefore  be  indulged  with  innocence.  It  produces  a 
v?ant  of  respect  for  our  fellow-creatures,  and  this  always  dis- 
poses to  unkind  and  unjust  behavior  towards  them.  Who  ever 
knew  a  rude  man  completely  or  uniformly  moral  ? 

In  reviewing  the  acconnt  that  has  been  given  of  the  disagree- 
able and  mischievous  effects  of  Tobacco,  we  are  led  to  inquire, 
what  are  its  uses  upon  our  globe,  for  we  are  assured  that  no- 
thing exists  in  vain.  Poison  is  a  relative  term,  and  the  most 
noxious  plants  have  been  discovered  to  afford  sustenance  to 
certain  animals.  But  what  animal  besides  man  will  take  to- 
bacco into  its  mouth  ?  Horses,  cows,  sheep,  cats,  dogs,  and 
even  hogs,  refuse  to  taste  it.  Flies,  mosquitos,  and  the  moth 
are  chased  from  our  clothes  by  the  smell  of  it.  But  let  us  not 
arraign  the  wisdom  and  economy  of  nature  in  the  production  of 
this  plant.  Modern  travellers  have  at  last  discovered  that  it 
constitutes  the  food  of  a  solitary  and  filthy  wild  beast,  well  known 
in  the  deserts  of  Africa,  by  the  name  of  the  book  qoat. 

I  shall  conclude  these  observations  by  relating  an  anecdote 
of  the  late  Dr.  Franklin.  A  few  months  before  his  death,  he 
declared  to  one  of  his  friends  that  he  had  never  used  Tobacco 
in  any  way  in  the  course  of  his  long  life,  and  that  he  was  dis- 
posed to  believe  there  was  not  much  advantage  to  be  derived 
from  it,  for  that  he  had  never  met  with  a  man  who  used  it  who 
advised  him  to  follow  his  example. 
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THE  BIBLE  A8  A  SCHOOL  BOOK. 

Before  I  state  my  argaments  in  favor  of  teaching  children 
to  read  by  means  of  the  Bible,  I  shall  assume  the  five  follow- 
ing propositions : — 

I.  That  Christianity  is  the  only  tme  and  perfect  religion, 
and  that  in  proportion  as  mankind  adopt  its  principles,  and 
obey  its  precepts,  they  will  be  wise  and  happy. 

II.  That  a  better  knowledge  of  this  religion  is  to  be  acquired 
by  reading  the  Bible  than  in  any  other  way. 

III.  That  the  Bible  contains  more  knowledge  necessary  to 
man  in  his  present  state  than  any  other  book  in  the  world. 

lY.  That  knowledge  is  most  darable,  and  religious  instruc- 
tion most  useful,  when  imparted  in  early  life. 

Y.  That  the  Bible,  when  not  read  in  schools,  is  seldom  read 
in  any  subsequent  period  of  life. 

My  arguments  in  favor  of  the  use  of  the  Bible  as  a  school 
book  are  founded,  first,  in  the  constitution  of  the  human  mind. 
The  memory  is  the  first  faculty  which  opens  in  the  minds  of 
children.  Of  how  much  consequence,  then,  must  it  be,  to  im- 
press  it  with  the  great  truths  of  Christianity  before  it  is  pre- 
occupied with  less  interesting  subjects  I  There  is  also  a  pecu- 
liar aptitude  in  the  minds  of  children  for  religious  knowledge. 
I  have  constantly  found  them,  in  the  first  six  or  seven  years  of 
their  lives,  more  inquisitive  upon  religious  subjects  than  upon 
any  others ;  and  an  ingenious  instructor  of  youth  has  informed 
me  that  he  has  found  young  children  more  capable  of  receiv- 
ing just  ideas  upon  the  most  difiicnlt  tenets  of  religion  than 
upon  the  most  simple  branches  of  human  knowledge. 

There  is  a  wonderful  property  in  the  memory  which  en- 
ables it,  in  old  age,  to  recover  the  knowledge  it  had  acquited 
in  early  life,  after  it  had  been  apparently  forgotten  for  forty  or 
fifty  years.  Of  how  much  consequence,  then,  must  it  be,  to 
fill  the  mind  with  that  species  of  knowledge,  in  childhood  and 
youth,  which,  when  recalled  in  the  decline  of  life,  will  support 
the  soul  under  the  infirmities  of  age,  and  smooth  the  avenues 
of  approaching  death  I  The  Bible  is  the  only  book  which  ia 
capable  of  affording  this  'bupport  to  old  age  ;  and  it  is  for  this 
reason  that  we  find  it  resorted  to  with  so  much  diligence  and 
pleasure  by  such  old  people  as  have  read  it  in  early  life.  I 
can  recollect  many  instances  of  this  kind,  in  persons  who  dis- 
covered no  attachment  to  the  Bible  in  the  meridian  of  their 
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lives,  who  hare,  notwithstanding,  spent  the  evening  of  them  in 
reading  no  other  book. 

Mj  second  argument  in  fat  or  of  the  ose  of  the  Bible  in 
schools,  is  founded  upon  an  implied  command  of  God,  and 
apon  the  practice  of  several  of  the  wisest  nations  of  the  world. 
In  the  sixth  chapter  of  Deuteronomy,  we  find  the  following 
words,  which  are  directly  to  my  purpose :  ''  And  thou  shalt 
love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart,  and  with  all  thy 
soul,  and  with  all  thy  might.  And  these  words  which  I  com- 
mand thee  this  day,  shall  be  in  thine  heart.  And  thou  shalt 
teach  them  diligently  unto  thy  children ^  and  shalt  talk  of  them 
when  thou  sittest  in  thine  house,  and  when  thou  walkest  by  the 
way,  and  when  thou  liest  down,  and  when  thou  risest  up."  *  * 

I  have  heard  it  proposed  that  a  portion  of  the  Bible  should 
be  read  every  day  by  the  master,  as  a  means  of  instructing 
children  in  it.  But  this  is  a  poor  substitute  for  obliging 
children  to  read  it  as  a  school  book ;  for,  by  this  means,  we 
insensibly  engrave^  as  it  were,  its  contents  upon  their  minds  ; 
and  it  has  been  remarked  that  children,  instructed  in  this  way 
in  the  Scriptures,  seldom  forget  any  part  of  them.  They  have 
the  same  advantage  over  those  persons  who  have  only  heard 
the  Scriptures  read  by  a  master,  that  a  man  who  has  worked 
with  the  tools  of  a  mechanical  employment  for  several  years, 
has  over  the  man  who  has  only  stood  a  few  hours  in  the  work* 
shop,  and  seen  the  same  business  carried  on  by  other  people. 

We  hear  much  of  the  persons  educated  in  free  schools  in 
England  turning  out  well  in  the  various  walks  of  life.  I  have 
inquired  into  the  cause  of  it,  and  have  satisfied  myself  that  it 
is  wholly  to  be  ascribed  to  the  general  use  of  the  Bible  in  those 
schools. 

I  think  I  am  not  too  sanguine  in  believing  that  education, 
conducted  in  this  manner,  would,  in  the  course  of  two  gene- 
rations, eradicate  infidelity  from  among  us,  and  render  civil 
government  scarcely  necessary  in  our  country. 

In  contemplating  the  political  institutions  of  the  United 
States.  I  lament  that  we  waste  so  much  time  and  money  in 
punishing  crimes,  and  take  so  little  pains  to  prevent  them.  We 
profess  to  be  republicans,  and  yet  we  neglect  the  only  means 
of  establishing  and  perpetuating  our  republican  forms  of  govern- 
ment— that  is,  the  universal  education  of  our  youth  in  the  prin- 
ciples of  Christianity  by  means  of  the  Bible ;  for  this  divine 
Book,  above  all  others,  favors  that  equality  among  mankind, 
that  respect  for  just  laws,  and  all  those  sober  and  frugal  vir- 
tues which  constitute  the  soul  of  republicanism. 

12* 
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ALEXANDER  WILSON,  1766—1813. 

If  one's  nationality  is  to  be  deteimined  by  the  oonntry  where  he 
was  chiefly  educated,  by  the  soil  which  proved  kindred  to  his  genios, 
by  the  scenes  which  called  forth  his  powers,  and  by  the  field  where 
he  won  his  fame,  then  is  Alexander  Wilson,  though  of  foreign  origin, 
truly  an  American. 

He  was  bom  in  Paisley,  Scotland,  on  the  6th  of  July^  1766,  of 
humble  parents,  who  could  afford  to  him  but  the  mere  rudiments 
of  an  education,  and  at  the  age  of  thirteen  he  was  apprenticed  to  a 
weaver,  with  whom  he  worked  till  he  was  eighteen.  He  early  evinced 
a  taste  for  literature,  spending  all  his  leisure  time  in  reading  and 
study,  and  from  his  youth  to  the  day  of  his  death,  presents  an  eminent 
instance  of  the  successful  pursuit  of  knowledge  under  difficulties. 
The  genius  of  Bums,  who  was  but  six  years  older,  had  Just  burst 
upon  his  countrymen,  and  the  spirit  of  emulation  so  fired  the  breast 
of  Wilson,  that  he  soon  put  forth  a  volume  entitled  *'  Poems,  Humor- 
ous, Satirical,  and  Serious."  But  it  was  not  received  with  much 
favor,  and  certainly  "put  no  money  in  his  purse,*'  so  that  he  returned 
to  his  trade  as  a  more  sure  means  of  gaining  a  livelihood.  In  a  few 
years,  he  became  disgusted  with  it,  and  resolved  to  try  to  better  his 
fortune  in  the  United  States.  Working  hard  and  living  very  econo- 
mically, he  soon  saved  enough  to  pay  for  his  passage,  and  sailing  in  a 
vessel  from  Belfast,  he  arrived  at  New  Castle,  Delaware,  on  the  14th 
of  July,  1794,  but  without  a  shilling  in  his  pocket.  Shouldering  his 
fowling-piece,  he  set  forward  on  foot  towards  Philadelphia,  and  on  his 
way  shot  a  woodpecker.  This  little  incident  was  doubtless  the  germ 
of  his  future  fame,  for  the  peculiar  habits  and  rich  plumage  of  this 
native  of  our  forests  made  a  deep  impression  upon  his  mind,  and  led 
him  by  degrees  to  that  train  of  thought  and  those  plans  of  action 
which  resulted  in  placing  him  at  the  head  of  American  ornithologists. 

At  Philadelphia,  he  at  first  worked  at  his  old  trade ;  but  as  soon  as  he 
became  acquainted  with  the  x>eople  and  their  manners,  and  had  made 
a  little  money,  he  resolved  to  devote  himself  to  the  pursuits  of  lite* 
rature.  To  this  end  he  taught  a  school  at  Milestown,  about  six  miles 
from  Philadelphia,  where  he  remained  several  years,  studying*  dili- 
gently, and  adding  something  to  the  income  from  his  school  by  survey- 
ing land  for  the  farmers  in  the  neighborhood.  He  then  travelled  into 
the  Genesee  country  in  New  York  to  see  some  friends,  and  on  his 
return  accepted  the  invitation  to  become  the  head  teacher  of  Union 
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School,  in  the  township  of  Kingsessing,  a  short  distance  from  Cray's 
Feny,  on  the  Schuylkill,  on  the  banks  of  which  river  Andnbon  like- 
wise canght  his  inspiration.  Here  he  contracted  an  affectionate  inti- 
macy with  the  venerable  naturalist,  William  Bartram,  whose  magni- 
ficent botanic  garden  was  in  the  vicinity  of  the  school-honse. 

From  this  time  (abont  1803)  mnst  be  dated  the  beginning  of  his 
bistory  as  an  ornithologist.  Seeing  the  imperfections  of  books  on  the 
subject  of  the  birds  of  onr  oonntry,  how  imperfectly  and  often  falsely 
they  were  represented  in  drawings,  he  determined  to  devote  himself 
exclnsively  to  the  pnrsnits  of  a  naturalist,  with  a  glimmering  hope  of 
giving  to  the  world  a  complete  work  on  American  Ornithology.  Still, 
how  conld  he  accomplish  an  undertaking  so  vast,  ignorant  as  he  was 
of  drawing,  and  other  reqnisite  branches  of  knowledge  ?  Bat  to  an 
enthusiastic  and  determined  spirit  nothing  seems  impossible.  He  at 
once  devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  drawing  and  engraving,  and 
soon  made  very  commendable  progress  in  those  arts.  In  October, 
1804,  he  set  out  on  foot  for  the  Falls  of  Niagara,  making  everything 
on  his  Journey  subsidiary  to  his  favorite  pursuit.  On  his  return,  he 
published  an  account  of  his  journey  in  the  **  Port  Folio,"  in  a  poem 
called  "  The  Foresters,''  and  continued  in  his  vocation  as  a  teacher, 
devoting  all  his  spare  time,  as  before,  to  his  favorite  science.  By  the 
spring  of  1805,  he  had  completed  the  drawings  of  twenty-eight  birds, 
mostly  residents  of  Pennsylvania,  and  at  the  close  of  the  next  year 
entered  into  an  engagement  with  Mr.  Samuel  F.  Bradford,  a  publisher 
in  Philadelphia,  to  publish  his  Ambrioah  OmnrBOLOGT,  the  first  volume 
of  which  was  given  to  the  world  in  September,  1808.  Immediately 
he  set  off  on  a  tour  to  the  Eastern  States  to  exhibit  his  work,  procure 
subscribers,  and  at  the  same  time  add  to  his  stock  of  ornithological 
science.  But  the  price  of  the  work  completed  (one  hundred  and 
twenty  dollars)  was  so  far  beyond  anything  the  public  had  been 
accustomed  to,  that  he  did  not  meet  with  the  encouragement  he 
hoped.  Still  he  was  not  disheartened.  He  returned  home,  and  then 
made  an  extensive  tour  through  the  Southern  States,  of  the  state  of 
things  in  which  he  gives  a  very  amusing,  though  a  very  sad  picture. 
He  returned  the  next  year,  and  in  January,  1810,  appeared  the  second 
volume  of  the  Obhitboloot.  He  then  set  out  on  a  Western  tour, 
going  to  Pittsburgh,  and  then  down  the  Ohio,  and  through  Kentucky, 
Tennessee,  &c.,  to  New  Orleans,  whence  he  embarked  for  New  York, 
and  arrived  at  Philadelphia  on  the  2d  of  August,  1811.  He  then  took 
another  tour  through  the  Northern  and  Eastern  States,  and  on  his 
return,  made  unceasing  efforts  to  complete  his  great  work.  As  soon 
as  the  seventh  volume  had  left  the  press,  he  went  to  Great  Egg  Har- 
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bor  to  oolleot  materials  fbr  tlie  eighth.  He  took  cold  from  ezporan; 
dysentery  ensned^  and  he  died  on  the  23d  of  August,  1813. 

In  his  personal  appearance,  Wilson  was  tall  and  handsome ;  rather 
slender  than  athletic  in  form.  His  conntenanoe  was  ezpresslT'e  and 
thonghtful,  his  eye  powerfdl  and  intelligent,  and  his  conrersation 
remarkable  for  quickness  and  originality.  He  was  warm-hearted  and 
generous  in  his  affections,  and  through  life  displayed  a  constant 
attachment  to  his  fHends,  eren  after  many  years  of  separation. 

Few  examples  can  be  found  in  literary  history  equal  to  that  of 
Wilson.  Though  fully  aware  of  the  difficulty  of  the  enterprise  in 
which  he  engaged,  his  heart  never  for  a  moment  failed  him,  and  his 
success  was  complete,  for  his  work  has  secured  him  immortal  honor.' 


PLEA8UBB8  IN  CONTEMPLATINa  NATURE. 

That  lovely  season  is  now  approaching  when  the  garden, 
woods,  and  fields  will  again  display  their  foliage  and  flowers. 
Every,  day  we  may  expect  strangers,  flocking  from  the  Soath, 
to  fill  our  woods  with  harmony.  The  pencil  of  nature  is  now 
at  work,  and  outlines,  tints,  and  gradations  of  lights  and 
shades  that  baffle  all  description  will  soon  be  spread  before  us 
by  that  great  master,  our  most  benevolent  Friend  and  Father. 
Let  us  cheerfully  partake  in  the  feast  he  is  preparing  for  all 
our  senses.  Let  us  survey  those  millions  of  green  strangers 
just  peeping  into  day,  as  so  many  happy  messengers  come  to 
proclaim,  the  power  and  the  munificence  of  the  Creator.  I 
confess  that  I  was  always  an  enthusiast  in  my  admiration  of 
the  rural  scenery  of  nature;  but,  since  your  example  and  en- 
couragement have  set  me  to  attempt  to  imitate  her  productions, 
I  see  new  beauties  in  every  bird,  plant,  and  flower  I  contem- 
plate ;  and  find  my  ideas  of  the  incomprehensible  First  Cause 
still  more  exalted,  the  more  minutely  I  examine  His  works. 
I  sometimes  smile  to  think  that  while  others  are  immersed  in 
deep  schemes  of  speculation  and  aggrandizement,  in  building 
towns  and  purchasing  plantations,  I  am  entranced  in  contem- 
plation over  the  plumage  of  a  lark,  or  gazing,  like  a  despairing 
lover,  on  the  lineaments  of  an  owl.  While  others  are  hoard- 
ing up  their  bags  of  money,  without  the  power  of  enjoying  it, 
I  am  collecting,  without  injuring  my  conscience,  or  wounding 

*  Read  Sketch  of  bis  Life,  by  George  Ord ;  Life,  by  Wm.  B.  0.  Peabody, 
in  Sparke's  "American  Biography;''  and  an  article  in  the  8tb  vol.  of  the 
*' American  Qaarterly  Betiew." 
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mjr  peace  of  mind,  those  beautifol  specimens  of  natare's  works 
that  are  forever  pleasing.  I  have  had  live  crows,  hawks,  and 
owls,  opossums,  squirrels,  snakes,  lizards,  Ac,  so  that  my  room 
has  sometimes  reminded  me  of  Noah's  ark;  but  Noah  had  a 
wife  in  one  comer  of  it,  and  in  this  particular  it  does  not  alto- 
gether tally.  I  receive  every  subject  of  natural  history  that  is 
brought  to  me,  and  although  they  do  not  march  into  my  ark 
from  all  quarters,  as  they  did  into  that  of  our  great  ancestor, 
yet  I  find  means,  by  the  distribution  of  a  few  five-penny-bits, 
to  make  them  find  the  way  fast  enough.  A  boy,  not  long  ago, 
brought  me  a  large  basket  full  of  crows.  I  expect  his  next  load 
will  be  bull-frogs,  if  I  don't  soon  issue  orders  to  the  contrary. 
One  of  my  boys  caught  a  mouse  in  school  a  few  days  ago,  and 
directly  marched  up  to  me  with  his  prisoner.  I  set  about 
drawing  it  that  same  evening,  and  all  the  while  the  pantings 
of  its  little  heart  showed  it  to  be  in  the  most  extreme  agonies 
of  fear.  I  had  intended  to  kill  it,  in  order  to  fix  it  in  the  claws 
of  a  stuffed  owl ;  but  happening  to  spill  a  few  drops  of  water 
near  where  it  was  tied,  it  lapped  it  up  with  such  eagerness,  and 
looked  in  my  face  with  such  an  eye  of  supplicating  terror  as 
perfectly  overcame  me.  I  immediately  untied  it,  and  restored 
it  to  life  and  liberty.  The  agonies  of  a  prisoner  at  the  stake, 
while  the  fire  and  instruments  of  torment  are  preparing,  could 
not  be  more  severe  than  the  sufferings  of  that  poor  mouse ; 
and  insignificant  as  the  object  was,  I  felt  at  that  moment  the 
sweet  sensations  that  mercy  leaves  on  the  mind  when  she 
triumphs  over  cruelty.* 


THI  BALD  EAGLl. 

This  distinguished  bird,  as  he  is  the  most  beautiful  of  his 
tribe  in  this  part  of  the  world,  and  the  adopted  emblem  of  our 
country,  is  entitled  to  particular  notice.  He  has  been  long 
known  to  naturalists,  being  common  to  both  continents,  and 
occasionally  met  with  from  a  very  high  northern  latitude  to  the 
borders  of  the  torrid  zone,  but  chiefly  in  the  vicinity  of  the  sea 
and  along  the  shores  and  cliffs  of  our  lakes  and  large  rivers. 
Formed  by  nature  for  braving  the  severest  cold;  feeding  equally 
on  the  produce  of  the  sea  and  of  the  land ;  possessing  powers 
of  flight  capable  of  outstripping  even  the  tempests  themselves ; 
unawed  by  anything  but  man ;  and,  from  the  ethereal  heights 

'  Letter  to  a  friend,  written  1804. 
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to  which  he  soars,  looking  abroad,  at  one  glance,  on  an  im« 
measarable  expanse  of  forests,  fields,  lakes,  and  ocean,  deep 
below  him,  he  appears  indifferent  to  local  changes  of  season, 
as,  in  a  few  minntes,  he  can  pass  from  summer  to  winter,  from 
the  lower  to  the  higher  regions  of  the  atmosphere,  the  abode 
of  eternal  cold,  and  thence  descend  at  will  to  the  torrid  or  the 
arctic  regions  of  the  earth.  He  is  therefore  fonnd  at  all  sea- 
sons in  the  countries  which  he  inhabits,  bnt  prefers  snch  placev 
as  have  been  mentioned  above,  from  the  great  partiality  he  has 
for  fish. 

In  procuring  these,  he  displays,  in  a  rery  singular  manner, 
the  genius  and  energy  of  his  character,  which  is  fierce,  con- 
templative, daring,  and  tyrannical — attributes  not  exerted  bnt 
on  particular  occasions,  but  when  put  forth,  orerwhelming  all 
opposition.  Elevated  upon  a  high,  dead  limb  of  some  gigantic 
tree,  that  commands  a  wide  view  of  the  neighboring  shore  and 
ocean,  he  seems  calmly  to  contemplate  the  motions  of  the 
yarions  feathered  tribes  that  pursue  their  busy  avocations 
below — the  snow-white  gulls,  slowly  winnowing  the  air ;  the 
busy  sand-pipers,  coursing  along  the  beach ;  trains  of  ducks, 
streaming  over  the  surface ;  silent  and  watchful  cranes,  intent 
and  wading ;  clamorous  crows,  and  all  the  winged  multitudes 
ihsi  subsist  by  the  bounty  of  this  vast  liquid  magazine  of 
nature.  High  over  all  these  hovers  one  whose  action  instantly 
arrests  his  attention.  By  his  wide  curvature  of  wing  and 
sudden  suspension  in  air,  he  knows  him  to  be  the  fish-hawk, 
settling  over  some  devoted  victim  of  the  deep.  His  eye 
kindles  at  the  sight,  and,  balancing  himself  with  half-opened 
wings  on  the  branch,  he  watches  the  result.  Down,  rapid  as 
an  arrow  from  heaven,  descends  the  distant  object  of  his  atten- 
tion, the  roar  of  its  wings  reaching  the  ear  as  it  disappears  in 
the  deep,  making  the  surges  foam  around.  At  this  moment 
the  looks  of  the  eagle  are  all  ardor,  and,  levelling  his  neck  (or 
flight,  he  sees  the  fish^bawk  emerge,  struggling  with  his  prey, 
and  mounting  into  the  air  with  screams  of  exultation.  Them 
are  the  signal  for  our  hero,  who,  launching  into  the  air,  in- 
stantly  gives  chase,  and  soon  gains  on  the  fish-hawk.  Each 
exerts  his  utmost  to  mount  above  the  other,  displaying,  in 
these  rencounters,  the  most  elegant  and  sublime  aerial  evolu- 
tions. The  unincumbered  eagle  rapidly  advances,  and  is  just 
on  the  point  of  reaching  his  opponent,  when,  with  a  sudden 
scream,  probably  of  despair  and  honest  execration,  the  latter 
drops  his  fish ;  the  eagle,  poising  himself  for  a  moment  as  if  to 
take  a  more  certain  aim,  descends  like  a  whirlwind,  snatches  it 
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in  his  grasp  ere  it  reaches  the  water,  and  bears  his  ill-gotten 
booty  sUenUj  away  to  the  woods. 


THB  MOOKING  BIBD. 

The  plumage  of  the  mocking-bird,  though  none  of  the  home- 
li^t,  has  nothing  gandy  or  brUliant  in  it,  and,  had  he  nothing 
else  to  recommend  him,  wonld  scarcely  entitle  him  to  notice ; 
hot  his  figure  is  well-proportioned,  and  even  handsome.  The 
ease,  elegance,  and  rapidity  of  his  moyements,  the  animation 
of  his  eye,  and  the  intelligence  he  displays  in  listening,  and 
laying  up  lessons  from  almost  every  species  of  the  feathered 
creation  within  his  hearing,  are  really  surprising,  and  mark  the 
pecoiiarity  of  his  genius.  To  these  qualities  we  may  add  that 
of  a  voice  full,  strong,  and  musical,  and  capable  of  almost  every 
modulation,  from  the  clear,  mellow  tones  of  the  wood  thrush 
to  the  savage  screams  of  the  bald  eagle.  In  measure  and 
accent,  he  faithfully  follows  his  originals.  In  force,  and  sweet- 
ness of  expression,  he  greatly  improves  upon  them.  In  his 
natiTe  groves,  mounted  upon  the  top  of  a  tall  bush,  or  half- 
grown  tree,  in  the  dawn  of  dewy  morning,  while  the  woods  are 
already  voc^  with  a  multitude  of  warblers,  his  admirable  song 
rises  pre-eminent  over  every  competitor.  The  ear  can  listen 
to  kds  music  alone,  to  which  that  (^  all  the  others  seems  a  m^re 
accompaniment.  Neither  is  this  strain  altogether  imitative. 
His  own  native  notes,  which  are  easily  distinguishable  by  such 
aa  are  wdl  acquainted  with  those  of  our  various  birds  of  song, 
are  bold  and  full,  and  varied  seemingly  beyond  all  limits. 
They  consist  of  short  expressions  of  two,  three,  or,  at  the 
mosty  five  or  six  syllables,  generally  interspersed  with  imita- 
tions, and  all  of  them  ottered  with  great  emphasis  and  rapidity, 
and  continued,  with  undiminished  ardor,  for  half  an  hour,  or 
an  hour,  at  a  time.  His  expanded  wings  and  tail,  glistening 
with  white,  and  the  buoyant  gayety  of  his  action,  arrest  the 
eye,  as  his  song  most  irresistibly  does  the  ear.  He  sweeps 
round  with  enthusiastic  ecstasy-— ha  mounts  and  descends,  as  his 
song  swells  or  dies  away,  and,  as  Mr.  Bartram  has  beautifully 
expressed  it,  ''he  bounds  aloft  with  the  celerity  of  an  arrow, 
as  if  to  recall  his  very  soul,  which  expired  in  the  last  elevated 
strain."  While  thus  exerting  himself,  a  bystander,  destitute 
of  sight,  would  suppose  that  the  whole  feathered  tribes  had 
assembled  together,  on  a  trial  of  skill,  each  striving  to  produce 
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his  atmost  effect — so  perfect  are  his  imitations.  He  many 
times  deceives  the  sportsman,  and  sends  him  in  search  of  birds 
that,  perhaps,  are  not  within  miles  of  him,  bat  whose  notes  he 
exactly  imitates.  Even  birds  themselves  are  fireqnently  imposed 
on  by  this  admirable  mimic,  and  are  decoyed  by  the  fancied 
calls  of  their  mates,  or  dive,  with  precipitation,  into  the  depths 
of  thickets,  at  the  scream  of  what  they  suppose  to  be  the 
sparrow-hawk. 

The  mocking-bird  loses  little  of  the  power  and  energy  of  his 
song  by  confinement  In  his  domesticated  state,  when  he  com* 
mences  his  career  of  song,  it  is  impossible  to  stand  by  iuiiii« 
terested.  He  whistles  for  the  dog;  Gffisar  starts  ap,  wags 
his  tail,,  and  rans  to  meet  his  master.  He  sqneaks  ont  like  a 
hart  chicken,  and  the  hen  harries  aboat,  with  hanging  wings 
and  bristled  feathers,  clacking,  to  protect  her  injured  brood. 
He  rans  over  the  qnaverings  of  the  canary,  and  the  clear 
whistlings  of  the  Yirginia  nightingale  or  red-bird,  with  sacfa 
superior  execution  and  effect,  that  the  mortified  songsters  feel 
their  own  inferiority,  and  become  altogether  silent,  while  he 
seems  to  triumph  in  their  defeat,  by  redoubling  his  exertions. 

This  excessive  fondness  for  variety,  however,  in  Uie  opinion 
of  some,  injures  his  song.  His  elevated  imitations  of  the  brown 
thrush  are  frequently  interrupted  by  the  crowing  of  cocks;  and 
the  warblings  of  the  blue-bird,  which  he  exquisitely  manages, 
are  mingled  with  the  screaming  of  swallows,  or  the  cackling  of 
hens.  Amidst  the  simple  melody  of  the  robin,  we  are  suddenly 
surprised  by  the  shrill  reiterations  of  the  whip-poor-will;  while 
the  notes  of  the  kildeer,  blue  jay,  marten,  baltimore,  and  twenty 
others,  succeed,  with  such  imposing  reality,  that  we  look  round 
for  the  originals,  and  discover,  with  astonishment,  that  the  sole 
performer,  in  this  singular  concert,  is  the  admirable  bird  now 
before  us.  During  this  exhibition  of  his  powers,  he  spreads 
his  wings,  expands  his  tail,  and  throws  himself  around  the  cage 
in  all  the  ecstasy  of  enthusiasm,  seeming  not  only  to  sing,  but 
to  dance,  keeping  time  to  the  measure  of  his  own  music.  Both 
in  his  native  and  domesticated  state,  during  the  solemn  still- 
ness of  the  night,  as  soon  as  the  moon  rises  in  silent  mijesty^ 
he  begins  his  delightful  solo,  and  serenades  us  with  a  fiill  dis- 
play of  his  vocal  powers,  making  the  whole  neighborhood  ring 
with  his  inimitable  melody. 
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THE  DUTIES  OF  THE  BCHOOLMASTEB.^ 

Devote  your  whole  time,  except  what  is  proper  for  needfal 
exercise,  to  making  joarself  completely  master  of  jonr  busi- 
ness. For  this  purpose,  rise  by  the  peep  of  dawn,  take  your 
regular  walk,  and  then  commence  your  stated  studies.  Be 
under  no  anxiety  to  bear  what  people  think  of  you  or  your 
tutorship;  but  study  the  improvement  and  watch  over  the  good 
eonduct  of  the  children  consigned  to  your  care,  as  if  they  were 
your  own.  Mingle  respect  and  affability  with  your  orders  and 
arrangements.  Never  show  yourself  feverish  or  irritated ;  but 
preserve  a  firm  and  dignified,  a  just  and  energetic  deportment, 
in  every  emergency.  To  be  completely  master  of  one's  busi- 
ness, and  ever  anxious  to  discharge  it  with  fidelity  and  honor, 
is  to  be  great,  beloved,  respectable,  and  happy. 


CONSOLATION  IN  AJTUCTION. 

Sorry  I  am,  indeed,  that  afflictions  so  severe  as  those  you 
mention  should  fall  where  so  much  worth  and  sensibility  reside, 
while  the  profligate,  the  unthinking,  and  unfeeling  so  frequently 
pass  through  lifb  strangers  to  sickness,  adversity,  and  suffering. 
But  Ood  visits  those  with  distress  whose  enjoyments  he  wishes 
to  render  more  exquisite.  The  storms  of  affliction  do  not  last 
forever ;  and  sweet  is  the  serene  air,  and  warm  sunshine,  after 
a  day  of  darkness  and  tempest.  Our  friend  has  indeed  passed 
away,  in  the  bloom  of  youth  and  expectation;  but  nothing  has 
happened  but  almost  every  day's  experience  teaches  to  expect. 
How  many  millions  of  beautiful  flowers  have  flourished  and 
faded  under  your  eye ;  and  how  often  has  the  whole  profusion 
of  blossoms,  the  hopes  of  a  whole  year,  been  blasted  by  an 
untimely  frost  He  has  gone  only  a  little  before  us ;  we  must 
soon  follow;  but  while  the  feelings  of  nature  cannot  be  re- 
pressed, it  is  our  duty  to  bow  with  humble  resignation  to  the 
decisions  of  the  Great  Father  of  all,  rather  receiving  with 
gratitude  the  blessings  he  is  pleased  to  bestow,  than  repining 
at  the  loss  of  those  he  thinks  proper  to  take  from  us.     But 

^  In  a  letter  to  his  nephew,  WUliam  Doncan,  then  (1811)  engaged  in  the 
profeerion  of  instrnction. 
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allow  me,  my  dear  friend,  to  withdraw  jonr  thoughts  from  so 
melancholy  a  subject,  since  the  best  way  to  avoid  the  force  of 
any  overpowering  passion  is  to  turn  its  direction  another  way. 


DAVID  RAMSEY,  1749—1816. 

David  Ramsbt,  the  distinguished  historian,  was  bom  in  Lancaster 
County,  Pennsylvania,  on  the  2d  of  April,  1749.  His  father,  James 
Ramsey,  was  a  respectable  farmer,  who  had  early  emigrated  from 
Ireland,  and  by  the  diligent  cultivation  of  his  farm  was  enabled  to 
educate  a  numerous  family.  A  Protestant  Christian,  he  early  sowed 
the  seeds  of  religion  in  the  minds  of  his  children,  and  lived  to  see  the 
happy  fruits  of  his  care  and  labor.  Our  author  was  early  distinguished 
for  his  quickness  of  intellect,  and,  after  going  through  the  usual  pre- 
paratory studies,  entered  Princeton  College,  where  he  graduated  in 
1705,  being  only  sixteen  years  of  age.  After  teaching  for  two  years, 
he  commenced  the  study  of  medicine  in  Philadelphia  under  Dr.  Rush, 
and  in  1772  commenced  its  practice  in  Maryland.  The  next  year  h« 
removed  to  Charleston,  S.  C,  and  rose  rapidly  to  eminence  in  his 
profession  and  in  the  respect  of  the  oommnnity. '  His  talents,  business 
habits,  and  industry  eminently  qualified  him  for  an  active  part  in 
public  affairs,  and  as  he  was  a  xealous  advocate  for  independence,  he 
was  often  called  on  when  anything  was  to  be  done  for  the  oommon 
welfare.  From  the  Declaration  of  Independence  to  the  close  of  the 
war  he  was  a  member  of  the  Legislature  of  South  Carolina.  In 
February,  1782,  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Continental  Congress, 
and  ag^in  in  1785.  The  next  year  he  returned  to  Charleston,  and 
again  entered  the  walks  of  private  life. 

From  the  beginning  to  the  close  of  the  war.  Dr.  Ramsey  had  been 
carefully  collecting  materials  for  its  history,  and  in  1785  published  his 
"  History  of  the  Revolution  in  South  Carolina."  Five  years  after,  in 
1790,  when  he  had  studied  the  subject  more,  and  gained  much  valu- 

*  On  his  going  to  Charleston,  Dr.  Rush  wrote  a  commendatory  letter,  to  aid 
him  in  his  new  post,  in  which  he  8a3rB :  *'It  is  saying  but  little  of  him  to  teU 
you  that  he  is  far  superior  to  any  person  we  ever  graduated  at  our  college; 
his  abilities  are  not  only  good,  but  great;  his  talents  and  knowledge  nni- 
versal.  *  *  *  Joined  to  all  these,  he  is  sound  in  his  principles,  strict, 
nay  more,  severe  in  his  morals.  He  writes,  talks,  and — what  is  more — lires 
wcU.'» 
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able  information  from  many  distingaished  actors  in  its  scenes,  he 
published  his  "  History  of  the  American  Revolution,"  which  was  re- 
ceived with  universal  approbation.  In  1801,  he  published  his  *'  Life 
of  Washington,"  which  still  maintains  a  high  reputation.  In  1808, 
he  gave  to  the  world  a  "  History  of  South  Carolina,"  in  two  volumes, 
octavo.  Besides  these  historical  works,  he  published  a  number  of 
essays  connected  with  his  profession ;  a  "  Biographical  Chart,"  to  facili- 
tate the  study  of  history ;  and  a  "Eulogium  on  Dr.  Rush."  He  had 
made  preparations  for  publishing  a  larger  historical  work  upon  our 
country,  but  he  was  suddenly  taken  off,  being  shot  by  a  lunatic,  in  the 
streets  of  Charleston,  on  the  8th  of  May,  1815. 

WASHINGTON  BESIONING  HIS  COMMISSION. 

The  honr  now  approached  in  which  it  became  necessary  for 
the  American  chief  to  take  leave  of  his  officers,  who  had  been 
endeared  to  him  by  a  long  series  of  common  sufferings  and 
dangers.  This  was  done  in  a  solemn  manner.  The  officers 
having  previously  assembled  for  the  purpose.  General  Wash- 
ington joined  them,  and,  calling  for  a  glass  of  wine,  thus  ad- 
dressed them :  '*  With  a  heart  full  of  love  and  gratitude,  I  now 
take  leave  of  you.  I  most  devoutly  wish  that  your  latter  days 
may  be  as  prosperous  and  happy  as  your  former  ones  have  been 
glorious  and  honorable."  Having  drank,  he  added:  "I  cannot 
come  to  each  of  you  to  take  my  leave,  but  shall  be  obliged  to 
you  if  each  of  yon  will  come  and  take  me  by  the  hand." 
General  Knox,  being  next,  turned  to  him.  Incapable  of  utter- 
ance, Washington  grasped  his  hand,  and  embraced  him.  The 
officers  came  up  successively,  and  he  took  an  affectionate  leave 
of  each  of  them.  Not  a  word  was  articulated  on  either  side. 
A  majestic  silence  prevailed.  The  tear  of  sensibility  glistened 
in  every  eye.  The  tenderness  of  the  scene  exceeded  all  de- 
scription. When  the  last  of  the  officers  had  taken  his  leave, 
Washington  left  the  room,  and  passed  through  the  corps  of 
light  infantry  to  the  place  of  embarkation.  The  officers  fol- 
lowed in  a  solemn,  mute  procession,  with  dejected  countenances. 
On  his  entering  the  barge  to  cross  the  North  River,  he  turned 
towards  the  companions  of  his  glory,  and,  by  waving  his  hat, 
bid  them  a  silent  adieu.  Some  of  them  answered  this  last 
fiignol  of  respect  and  affection  with  tears;  and  all  of  them 
gazed  upon  the  barge  which  conveyed  him  from  their  sight 
till  they  conld  no  longer  distinguish  in  it  the  person  of  their 
beloved  commander-in-chief. 
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The  army  being  disbanded,  Washington  proceeded  to  Anna- 
polis, then  the  seat  of  Congress,  to  resign  his  commission.  On 
his  way  thither,  he,  of  his  own  accord,  delivered  to  the  comp- 
troller of  accounts  in  Philadelphia  an  accoant  of  the  ezpendi- 
tare  of  all  the  poblic  money  he  had  ever  received.  This  was 
in  his  own  hand-writing,  and  every  entry  was  made  in  a  very 
particular  manner.  Vouchers  were  produced  for  every  item, 
except  for  secret  intelligence  and  services,  which  amounted  to 
no  more  than  1982  pounds,  10  shillings  sterling.  The  whole, 
which,  in  the  course  of  eight  years  of  war,  had  passed  through 
his  hands,  amounted  only  to  14,479  pounds,  18  shillings,  9  pence ' 
sterling.  Nothing  was  charged  or  retained  for  personal  services ; 
and  actual  disbursements  had  been  managed  with  such  economy 
and  fidelity,  that  they  were  all  covered  by  the  above  moderate 
sum. 

After  accounting  for  all  his  expenditures  of  public  money 
(secret  service  money,  for  obvious  reasons,  excepted),  with  all 
the  exactness  which  established  forms  required  from  the  infe- 
rior officers  of  his  army,  he  hastened  to  resign  into  the  hands 
of  the  fathers  of  his  country  the  powers  with  which  they  had 
invested  him.  This  was  done  in  a  public  audience.  Congress 
received  him  as  the  founder  and  guardian  of  the  republic 
While  he  appeared  before  them,  they  silently  retraced  the 
scenes  of  danger  and  distress  through  which  they  had  passed 
together.  They  recalled  to  mind  the  blessings  of  freedom  and 
peace  purchased  by  his  arm.  They  gazed  with  wonder  on  their 
fellow-citizen,  who  appeared  more  great  and  worthy  of  esteem 
in  resigning  his  power  than  he  had  done  in  gloriously  using  it 
Every  heart  was  big  with  emotion.  Tears  of  admiration  and 
gratitude  burst  from  every  eye.  The  general  sympathy  was 
felt  by  the  resigning  hero,  and  wet  his  cheek  with  a  manly  tear. 
After  a  decent  pause,  he  addressed  Thomas  Mifflin,  the  Presi- 
dent of  Congress,  in  the  following  words : — 

*'  The  great  events  on  which  my  resignation  depended  having 
at  length  taken  place,  I  have  now  the  honor  of  offering  my 
sincere  congratulations  to  Congress,  and  of  presenting  myself 
before  them,  to  surrender  into  their  hands  the  trust  committed  to 
me,  and  to  claim  the  indulgence  of  retiring  from  the  service  of 
my  country. 

"Happy  in  the  confirmation  of  our  independence  and  sove- 
reignty, and  pleased  with  the  opportunity  afforded  the  United 
States  of  becoming  a  respectable  nation,  I  resign  with  satis- 
faction the  appointment  1  accepted  with  diffidence ;  a  diffidence 
in  my  abilities  to  accomplish  so  arduous  a  task,  which,  how- 
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ever,  was  superseded  by  a  confidence  in  tbe  rectitnde  of  onr 
caose^  the  support  of  the  snpreme  power  of  the  Union,  and 
the  patronage  of  Heaven. 

"The  SQCcessfol  termination  of  the  war  has  yerified  the  roost 
aang:aine  expectations;  and  my  gratitude  for  the  interposition 
of  Providence,  and  for  the  assistance  I  have  received  from  my 
countrymen,  increases  with  every  review  of  the  momentous 
contest. 

"While  I  repeat  my  obh'gations  to  the  army  in  general,  I 
should  do  injustice  to  my  own  feelings  not  to  acknowledge  in 
this  place  the  peculiar  services  and  distinguished  merits  of  the 
persons  who  have  been  attached  to  my  person  during  the  war. 
It  was  impossible  that  the  choice  of  confidential  officers  to 
compose  my  family  should  have  been  more  fortunate.  Permit 
me,  sir,  to  recommend,  in  particular,  those  who  have  continued 
in  the  service  to  the  present  moment,  as  worthy  of  the  favor- 
able notice  and  patronage  of  Congress. 

"I  consider  it  as  an  indispensable  duty  to  cIobc  this  last 
solemn  act  of  my  official  life,  by  commending  the  interests  of 
our  dearest  country  to  the  protection  of  Almighty  God,  and 
those  who  have  the  superintendence  of  them  to  his  holy  keeping. 

"  Having  now  finished  the  work  assigned  me,  I  retire  from 
the  great  theatre  of  action ;  and,  bidding  an  affectionate  farewell 
to  this  august  body,  under  whose  orders  I  have  long  acted,  I  here 
offer  my  commission,  and  take  my  leave  of  all  the  employments 
of  public  life." 

This  address  being  ended,  General  Washington  advanced 
and  delivered  his  commission  into  the  hands  of  the  President 
of  Congress,  who  replied  as  follows: — 

"The  United  States,  in  Congress  assembled,  receive,  with 
emotions  too  affecting  for  utterance,  the  solemn  resignation  of 
the  authorities  under  which  you  have  led  their  troops  with 
success  through  a  perilous  and  doubtful  war. 

"Called  upon  by  your  country  to  defend  its  invaded  rights, 
yoQ  accepted  the  sacred  charge  before  it  had  formed  alliances, 
and  whilst  it  was  without  friends  or  a  government  to  support  you. 

"You  have  conducted  the  great  military  contest  with  wisdom 
and  fortitude,  invariably  reganiing  the  rights  of  the  civil  power 
through  all  disasters  and  changes.  You  have,  by  the  love  and 
confidence  of  your  fellow-citizens,  enabled  them  to  display  their 
martial  genius,  and  transmit  their  fame  to  posterity.  If  on  have 
persevered,  till  these  United  States,  aided  by  a  magnanimous 
king  and  nation,  have  been  enabled,  under  a  just  Providence, 

13* 
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to  close  the  war  in  safety,  freedom,  and  independence;  on  wfaidi 
happy  event  we  sincerely  join  you  in  congratalations. 

''Having  defended  the  standard  of  liberty  in  this  new  world, 
having  taught  a  lesson  useful  to  those  who  inflict,  and  to  those 
who  feel  oppression,  you  retire  from  the  great  theatre  of  action 
with  the  blessings  of  your  fellow-citizens;  but  the  glory  of 
your  virtues  will  not  terminate  with  your  military  command; 
it  will  continue  to  animate  remotest  ages.  We  feel  with  yoi 
our  obligations  to  the  army  in  general,  and  will  particularly 
charge  ourselves  with  the  interest  of  those  confidential  officers 
who  have  attended  your  person  to  this  affecting  moment. 

''We  join  you  in  commending  the  interests  of  our  dearest 
country  to  the  protection  of  Almighty  God,  beseeching  him  to 
dispose  the  hearts  and  minds  of  its  citizens  to  improve  the 
opportunity  afforded  them  of  becoming  a  happy  and  respect- 
able nation ;  and  for  you  we  address  to  Him  our  earnest  prayers, 
that  a  life  so  beloved  may  be  fostered  with  all  His  care;  that 
your  days  may  be  happy  as  they  have  been  illustrious,  and  tiiat 
He  will  finally  give  you  that  reward  which  this  world  cannot 
give." 

His  own  sensations,  after  retiring  from  public  business,  are 
thus  expressed  in  his  letters :  "  I  am  just  beginning  to  experi- 
ence the  ease  and  freedom  from  public  cares,  which,  however 
desirable,  it  takes  some  time  to  realize ;  for,  strange  as  it  may 
seem,  it  is  nevertheless  true,  that  it  was  not  until  lately  I  could 
get  the  better  of  my  usual  custom  of  ruminating,  as  soon  as  I 
awoke  in  the  morning,  on  the  business  of  the  ensuing  day;  and 
of  my  surprise  on  finding,  after  revolving  many  things  in  my 
mind,  that  I  was  no  longer  a  public  man,  or  had  anything  to 
do  with  public  transactions.  I  feel  as  I  conceive  a  wearied 
traveller  must  do,  who,  after  treading  many  a  painful  step  with 
a  heavy  burden  on  his  shoulders,  is  eased  K>f  the  latter,  having 
reached  the  haven  to  which  all  the  former  were  directed,  and, 
from  his  housetop,  is  looking  back,  and  tracing  with  an  eager 
eye  the  meanders  by  which  he  escaped  the  quicksands  and 
mires  which  lay  in  his  way,  and  into  which  none  but  the  ail- 
powerful  Guide  and  Dispenser  of  human  events  could  have  pre- 
vented his  falling. " 

"  I  have  become  a  private  citizen  on  the  banks  of  the  Potomac ; 
and,  under  the  shadow  of  my  own  vine  and  my  own  fig-tree, 
free  from  the  bustle  of  a  camp,  and  the  busy  scenes  of  public 
life,  I  am  solacing  myself  with  those  tranquil  enjoyments  of 
which  the  soldier,  who  is  ever  in  pursuit  of  fame — the  states- 
man, whose  watchful  days  and  sleepless  nights  are  spent  in 
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derisiDg  schemes  to  promote  the  welfare  of  his  own,  perhaps 
the  min  of  other  coantries,  as  if  this  globe  was  insofficient  for 
OS  all^ — and  the  coartier,  who  is  always  watching  the  counte- 
nance of  bis  prince,  in  the  hope  of  catching  a  gracions  smile 
— can  have  very  little  conception.  I  hare  not  only  retired 
from  all  public  employments,  but  am  retiring  within  myself, 
and  shall  be  able  to  view  the  solitary  walk,  and  tread  the 
paths  of  private  life,  with  heartfelt  satisfaction.  Envious  of 
none,  I  am  determined  to  be  pleased  with  all ;  and  this,  my 
dear  friend,  being  the  order  of  my  march,  I  will  move  gently 
down  the  stream  of  life  until  I  sleep  with  my  fathers." 


TIMOTHY  DWIGHT,  1762—1817. 

TniOTHT  DffiGHT,  the  son  of  Timothy  and  Mary  Dwight,  was  bom  at 
Korthampton,  Massachusetts,  on  the  14th  of  May,  1752.  His  father  was 
a  man  of  sound  and  vigorous  intellect ;  and  his  mother,  the  daughter 
of  the  celebrated  Jonathan  Edwards,  inherited  no  small  share  of  her 
father's  intellectual  greatness.  When  to  great  mental  vigor  we  add 
that  his  parents  united  the  highest  moral  qualities,  we  can  see  how 
highly  fayorable  was  such  an  intellectual  and  moral  atmosphere  to  the 
development  of  his  youthful  faculties ;  and  of  these  influences  he  had, 
most  happily,  the  disposition  to  avail  himself.  He  showed  uncom- 
mon powers  of  mind  at  a  very  early  age,  being  able  to  read  in  the 
Bible  fluently  at  the  age  of  four,  and  at  six  commencing  the  study 
of  Latin. 

In  1765,  he  entered  Yale  College,  Just  as  he  had  completed  his  thir- 
teenth year,  and  was  familiar  not  only  with  the  requirements  for 
entering — though  these  were  very  low  compared  with  what  they  now 
are— but  with  most  of  the  classical  authors  that  were  read  during  the 
first  half  of  his  collegiate  course.  Owing  to  his  over  preparation,  he 
did  not  feel  the  necessity  of  much  application  for  the  first  two  years ; 
and  these,  consequently,  were  spent  rather  idly.  But  for  this  indo- 
lence he  atoned  in  his  Junior  and  senior  years,  studying  with  an 
intensity  that  left  no  time  unemployed.  In  consequence  of  his  ex- 
oetsive  application  to  study,  his  eyes  became  seriously  affected,  and 
a  permanent  weakness  of  sight  was  induced,  so  that  to  the  close  of 
life  he  could  read  but  little,  and  that  only  occasionally. 
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After  leaving  college,  he  taught  a  grammar  school  in  New  Hayen, 
and  in  1771  was  chosen  tutor  in  Yale  College,  in  which  office  he  oon- 
tinned  with  high  reputation  for  six  years.  While  here,  in  1774,  ha 
finished  his  poem  '*  The  Conquest  of  Canaan,"  though  it  was  not  pub- 
lished till  eleyen  years  after.  In  llaroh,  1777,  he  married  the  daughter 
of  Benjamin  Woolsej,  of  Long  Island.  By  her  he  had  eight  sons, 
six  of  whom  surviyed  him.  In  June  he  was  licensed  as  a  preacher, 
and  in  September  was  appointed  chaplain  to  a  brigade  in  Oeneral 
Putnam's  division,  in  which  capacity  he  continued  about  a  year.*  In 
1778,  his  father  dying,  he  removed  to  Northampton,  to  console  his 
mother  and  provide  for  her  numerous  family,  to  whose  support  he 
contributed  for  five  years,  from  a  scanty  income  obtained  by  preaching 
and  teaching  and  occasionally  laboring  on  a  farm.  In  1783,  he  was 
ordained  over  a  parish  in  Greenfield,  where  he  continued  for  twelve 
years.  In  1785,  he  published  his  "  Conquest  of  Canaan ;"  and  in  1794, 
his  poem  called  "  Greenfield  Hill,"  in  seven  parts.  After  the  death  of 
Dr.  Stiles,  he  was  chosen  President  of  Yale  College,  and  was  inaugu- 
rated in  September,  1795 ;  which  ofilce,  together  with  the  professorship 
of  theology,  he  continued  to  fill  for  the  remainder  of  his  life.  While 
discharging  the  duties  of  these  offices,  he  prepared  his  sermons  on 
systematic  theology,  on  which  his  fame  chiefly  rests,  entitled  "  Theo- 
logy Explained  and  Defended  in  a  Series  of  Sermons,"  5  volumes. 
This  admirable  and  most  comprehensive  system  of  divinity  has 
passed  though  many  editions  In  England  as  well  as  in  our  own 
country.  In  his  college  vacations,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  journeying, 
and  to  this  we  owe  his  '*  Travels  in  New  England  and  New  York," 
published,  after  his  death,  in  four  volumes.  He  died  January  11th, 
1817,  aged  sixty-four,  having  been  President  of  the  College  twenty- 
one  years.* 

'  At  that  time  the  eyes  of  most  Christians  were  not  opened  to  see  the  groes 
incoDsistency  in  a  minister  of  the  "Prince  of  Peace'*  entering  the  army  and 
exhorting  the  soldiers  to  fight  bravely,  and  praying  the  "God  of  love*'  to 
infuse  into  them  a  spirit  of  animosity  towards  their  brother  man,  called  "  the 
enemy." 

'  The  following  pleasant  anecdote  is  told  concerning  Dr.  Dwight  and  Dennie, 
the  editor  of  the  "  Port  Folio :"  While  travelling  in  New  Jersey,  the  learned 
President  chanced  to  stop  for  a  night  at  a  stage  hotel,  in  one  of  its  populous 
towns.  Late  in  the  evening  arrived  also  at  the  inn  Mr.  Dennie,  who  had  the 
misfortune  to  learn  from  the  landlord  that  his  beds  were  all  paired  with 
lodgers  except  one  occupied  by  the  celebrated  Dr.  Dwight.  "Show  me  to 
his  apartment,"  exclaimed  Dennie;  "although  I  am^a  stranger  to  tiie  re- 
verend Doctor,  perhaps  I  can  bargain  with  him  for  my  lodgings.'*  The  Imod- 
lord  accordingly  waited  on  Mr.  Dennie  to  his  guest's  room,  and  there  left 
him  to  introduce  himself.  The  Doctor,  although  in  his  night-gown,  cap  and 
slippers,  and  just  ready  to  resign  himself  to  the  refreshing  arms  of  Somnos, 
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Pleasing  as  Dr.  Dwight  is  as  a  poet,  and  learned  and  eloquent  as  he 
was  as  a  divine,  it  is  as  President  of  Tale  College  that  he  was  most 
▼alned,  and  honored,  and  loved  while  living,  and  as  such  is  embalmed 
in  the  hearts  of  the  large  number  of  scholars,  divines,  and  statesmen 
still  living,  who  were  instructed  bj  him  in  their  collegiate  course.  He 
had  the  remarkable  faculty  of  winning  the  affections  and  commanding 
the  most  profound  respect  of  all  the  joung  men  who  came  under  his 
influence,  while  he  poured  forth  his  instructions  in  a  most  impressive 
eloquence  from  a  mind  stored  with  the  treasures  of  ancient  and  modem 
learning.  And  knowing,  as  we  do,  that  for  the  last  twentj  years  of  his 
life  he  could  scarcely  use  his  eyes  at  all,  our  wonder  increases  that  he 
accomplished  so  much.  But  what  cannot  singleness  of  aim,  determined 
purpose,  and  unremitting  industry  effect  ? 


DUSLUNO. 

Life,  to  man,  is  his  all.  On  it  everything  is  suspended 
which  roan  can  call  his  own ;  his  enjoyments,  his  hopes,  his 
usefulness,  and  his  salvation.     Oar  own  life  is  to  as,  therefore, 

politely  requeeted  the  strange  intnider  to  be  seated.  He  was  stniok  with  the 
peculiar  physiognomy  of  his  companion,  unbent  his  austere  brow,  and  com- 
menced an  animated  colloquy.  The  names  of  Washington,  Franklin,  Bitten- 
house,  and  a  host  of  literary  and  political  characters  for  some  time  gave  a 
test  and  interest  to  their  conversation,  until  Bwight  chanced  to  mention  the 
writings  of  Dennie.  *'Dennie,  the  editor  of  the  'Port  Folio,'"  said  the 
Doctor  in  a  rhapsody,  "  is  the  Addison  of  the  United  States,  the  father  of 
American  Belles  Lettret.  But,  sir,"  continued  he,  ''is  it  not  astonishing, 
that  a  man  of  such  genius,  fancy,  and  feeling  should  abandon  himself  to  the 
inebriating  bowl,  and  to  Bacchanalian  revels?"  "Sir,"  said  Dennie,  "yon 
are  mistaken :  I  have  been  intimately  acquainted  with  Dennie  for  several 
years,  and  I  never  knew  or  saw  him  intoxicated."  "  Sir,"  says  the  Doctor, 
"you  err ;  I  have  my  information  from  a  particular  friend.  I  am  confident 
that  I  am  right,  and  that  you  are  wrong."  Dennie  now  ingeniously  changed 
the  conversation  to  the  clergy,  remarking,  '  *  that  Doctors  Abercrombie  and 
Mason  were  amongst  our  most  distinguished  divines ;  yet  that  he  eonsidered 
Dr.  Dwight,  President  of  Yale  College,  the  most  learned  theologian,  the  first 
logician,  and  the  greatest  poet  that  America  had  ever  produced.  But,  sir," 
continued  Dennie,  "there  are  traits  in  his  character  unworthy  so  rreat  and 
wise  a  man,  of  the  most  det^table  description ;  he  is  the  greatest  bigot  and 
dogmatist  of  the  age."  "  Sir,"  said  the  Doctor,  '*  you  are  grossly  mistaken. 
I  am  intimately  acquainted  with  Dr.  Dwight,  and  I  know  to  the  contrary." 
"  Sir, "  says  Dennie,  "  you  are  mistaken ;  1  have  it  from  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance of  his,  who  I  am  confident  would  not  tell  an  untruth."  "No  more 
slander,"  says  the  Doctor;  "I  am  Dr.  Dwight,  of  whom  you  speak!"  "  And 
I,  too,"  exclaimed  Dennie,  "am  Mr.  Dennie,  of  whom  you  spoke!"  The 
astonishment  of  Dr.  Dwight  may  be  better  conceived  than  told.  Suffice  it 
to  say,  they  mutually  shook  hands,  and  were  extremely  happy  in  each  other's 
acquaintance. 
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invalaable.  As  we  are  most  reasonably  required  to  hve  cur 
neighbor  (is  ourselves,  his  life  ought,  in  oar  estimation,  to  pos- 
sess the  same  valae.  In  conformity  to  these  views,  mankind 
have  universally  regarded  those  who  have  violently  deprived 
others  of  life  with  supreme  abhorrence,  and  branded  their 
names  with  singular  infamy.  Murderers  have  been  punished, 
in  every  age  and  country,  with  the  most  awful  expressions  of 
detestation,  with  the  most  formidable  array  of  terror,  and  with 
the  most  excruciating  means  of  agony.  On  the  heads  of  mur- 
derers, at  the  same  time,  mankind  have  heaped  curses  witbont 
bounds.  The  City  of  Refuge,  nay,  the  Altar  itself,  a  strong 
tower  of  defence  to  every  other  criminal,  has  lost  its  hallowed 
character,  at  the  approach  of  a  murderer,  and  emptied  him 
out  of  its  sacred  recesses  into  the  hands  of  the  Avenger  of 
blood.  God  hath  said,  A  man  thcU  doeth  violence  to  the  blood  of 
any  person,  he  shall  flee  to  the  pit:  let  no  man  stay  him.  In 
solemn  response,  the  world  has  cried.  Amen. 

But  all  these  sentiments,  all  these  rights,  all  the  obligations 
of  this  law,  the  Duellist  has  violated.  Nay,  he  has  violated 
them  in  cold  blood ;  with  the  deliberation  of  system ;  in  the 
season  of  serenity ;  in  the  tranquillity  of  the  closet.  This  vio- 
lation he  has  made  a  part  of  his  creed,  and  settled  purpose  of 
his  life;  a  governing  rule  of  his  conduct.  All  this  he  has  done 
amid  the  various  advantages  of  birth  and  education  ;  under  the 
light  of  Science;  with  the  Bible  in  his  hand;  and  before  the 
altar  of  his  God.  He  has  done  it  all,  also,  in  the  face  of  argu- 
ments, which  have  commanded  the  conviction  of  all  mankind, 
except  himself;  and  which  would  have  convinced  him,  had  his 
mind  been  honestly  open  to  the  force  of  argument.  His  opin- 
ions have  been  a  thousand  times  exposed  :  his  arguments  have 
been  a  thousand  times  refuted.  Against  him  have  been  arrayed, 
in  every  Christian  country,  the  common  sense  of  mankind,  the 
feelings  of  humanity,  the  solemn  voice  of  Law,  and  the  Infi- 
nitely awful  command  of  the  Eternal  God.  With  a  moral 
hardihood,  not  often  exampled  even  in  this  world,  he  encounters 
them  all,  overcomes  them  all,  and  goes  coolly  onward  to  the 
work  of  destruction. 


THB  NOTCH  OF  THE  WHITE  MOUNTAINS. 

The  Notch  of  the  White  Monntains  is  a  phrase  appropriated 
to  a  very  narrow  defile,  extending  two  miles  in  length  between 
two  huge  clififs  apparently  rent  asunder  by  some  vast  convulsion 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


1752-1817.]  TIMOTHY  DWIQUT.  165 

of  natore.  This  conyolsion  was,  in  my  own  view,  that  of  the 
deluge.  There  are  here,  and  thronghout  New  England,  no 
eminent  proofs  of  yolcanic  yiolence,  nor  any  strong  exhibitions 
of  the  power  of  earthquakes.  Nor  has  history  recorded  any 
earthquake  or  volcano  in  other  countries,  of  sufficient  efficacy 
to  produce  the  phenomena  of  this  place.  The  objects  rent 
asunder  are  too  great,  the  ruin  is  too  vast  and  too  complete, 
to  have  been  accomplished  by  these  agents.  The  change 
appears  to  have  been  effected  when  the  surface  of  the  earth 
extensively  subsided ;  when  countries  and  continents  assumed 
a  new  face ;  and  a  general  commotion  of  the  elements  produced 
a  disruption  of  some  mountains,  and  merged  others  beneath 
the  common  level  of  desolation.  Nothing  less  than  this  will 
account  for  the  sundering  of  a  long  range  of  great  rocks,  or 
rather  of  vast  mountains;  or  for  the  existing  evidences  of  the 
immense  force  by  which  the  rupture  was  effected.  ^ 

The  entrance  of  the  chasm  is  formed  by  two  rocks,  standing 
perpendicularly,  at  the  distance  of  twenty-two  feet  from  each 
other ;  one  about  twenty  feet  in  height,  the  other  about  twelve. 
Half  of  the  space  is  occupied  by  the  brook  mentioned  as  the 
head  stream  of  the  Saco;  the  other  half  by  the  road.  The 
stream  is  lost  and  invisible  beneath  a  mass  of  fragments,  partly 
blown  out  of  the  road,  and  partly  thrown  down  by  some  great 
convulsion. 

When  we  entered  the  Notch,  we  were  struck  with  the  wild 
and  solemn  appearance  of  everything  before  us.  The  scale  on 
which  all  the  objects  in  view  were  formed  was  the  scale  of 
grandeur  only.  The  rocks,  rode  and  ragged  in  a  manner 
rarely  paralleled,  were  fashioned  and  piled  by  a  hand  operating 
only  in  the  boldest  and  most  irregular  manner.  As  we  ad- 
vanced, these  appearances  increased  rapidly.  Huge  masses 
of  granite,  of  every  abrupt  form,  and  hoary  with  a  moss  which 
seemed  the  product  of  ages,  recalling  to  the  mind  the  saxiim 
vHuitum  of  Virgil,  speedily  rose  to  a  mountainous  height. 
Before  us  the  view  widened  fast  to  the  southeast.  Behind  us 
it  closed  almost  instantaneously,  and  presented  nothing  to  the 
eye  but  an  impassable  barrier  of  mountains. 

About  half  a  mile  from  the  entrance  of  the  chasm,  we  saw, 
in  full  view,  the  most  beautiful  cascade,  perhaps,  in  the  world. 
It  issued  from  a  mountain  on  the  right,  about  eight  hundred 
feet  above  the  subjacent  valley,  and  at  the  distance  from  us  of 
about  two  miles.  The  stream  ran  over  a  series  of  rocks  almost 
perpendicular,  with  a  course  so  little  broken  as  to  preserve  the 
appearance  of  a  uniform  current;  and  yet  so  far  disturbed  as 
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to  be  perfectly  white.  The  san  shone  with  the  clearest  splendor, 
from  a  station  in  the  heavens  the  most  advantageous  to  oar 
prospect;  and  the  cascade  glittered  down  the  vast  steep  like  a 
stream  of  barnished  silver. 

At  the  distance  of  three-quarters  of  a  mile  from  the  entrance, 
we  passed  a  brook,  known  in  this  region  by  the  name  of  the 
flume,  from  the  strong  resemblance  to  that  object  exhibited  by 
the  channel  which  it  has  worn  for  a  considerable  length  in  a 
bed  of  rocks,  the  sides  being  perpendicular  to  the  bottom. 
This  elegant  piece  of  water  we  determined  to  examine  farther; 
and,  alighting  from  onr  horses,  walked  np  the  acclivity  perhaps 
a  furlong.  The  stream  fell  from  a  height  of  two  hundred  and 
forty  or  two  hundred  and  fifty  feet  over  three  precipices ;  the 
second  receding  a  small  distance  from  the  front  of  the  first,  and 
the  third  from  that  of  the  second.  Down  the  first  and  second 
it  fell  in  a  single  current,  and  down  the  third  in  three,  which 
united  their  streams  at  the  bottom  in  a  fine  basin,  formed  by 
the  hand  of  nature  in  the  rocks  immediately  beneath  as.  It 
is  impossible  for  a  brook  of  this  size  to  be  modelled  into  more 
diversified  or  more  delightful  forms;  or  for  a  cascade  to  descend 
over  precipices  more  happily  fitted  to  finish  its  beauty.  The 
cliffs,  together  with  a  level  at  their  foot,  furnished  a  consider- 
able opening,  surrounded  by  the  forest.  The  sunbeams,  pene- 
trating through  the  trees,  painted  here  a  great  variety  of  fine 
images  of  light,  and  edged  an  equally  numerous  and  diversified 
collection  of  shadows;  both  dancing  on  the  waters,  and  alter- 
nately silvering  and  obscuring  their  course.  Purer  water  was 
never  seen.  Exclusively  of  its  murmurs,' the  world  around  as 
was  solemn  and  silent.  Everything  assumed  the  character  of 
enchantment;  and,  had  I  been  educated  in  the  Grecian 
mythology,  I  should  scarcely  have  been  surprised  to  find  an 
assemblage  of  Dryads,  Naiads,  and  Oreades  sporting  on  the 
little  plain  below  our  feet.  The  purity  of  this  water  was  dis- 
cernible, not  only  by  its  limpid  appearance  and  its  taste,  but 
from  several  other  circumstances.  Its  course  is  wholly  over 
hard  granite,  and  the  rocks  and  the  stones  in  its  bed  and  at  its 
side,  instead  of  being  covered  with  adventitious  substances, 
were  washed  perfectly  clean ;  and,  by  their  neat  appearance, 
added  not  a  little  to  the  beauty  of  the  scenery. 


THE  Q00DNE88  OF  QOD  AS  BdANIFESTfiD  IN  CREATION. 

Were  all  the  interesting  diversities  of  color  and  form  to  dis- 
appear, how  unsightly,  dull,  and  wearisome  would  be  the  aspect 
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of  the  world  I  The  pleasures  conveyed  to  us  by  the  endless 
varieties  with  which  these  sources  of  beauty  are  presented  to 
the  eye  are  so  much  things  of  course,  and  exist  so  much  with- 
out intermission,  that  we  scarcely  think  either  of  their  nature, 
their  number,  or  the  great  proportion  which  they  constitute  in 
the  whole  mass  of  our  enjoyment.  But,  were  an  inhabitant  of 
this  country  to  be  removed  from  its  delightful  scenery  to  the 
midst  of  an  Arabian  desert,  a  boundless  expanse  of  sand,  a 
waste,  spread  with  uniform  desolation,  enlivened  by  the  murmur 
of  no  stream,  and  cheered  by  the  beauty  of  no  verdure ;  although 
he  might  live  in  a  palace,  and  riot  in  splendor  and  luxury,  he 
would,  I  think,  6nd  life  a  dull,  wearisome,  melancholy  round 
of  existence;  and,  amid  all  his  gratifications,  would  sigh  for 
the  hills  and  valleys  of  his  native  land,  the  brooks  and  rivers, 
the  living  lustre  of  the  Spring,  and  the  rich  glories  of  the 
Autumn.  The  ever-varying  brillia^jcy  and  grandeur  of  the 
landscape,  and  the  magnificence  of  the  sky,  sun,  moon,  and 
stars,  enter  more  extensively  into  the  enjoyment  of  mankind 
than  we,  perhaps,  even  think,  or  can  possibly  apprehend,  with- 
out frequent  and  extensive  investigation.  This  beauty  and 
splendor  of  the  objects  around  us,  it  is  ever  to  be  remembered. 
Is  not  necessary  to  their  existence,  nor  to  what  we  commonly 
intend  by  their  usefulness.  It  is,  therefore,  to  be  regarded  as 
a  source  of  pleasure  gratuitously  superinduced  upon  the  general 
nature  of  the  objects  themselves,  and,  in  this  light,  as  a  testi- 
mony of  the  divine  goodness,  peculiarly  affecting. 


GOFFB,  THE  REGICIDE. 

In  the  course  of  Philip's  war,  which  involved  almost  all  the 
Tndian  tribes  in  New  England,  and  among  others  those  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Hadley,  the  inhabitants  thought  it  proper  to 
observe  the  first  of  September,  1675,  as  a  day  of  fasting  and 
prayer.  While  they  were  in  the  church,  and  employed  in  their 
worship,  they  were  surprised  by  a  band  of  savages.  The 
people  instantly  betook  themselves  to  their  arms — which,  ac- 
cording to  the  custom  of  the  times,  they  had  carried  with  them 
to  the  church — and,  rushing  out  of  the  house,  attacked  their 
invaders.  The  panic  under  which  they  began  the  conflict 
was,  however,  so  great,  and  their  number  was  so  dispropor- 
tioned  to  that  of  their  enemies,  that  they  fought  doubtfully  at 
first,  and  in  a  short  time  began  evidently  to  give  way.  At  this 
moment  an  ancient  man,  with  hoary  locks,  of  a  most  venerable 
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and  dignified  aspect,  and  in  a  dress  widely  ditfering  from  that 
of  the  inhabitants,  appeared  suddenly  at  their  head,  and  with 
a  firm  voice,  and  an  example  of  undaanted  resolution,  reani- 
mated their  spirits,  led  them  again  to  the  conflict,  and  totally 
routed  the  savages.  When  the  battle  was  ended,  the  stranger 
disappeared;  and  no  person  knew  whence  he  had  come,  or 
whither  he  had  gone.  The  relief  was  so  timely,  so  sadden,  so 
nnexpected,  and  so  providential;  the  appearance  and  the  re- 
treat of  him  who  furnished  it  were  so  anaccountable ;  his  per- 
son was  so  dignified  and  commanding,  his  resolution  so  supe- 
rior, and  his  interference  so  decisive,  that  the  inhabitants, 
without  any  uncommon  exercise  of  credulity,  readily  believed 
him  to  be  an  angel  sent  by  Heaven  for  their  preservation. 
Nor  was  this  opinion  seriously  controverted  until  it  was  dis- 
covered, several  years  afterward,  that  Goffe  and  Whalley  had 
been  lodged  in  the  house  of  Mr.  Russell.  Then  it  was  known 
that  their  deliverer  was  Qoffe,  Whalley  having  become  super- 
annuated some  time  before  the  event  took  place. 


LEVI  PRISBIE,  1784—1822. 

Levi  Fbisbib  was  born  in  Ipswioli,  Massachusetts,  in  tbe  year  1784. 
His  father,  whose  name  he  bore,  was  a  clergyman  of  that  town,  dis- 
tinguished for  his  conscientiousness  and  his  sense  of  religion  ;  and  to 
his  instructions  and  example  Mr.  Frisbie  may  be  supposed  to  hare 
been,  in  a  great  measure,  indebted  for  the  first  planting  of  his  religions 
sentiments,  i^fter  completing  his  preparatory  studies  at  Andover 
Academy,  Mr.  Frisbie  entered  Harvard  University  in  1798.  As  a  stu- 
dent, he  was  among  the  most  distinguished  in  his  class  for  his  talents 
and  acquisitions,  for  correctness  of  conduct,  integrity,  and  manliness. 
Boon  after  leaving  college,  he  commenced  the  study  of  the  law ;  but 
his  fair  prospects  were  soon  clouded  by  an  affection  of  his  eyes,  which 
so  deprived  him  of  their  use  for  the  purpose  of  study  that  he  was 
never  after  able  to  use  them  except  for  very  short  periods.  This 
great  affliction  he  bore  like  a  man  and  a  Christian,  and  derived  from, 
it  the  moral  beiiefits  it  was  adapted  to  afford.  He  made  use  of  eveiy 
means  in  his  power  for  improvement,  invented  a  machine  to  aid  him 
in  writing,  and  was  surrounded  by  friends  ready  always  to  read  to  him. 

Being  unable  to  pursue  his  professional  studies,  he  accepted  the 
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place  of  Latin  tutor  in  Harvard  University  in  1805,  in  which  he  con- 
tinned  till  1811,  when  he  was  appointed  Professor  of  the  Latin  lan- 
gnage,  which  chair  he  held  till  1817.  On  the  5th  of  November  of  that 
jear,  he  was  inangnrated  as  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy ;  and  the 
address  which  he  delivered  npon  the  occasion  is  one  that  shows  his 
eminent  fitness  for  that  high  ofBce,  as  a  scholar  of  enlarged  views,  re- 
lined  taste,  deep  thought,  and  elevated  Christian  principles.  But, 
alas!  ''Death  loves  a  shining  mark."  Professor  Frisbie  had  given 
but  two  courses  of  lectures,  when  symptoms  of  that  insidious,  but 
fatal  disease— consumption — appeared,  and  on  the  9th  of  July,  1822, 
after  a  lingering  illness,  he  breathed  his  last. 

Of  his  character,  one  who  was  associated  with  him  in  the  faculty 
of  the  College,  and  his  most  intimate  friend,'  thus  writes :  "  If  those 
who  knew  him  best  were  called  upon  to  mention  any  virtue  of  which 
he  was  i>articularly  distinguished,  I  believe  they  would  unite  in  nam- 
ing Integbitt.  He  was  a  man  who,  if  ever  akt  onb  could,  might  have 
told  the  world  his  purposes,  and  risen  in  their  respect.  If  you  were 
to  determine  whether  he  would  pursue  any  particular  course  of  con- 
duct, or  aim  at  any  particular  object,  you  had  only  to  determine  whe- 
ther he  would  think  that  object  right,  and  that  course  of  conduct  his 
duty,  and  you  were  sure  that  no  selfish  or  mean  passion,  and  no  sinis- 
ter purpose  would  Interfere  to  lead  insensibly  his  judgment  astray. 
There  were  no  fklse  appearances  about  him.  He  had  nothing  of  that 
disguise  and  cunning  which  are  sometimes  mistaken  for  policy.  His 
conduct  lay  before  you  in  broad  daylight ;  and  you  never  were  at  a 
loss  for  his  motives,  and  you  never  perceived  any  but  what  were  hon- 
orable. His  notions  of  right  and  wrong  were  founded  upon  the  laws 
of  religion,  and  of  God,  and  not  npon  the  maxims  of  the  world.  He 
compared  his  actions,  not  with  the  opinions  and  sentiments  of  the 
day,  but  with  the  eternal  principles  of  morality.''' 


THX  B1B0IPB00AL  INFLUENCE  OF  MORALS  AND  LITEBATXIRS. 

In  no  prodactions  of  modern  |i^enins  is  the  reciprocal  inflaence 
of  morals  and  iiteratnre  more  distinctly  seen  than  in  those  of 
\ 

'  Professor  Andrews  Norton — one  of  Harvard's  most  distingnislied  ions— in 
his  *' Address  at  the  Interment  of  Professor  Frisbie." 

*  In  1817,  Professor  Frisbie  was  married  to  Miss  Catharine  Saltonstall 
Mellen,  daaghter  of  John  Mellen,  Esq.,  -of  Cambridsre,  who,  for  personal 
charms,  mental  accomplishments,  and  warmth  and  eleTation  of  soal,  was 
the  ** counterfeit  resemblanoe"  of  her  husband's  charming  poem,  "  A  Castle 
in  the  Air."    They  had  but  one  child,  a  daughter,  who  died  in  infancy. 
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the  author  of  Ghilde  Harold.  His  character  prodnced  the 
poems,  and  it  cannot  be  doobted  that  his  poems  are  adapted 
to  produce  such  a  character.  His  heroes  speak  a  language 
supplied  not  more  by  imagination  than  consciousness.  They 
are  not  those  machines  that,  by  a  contrivance  of  the  artist, 
send  forth  a  music  of  Uieir  own,  but  instruments  through 
which  he  breathes  his  very  soul,  in  tones  of  agonized  sensi- 
bility that  cannot  but  give  a  sympathetic  impulse  to  those  who 
hear.  The  desolate  misanthropy  of  his  mind  rises,  and  throws 
its  dark  shade  over  his  poetry  like  one  of  his  own  ruined  cas- 
tles ;  we  feel  it  to  be  sublime,  but  we  forget  that  it  is  a  sub- 
limity it  cannot  have  till  it  is  abandoned  by  everything  that  is 
kind,  and  peaceful,  and  happy,  and  its  halls  are  ready  to  be- 
come the  haunts  of  outlaws  and  assassins.  Nor  are  his  more 
tender  and  afifectionate  passages  those  to  which  we  can  yield 
ourselves  without  a  feeling  of  uneasiness.  It  is  not  that  we 
can  here  and  there  select  a  proposition  formally  false  or  per- 
nicious, but  that  he  leaves  an  impression  unfavorable  to  a 
healthful  state  of  thought  and  feeling,  peculiarly  dangerous  to 
the  finest  minds  and  most  susceptible  hearts.  They  are  the 
scene  of  a  summer  evening,  where  all  is  tender,  and  beautiful, 
and  grand  ;  but  the  damps  of  disease  descend  with  the  dews 
of  heaven,  and  the  pestilent  vapors  of  night  are  breathed  in 
with  the  fragrance  and  balm,  and  the  delicate  and  fair  are  the 
surest  victims  of  the  exposure. 

Although  I  have  illustrated  the  moral  influence  of  literature, 
principally  from  its  mischiefs,  yet  it  is  obvious,  if  what  I  have 
said  be  just,  it  may  be  rendered  no  less  powerful  as  a  means  of 
good.  Indeed,  the  fountains  of  literature  into  which  an  enemy 
has  sometimes  infused  poison  naturally  flow  with  refreshment 
and  health.  Cowper  and  Campbell  have  led  the  muses  to  re- 
pose in  the  bowers  of  religion  and  virtue  ;  and  Miss  Edgeworth 
has  so  cautiously  combined  the  features  of  her  characters  that 
the  predominant  expression  is  ever  what  it  should  be.  She 
has  shown  us  not  vices  ennobled  by  virtues,  but  virtues  de- 
graded and  perverted  by  their  union  with  vices.  The  success 
of  this  lady  has  been  great,  but^  had  she  availed  herself  more 
of  the  motives  and  sentiments  of  religion,  we  think  it  would 
have  been  greater.  She  has  stretched  forth  a  powerful  hand 
to  the  impotent  in  virtue ;  and  had  she  added,  with  the  apos- 
tle, in  the  name  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  we  should  almost  have 
expected  miracles  from  its  louch. 

The  incorporating  of  religion  with  morality  is  a  means  of 
practical  influence,  and  extends  to  every  order  in  society.     It 
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is  not  the  foontain  which  plays  only  in  the  gardens  of  the  pa- 
lace, but  the  rain  of  heayen,  which  descends  alike  upon  the 
inclosares  of  the  rich  and  the  poor,  and  refreshes  the  meanest 
shrub  no  less  than  the  fairest  flower.  The  sages  of  antiquity 
seem  to  have  believed  that  morality  had  nothing  to  do  with  re- 
ligion ;  and  Ohristians  of  the  Middle  Ages,  that  religion  had 
nothing  to  do  with  morality :  but,  at  the  present  day,  we  ac- 
knowledge how  intimate  and  important  is  their  connection.  It 
is  not  yiews  of  moral  fitness,  by  which  the  minds  of  men  are 
at  first  to  be  affected,  but  by  connecting  their  duties  with  the 
feelings  and  motires,  the  hopes  and  fears  of  Christianity.  Both 
are  necessary;  the  latter,  to  prompt  and  invigorate  virtue; 
the  former,  to  give  it  the  beauty  of  knowledge  and  taste.  It 
is  heat  that  ciiuses  the  germ  to  spring  and  flourish  in  the  heart, 
but  it  is  light  that  imparts  verdure  to  its  foliage,  and  their  hues 
to  its  flowers. 

TACITUS. 

The  moral  sensibility  of  Tacitus  is,  we  think,  that  particular 
circumstance  by  which  he  so  deeply  engages  his  reader,  and  is 
perhaps  distinguished  from  every  other  writer  in  the  same  de- 
partment of  literature ;  and  the  scenes  he  was  to  describe  pe- 
culiarly required  this  quality.  His  writings  comprise  a  period 
the  most  corrupt  within  the  annals  of  man.  The  reigns  of  the 
Neros,  and  of  many  of  their  successors,  seemed  to  have  brought 
together  the  opposite  vices  of  extreme  barbarism  and  excessive 
luxury ;  the  most  ferocions  cruelty  and  slavish  submission ;  vo- 
luptuousness the  most  effeminate,  and  sensuality  worse  than 
brutal.  Not  only  all  the  general  charities  of  life,  but  the  very 
ties  of  nature  were  annihilated,  by  a  selGshness  the  most  exclu- 
sively individual.  The  minions  of  power  butchered  the  parent, 
and  the  child  hurried  to  thank  the  emperor  for  his  goodness. 
The  very  fountains  of  abomination  seemed  to  have  been  broken 
up,  and  to  have  poured  over  the  face  of  society  a  deluge  of 
pollution  and  crimes.  How  important,  then,  was  it  for  pos- 
terity that  the  records  of  such  an  era  should  be  transmitted  by 
one,  in  whose  personal  character  there  should  be  a  redeeming 
virtue,  who  would  himself  feel,  and  awaken  in  his  readers,  that 
disgust  and  abhorrence  which  such  scenes  ought  to  excite  ? 
Sach  a  one  was  Tacitas.  There  is  in  his  narrative  a  serious- 
ness approaching  sometimes  almost  to  melancholy,  and  some- 
times bursting  forth  in  expressions  of  virtnons  indignation. 
He  appears  always  to  be  aware  of  the  general  complexion  of 
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the  sabjects  of  which  he  is  treating ;  and  even  when  extraordi- 
nary instances  of  independence  and  integrity  now  and  then 
present  themselves,  yon  perceive  that  his  mind  is  secretly  con- 
trasting them  with  those  vices  with  which  his  observation  was 
habitually  familiar. 

In  estimating,  however,  the  moral  sentiment  of  this  histo- 
rian, we  are  not  to  jndge  him  by  the  present  standard,  elevated 
and  improved,  as  it  is,  by  Christianity.  Tacitns  nndoabtedly 
felt  the  inflaence  of  great  and  prevalent  errors.  That  war 
with  barbarians  was  at  all  times  just,  and  their  territory  and 
their  persons  the  lawful  prey  of  whatever  nation  could  seize 
them,  it  is  well  known,  had  been  always  the  practical  maxim 
of  the  Greeks  as  well  as  the  Romans.  Hence  we  are  not  to 
be  surprised  that,  in  various  passages  of  his  work,  he  does 
not  express  that  abhorrence  of  many  wars  in  which  his  coun- 
trymen were  engaged  which  we  might  otherwise  have  ex- 
pected fi*om  him.  This  apology  must  especially  be  borne  in 
mind  as  we  read  the  life  of  Agricola.  The  invasion  of  Britain 
by  the  Romans  was  as  truly  a  violation  of  the  rights  of  justice 
and  humanity  as  that  of  Mexico  and  Peru  by  the  Spaniards, 
and  their  leader  little  better  in  principle  than  Cortes  and  Pi- 
zarro.* 

We  have  mentioned  what  appear  to  us  the  most  striking 
characteristics  of  Tacitus.  When  compared  with  his  great 
predecessor,  he  is  no  less  excellent,  but  essentially  different 
Livy  is  only  an  historian ;  Tacitus  is  also  a  philosopher.  The 
former  gives  you  images,  the  latter  impressions.  In  the  narration 
of  events,  Livy  produces  his  effect  by  completeness  and  exact 
particularity ;  Tacitus  by  selection  and  condensation.  The  one 
presents  to  you  a  panorama ;  you  have  the  whole  scene,  with 
all  its  complicated  movements  and  various  appearances,  vividly 
before  you.  The  other  shows  you  the  most  prominent  and  re- 
markable groups,  and  compensates  in  depth  what  he  wants  in 
minuteness.  Livy  hurries  you  into  the  midst  of  the  battle, 
and  leaves  you  to  be  borne  along  by  its  tide;  Tacitus  stands 
with  you  upon  an  eminence  where  you  may  have  more  tran- 
quillity for  distinct  observation ;  or,  perhaps,  when  the  armies 
have  retired,  walks  with  you  over  the  field,  points  out  to  yon 
the  spot  of  each  most  interesting  particular,  and  shares  with 
you  those  solemn  and  profound  emotions  which  yon  have  now 
the  composure  to  feel. 

*  And  how  mooh  btUer  wm  oor  invasion  of  Mexico,  and  ** annexing**  (a 
modern  phraae  for  stealing)  Texas,  which  brongbi  on  the  Mexican  war? 
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MOBAL  TA8TS. 

Sensibility  to  beaaty  is  in  some  degree  common  to  all ;  bat 
it  is  infinitdy  Taried,  according  as  it  has  been  caltivated  by 
habit  and  edaoation.  To  the  man  whose  taste  has  been  formed 
on  JQst  principles,  and  who  has  been  led  to  perceive  and  relish 
what  is  troly  beantifnl,  a  new  world  is  opened.  He  looks 
abroad  oyer  nature,  and  contemplates  the  productions  of  art, 
with  sentiments  to  which  those  who  are  destitute  of  this 
fiicolty  are  strangers.  He  perceiyes  in  the  works  of  God,  and 
in  the  contriyances  of  man,  all  the  uttHiy  for  which  they  were 
desUned  and  adapted,  in  common  with  others;  but  besides  this, 
his  heart  is  filled  with  sentiments  of  the  beautiful  or  the  grand, 
according  to  the  nature  of  the  object.  It  is  in  literature  that 
taste,  in  the  more  common  use  of  the  word,  has  its  most  exten- 
siye  sphere,  and  most  varied  gratifications;  yet  whether  it  be 
exercised  on  nature,  the  fine  arts,  or  literature,  we  are  aware 
how  much  depends  on  associations  with  life,  feeling,  and  human 
character.  Why  does  the  traveller  wander  with  such  peculiar 
interest  over  the  mountains  and  plains  of  Italy  and  Greece,  but 
because  every  spot  is  consecrated  by  the  memory  of  great 
eyents,  or  presents  to  him  the  memorials  of  departed  genius  f 
It  Is  for  this  reasou  that  poetry  peoples  even  solitude  and  deso- 
lation with  imaginary  life;  so  that,  in  ancient  days,  every  forest 
had  ite  Dryads,  every  fountain  its  nymphs,  and  the  voice  of  the 
Naiades  was  heard  in  the  murmuring  of  the  streams.  It  is 
partly  in  reference  to  t^he  same  principle  that  deserts  and  moun- 
tains, where  all  is  barrenness  and  solitude,  raise  in  the  mind 
emotions  of  sublimity.  It  is  a  feeling  of  vastness  and  desola- 
tion that  depends  in  a  great  degree  on  the  absense  of  everything 
having  life  or  action.  The  mere  modifications  of  nature  are 
beantiful ;  the  human  form  from  its  just  proportions,  the  human 
fiM^e  from  the  harmonious  combinations  of  features  and  color- 
ing; but  it  is  only  when  this  form  is  living  and  moving,  and 
when  this  &ce  is  suffused  with  emotion  and  animated  with  in- 
telligence, when  the  attitude  and  the  look  alike  express  the 
workings  of  the  heart  and  mind,  that  we  feel  the  perfect  senti- 
ment of  beauty. 

Thns  inanimate  nature,  and  literature  in  its  transcripts  of 
the  aspects  of  nature,  become  most  interesting  by  association 
with  life  and  action,  and  above  all  with  man.  It  is  from  descrip- 
tions of  man,  considered  as  a  moral  being,  that  eyen  literary 
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taste  receives  many  of  its  highest  gratifications.  There  is  a 
moral  as  well  as  natural  beaoty  and  grandenr.  A  rational 
agent,  animated  by  high  principles  of  virtne,  exhibiting  the 
most  generous  affections,  and  preferring  on  all  occasions  what 
is  jnst  to  what  is  expedient,  is.  the  noblest  pictnre  which  the 
hand  of  genius  can  present  Very  few  indeed  are  insensible 
to  those  fine  tonches  of  moral  feeling  which  are  given  in  oar 
best  writers ;  but  their  full  effect  requires  not  only  an  improved 
mind,  but  a  heart  in  harmony  with  whatever  is  most  excellent 
in  our  natures,  and  a  lively  susceptibility  to  moral  greatness. 
This  susceptibility  is  moral  taste. 


A  OABTLE  IN  THX  AIR. 

Ill  tell  you,  friend,  what  sort  of  wife,    . 
Whene'er  I  soan  this  scene  of  life, 

Inspires  mj  waking  schemes, 
And  when  I  sleep,  with  form  so  light, 
Dances  before  my  ravished  sight. 

In  sweet  aerial  dreams. 

The  rose  its  blnshes  need  not  lend. 
Nor  jgi  the  lily  with  them  blend, 

To'daptivate  my  eyes. 
Give  me  a  cheek  the  heart  obeys, 
And,  sweetly  mutable,  displays 

Its  feelings  as  they  rise ! 

Features,  where  pensive,  more  than  gay, 
Save  when  a  rising  smile  doth  play. 

The  sober  thought  you  see  ; 
Eyes  that  all  soft  and  tender  seem. 
And  kind  affections  round  them  beam. 

But  most  of  all  on  me ; 

A  form,  though  not  of  finest  mould, 
"Where  yet  a  something  you  behold 

Unconsciously  doth  please ; 
Manners  all  graceful  without  art. 
Thai,  to  each  look  and  word  impart 

A  modesty  and  ease. 

But  still  her  air,  her  face,  each  charm. 
Must  speak  a  heart  with  feeling  warm,  ^ 

And  mind  inform  the  whole ; 
With  mind  her  mantling  cheek  must  glow. 
Her  voice,  her  beaming  eye  must  show 

An  all-inspiring  soul. 

Ah !  could  I  such  a  being  find, 

And  were  her  fate  to  mine  hut  Jdned 
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Bj  Hjmen'fl  gilken  tie, 
To  her  myself,  my  all  Td  give, 
For  her  aJone  delighted  live. 

For  her  consent  to  die. 

Whenever  by  anxious  gloom  oppressed, 
On  the  soft  pillow  of  her  breast 

Mj  aching  head  I'd  lay ; 
At  her  sweet  smile  each  care  should  cease, 
Her  kiss  infose  a  balmy  peace. 

And  drive  my  griefs  away. 

In  tnm,  I'd  soften  all  her  care, 

Sach  thought,  each  wish,  each  feeling  share ; 

Should  sickness  e'er  invade, 
Hy  voice  should  soothe  each  rising  sigh, 
My  hand  the  cordial  should  supply ; 

I'd  watch  beside  her  bed. 

Should  gathering  clouds  our  sky  deform, 
My  arms  should  shield  her  from  the  storm ; 

And,  were  its  fury  hurled. 
My  bosom  to  its  bolts  I'd  bare. 
In  her  defence  undaunted  dare 

Defy  the  opposing  world. 

Together  should  our  prayers  ascend. 
Together  humbly  would  we  bend, 

To  praise  the  Almighty  name ; 
And  when  I  saw  her  kindling  eye 
Beam  upwards  to  her  native  sky, 

My  soul  should  catch  the  flame. 

Thus  nothing  should  our  hearts  divide, 
But  on  our  years  serenely  glide. 

And  all  to  love  be  given ; 
And,  when  life's  little  scene  was  o'er. 
We'd  part  to  meet,  and  part  no  more, 

But  live  and  love  in  heaven. 


SYENINO  HTMN. 

My  soul,  a  hymn  of  evening  praise 
To  God,  thy  kind  preserver,  raise. 
Whose  hand,  this  day,  hath  guaided,  fed. 
And  thousand  blessings  round  thee  shed. 

Forgive  my  sins  this  day,  O  Lord, 
In  thought  or  feeling,  deed  or  word ; 
And  if  in  aught  thy  law  I've  kept. 
My  feeble  efforts,  lA>rd,  accept. 

While  nature  round  is  hush'd  to  rest. 
Let  no  vain  thought  disturb  my  breast ; 
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Shed  o*6r  mj  soul  religion's  i>ower, 
Serenely  solemn  as  the  hoar. 

Oh,  bid  thy  angels  o'er  me  keep 
Their  watch  to  shield  me  while  I  sleep. 
Till  the  fresh  mom  shall  round  me  break, 
Then  with  new  vigor  may  I  wake. 

Yet  think,  my  soul,  another  day 
Of  thy  short  course  has  rolled  away  I 
Ah,  think,  how  soon  in  deepening  shade 
Thy  day  of  life  itself  shaU  fade  I 

How  soon  death*8  sleep  my  eyes  must  close, 
Lock  every  sense  in  dread  repose, 
And  lay  me  mid  the  awful  gloom 
And  solemn  silence  of  the  tomb ! 

This  very  night,  Lord,  should  it  be, 
Oh,  may  my  soul  repose  in  thee, 
Till  the  glad  mom  in  heaven  shall  rise, 
Then  wake  to  triumph  in  the  skies. 


LUCRETIA  MARU  DAVIDSON,  1808—1826. 

LuoRSTU.  Mabia.  Davidsozt,  second  daughter  of  Dr.  Oliver  Davidson, 
was  bom  September  27, 1808,  at  Plattsburg,  on  Lake  Champlain.  Her 
parents  were  in  straitened  circumstances,  and  her  mother  in  feeble 
health,  and  from  these  causes  it  became  necessary  that  she  should 
devote  most  of  her  time  to  domestic  duties.  But  for  these  she  had 
no  inclination ;  and,  therefore,  when  her  work  was  done,  she  retired  to 
enjoy  those  intellectual  and  imaginative  pursuits  in  which  her  whole 
heart  was  engaged.  This  predilection  for  studious  retirement  ahe  is 
said  to  have  manifested  at  the  early  age  of  four  years.  The  earliest 
poem  that  she  wrote,  and  which  has  been  preserved,  was  written  when 
she  was  nine  years  old — an  ''  Elegy  on  a  Robin,  killed  in  an  attempt 
to  rear  it."  Her  thirst  for  knowledge  was  wonderful.  Before  she  was 
twelve  years  old,  she  had  read  Shakspeare,  and  many  of  the  standard 
English  poets,  though  she  had  no  advantages  of  school  education,  and 
no  one  to  direct  her  reading.  Still  she  continued  to  read  and  to  write 
poetry  so  beautiful  as  to  excite  the  astonishment  and  admiration  of 
her  parents,  and  all  other  good  people. 

When  about  twelve  years  old,  a  gentleman  who  had  heard  much 
of  her  verses  was  so  much  gratified  on  reading  them,  that  he  sent  her 
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a  eomplimeiitarj  note,  indosiDg  a  bank  note  of  twentj  doUan.  Her 
llist  jojfol  thought  was  that  she  had  now  the  means  she  had  so  long 
desired  of  increasing  her  little  stock  of  books ;  but,  looking  towards 
the  sick  bed  of  her  mother,  who  had  now  been  confined  hy  illness  for 
manj  months,  tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  she  instantly  put  the  note 
into  her  father's  hand,  saying :  **  Take  it,  iather ;  it  will  bny  many 
comforts  for  mother ;  I  can  do  without  the  books."  Snoh  an  exhibi- 
tion of  character  endears  her  more  to  ns  than  all  her  poetry. 

Her  ardor  for  knowledge  grew  with  her  growth,  so  that  she  one  day 
exclaimed  to  her  mother :  "  O  that  I  possessed  only  half  the  means 
of  improrement  which  I  see  others  slighting  1  I  shoold  be  the  happiest 
€t  the  happy."  At  length,  the  longings  of  her  sonl  were  about  to  be 
gratified,  but  at  a  fatal  expense.  In  October,  1824,  when  she  had  Just 
passed  sixteen,  a  gentleman  on  a  risit  at  Plattsbnrg  saw  some  of  her 
rersee,  was  made  acquainted  with  her  history,  genius,  and  limited 
means,  and  resoWed  to  afford  her  every  educational  advantage. 
Accordingly,  she  was  placed  at  the  "  Troy  Female  Seminary,"  where 
she  had  all  the  advantages  for  which  she  had  hungered  and  thirst- 
ed; and,  like  one  who  had  long,  hungered  and  thirsted,  she  de- 
voured them  with  fatal  eagerness.  Her  application  was  incessant, 
and  its  effects  on  her  constitution — already  somewhat  debilitated  by 
previous  disease— became  apparent.  On  her  return  home  in  vacation, 
she  had  a  serious  illness,  which  left  her  more  feeble  than  ever.  On 
her  recovery,  she  was  placed  at  the  school  of  Miss  Oilbwt,  in  Albany, 
but  there,  in  a  short  time,  a  more  alarming  illness  brought  her  to  the 
very  borders  of  the  grave.  She  partially  recovered,  and  was  removed 
to  her  home,  where  she  gradually  declined,  till  death  released  her  pure 
and  exalted  mind  from  its  prison-house  of  clay,  on  the  27th  of  August, 
1825,  before  she  had  completed  her  seventeenth  year.  "  In  our  own 
language,"  says  the  poet  Southey,  **  we  can  call  to  mind  no  instance, 
except  in  the  cases  of  Chatterton  and  Kirke  White,  of  so  early,  so 
ardent,  and  so  fatal  a  pursuit  of  intellectual  advancement."' 

In  person.  Miss  Davidson  was  singularly  beautiful ;  she  had  a  high, 

*  *'Let  no  parent  wish  for  a  ebild  of  preeocious  geoios,  nor  rejoio«  ov«r 
saeh  a  one,  without  fear  and  trembling !  Great  endowments,  whether  of  na- 
tare  or  of  fortune,  bring  with  them  their  fall  proportion  of  temptations  and 
dangers ;  and,  perhaps,  in  the  endowments  of  nature  the  danger  is  greatest, 
beeaase  there  is  most  at  stake.  It  seems,  in  most  oases,  as  if  the  seeds  of 
moral  and  intellectual  excellence  were  not  designed  to  bring  forth  fruits  ''n 
earth,  but  that  they  are  brought  into  existence,  and  developed  here,  only 
for  transportation  to  a  world  where  there  shall  be  nothing  to  corrupt  or  hurt 
Ihem,  nothing  to  impede  their  growth  in  goodness,  and  their  progress  towards 
nerfeetion."  Read  article  in  *' London  Quarterly,"  vol.  xli.,  289  (Nov.  1839), 
Vy  the  poet  Southey. 
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open  forehead,  a  soft  black  eye,  perfect  symmetry  of  featnres,  a  fair 
complexion,  and  laznriant,  dark  hair.  The  preyailing  ezpressioa  of 
her  face  was  melancholy. 

That  she  shonld  have  written  so  Yoluminoasly  as  has  been  aaoer- 
tained,  is  almost  incredible.  Her  poetfcal  writings,  which  hare  been 
collected,  amount  in  all  to  two  hundred  and  seyenty-eight  pieces  of 
yarions  length ;  and  when  it  is  considered  that  among  these  are  fire 
regular  poems,  of  seyeral  cantos  each,  some  estimate  may  be  formed 
of  her  poetical  labors.  Besides  these,  there  were  twenty-four  s^kxiI 
exercises,  three  unfinished  romances,  a  complete  tragedy  written  at 
thirteen  years  of  age,  and  about  forty  letters,  written  in  a  few  months, 
to  her  mother  alone.  To  this  statement  should  also  be  appended  the  fact 
that  a  great  portion  of  her  writings  she  destroyed.  Her  mother  sayB: 
"  I  think  I  am  justified  in  saying  that  she  destroyed  one-third,  at  least, 
of  all  she  wrote."  What  poet  ever  accomplished  more  at  so  early  an 
aget  what  one  ever  gave  brighter  promise  of  future  distinction!*  ''In 
her  poems,"  says  Southey  again, "  there  is  enough  of  originality,  enough 
of  aspiration,  enough  of  conscious  energy,  enough  of  growing  power, 
to  warrant  any  expectations,  howeyer  sanguine,  which  the  patron,  and 
the  friends,  and  the  parents  of  the  deceased,  could  haye  formed ;  nor 
can  any  person  rise  firom  the  perusal  of  such  a  yolume  without  feel- 
ing the  yanity  of  human  hopes.  But  those  hopes  are  not  yain  whi^ 
look  beyond  this  worid  for  their  fulfilment." 


SONG  AT  TWILIQHT.^ 

When  evening  spreads  her  shades  around, 
And  darkness  fills  the  arch  of  heaven ; 
t  When  not  a  murmnr,  not  a  sound. 

To  Fancy's  sportive  ear  is  given ; 

When  the  broad  orb  of  heaven  is  bright. 

And  looks  around  with  golden  eye ; 
When  Nature,  softened  by  her  light, 

8eems  calmly,  solemnly  to  lie ; 

Then,  when  our  thoughts  are  raised  above 
This  world,  and  all  this  world  can  give, 

O,  sister,  sing  the  song  I  love, 
And  tears  of  gratitude  receive  I 

»  Read  "Remains,  by  S.  F.  B.  Morse." 

*  Addressed  to  her  sister,  requesting  her  toeing  Moore's  ** Farewell  to  his 
Harp." 
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The  song  whiob  thrillfl  my  bosom's  core, 
And,  hovering,  trembles  half  afraid,   • 

O,  sister,  sing  the  song  once  more 

Which  ne'er  for  mortal  ear  was  made. 

Twere  almost  sacrilege  to  sing 

Those  notes  amid  the  glare  of  daj ; 
Notes  borne  by  angels'  parest  wing, 

And  wafted  bj  their  breath  away. 

When,  sleeping  in  my  grass-grown  bed,      ^ 
Shouldst  thon  still  linger  here  above, 

Wilt  thou  not  kneel  beside  my  head, 
And,  sister,  sing  the  song  I  love  f 


TO  A  STAB.^ 

Thou  brightly  glittering  star  of  even, 
Thou  gem  upon  the  brow  of  heaven ! 
,  Oh !  were  this  fluttering  spirit  fne. 
How  quick  ^would  spread  its  wings  to  thee  I 

How  calmly,  brightly,  dost  thou  shine, 
Like  the  pure  Umip  in  virtue's  shrine  t 
Sure  the  fair  world  which  thou  mayst  boast 
Was  never  ransomed,  never  lost. 

There,  beings  pure  as  heaven's  own  air. 
Their  hopes,  their  Joys  together  share ; 
While  hovering  angels  touch  the  string. 
And  seraphs  spread  the  sheltering  wing. 

There,  cloudless  days  and  brilliant  nights, 
Illumed  by  heaven's  refulgent  lights ; 
There,  seasons,  years,  unnoticed,  roll, 
And  unregretted  by  the  soul. 

Thou  little  sparkling  star  of  even. 
Thou  gem  upon  an  azure  heaven  I 
How  swiftly  will  I  soar  to  thee. 
When  this  imprisoned  soul  is  free ! 


THE  PROPHEOT. 

Let  me  gase  awhile  on  that  marble  brow, 

On  that  full  dark  eye,  on  that  cheek's  warm  glow ; 

Let  me  gaze  for  a  moment,  that,  ere  I  die, 

1  may  read  thee,  maiden,  a  prophecy. 

'  Written  in  her  ftfleenth  year. 
15 
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That  brow  may  beam  in  glory  awhile ; 

That  cheek  may  bloom,  and  that  lip  may  smile  ; 

Tliat  full,  dark  eye  may  brightly  beam 

In  life's  gay  mom,  in  hope's  yonng  dream ; 

Bat  cloads^  shall  darken  that  brow  of  snow, 

And  sorrow  blight  thy  bosom's  glow. 

I  know  by  that  spirit  so  haughty  and  high, 

I  know  by  that  brightly-flashing  eye, 

That,  maiden,  there's  that  within  thy  breast 

Which  hath  mark'd  thee  out  for  a  soul  nnbless'd ; 

The  Strife  of  love  with  pride  shall  wring 

Thy  youthful  bosom's  teuderest  string ; 

And  the  cup  of  sorrow,  mingled  for  thee, 

Shall  be  drained  to  the  dregs  in  agony. 

Yes,  maiden,  yes,  I  read  in  thine  eye 

A  dark  and  a  doubtful  prophecy. 

Thou  shalt  love,  and  that  love  shall  be  thy  curse ; 

Thou  wilt  need  no  heavier,  thou  slialt  feel  no  worse. 

I  see  the  cloud  and  the  tempest  near ; 

The  voice  of  the  troubled  tide  I  hear ; 

The  torrent  of  sorrow,  the  sea  of  grief. 

The  rushing  waves  of  a  wretched  life ; 

Thy  bosom's  bark  on  the  surge  I  see. 

And,  maiden,  thy  loved  one  is  there  with  thee. 

Not  a  star  in  the  heavens,  not  a  light  on  the  wave  f 

Maiden,  I've  gazed  on  thine  early  grave. 

When  I  am  cold,  and  the  hand  of  Death 

Hath  crown'd  my  brow  with  an  icy  wreath ; 

When  the  dew  hangs  damp  on  this  motionless  lip ; 

When  this  eye  is  closed  in  its  long,  last  sleep, 

Then,  maiden,  pause,  when  thy  heart  beats  high, 

And  think  on  my  last,  sad  prophecy. 


TO  MY  MOTHER.* 

Oh  thou  whose  care  sustained  my  infant  years. 
And  taught  my  prattling  lip  each  note  of  love ; 

Whose  soothing  voice  breathed  comfort  to  my  fears. 
And  round  my  brow  hope's  brightest  garland  wove ; 

To  thee  my  lay  is  due,  the  simplest  song 

Which  Nature  gave  me  at  life's  opening  day ; 

To  thee  these  rude,  these  untaught  strains  belong. 
Whose  heart  indulgent  will  not  spurn  my  lay. 

Oh  say,  amid  this  wilderness  of  life, 

What  bosom  would  have  throbbed  like  thine  for  me  f 
Who  would  have  smiled  responsive  ? — who  in  grief 

Would  e'er  have  felt,  and,  feeling,  grieved  like  thee  ? 

*■  This  was  written  but  a  few  months  before  her  death. 
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Who  would  have  guarded,  with  a  falcon  eye, 
Each  trembling  footstep,  or  each  sport  of  fear  f 

Who  wonld  have  marked  mj  bosom  bounding  high, 
And  clasped  me  to  her  heart,  with  love's  bright  tear  ? 

Who  would  have  hung  around  my  sleepless  couch, 
And  fanned,  with  anxious  hand,  mj  burning  brow  ? 

Who  would  hare  fondly  pressed  my  fevered  lip, 
In  all  the  a^ny  of  love  and  wo  f 

None  but  a  mother — none  but  one  like  thee, 
Whose  bloom  has  faded  in  the  midnight  watch ; 

Whose  eye,  for  me,  has  lost  its  witchery ; 
Whose  form  has  felt  disease^s  mildew  touch. 

Tes,  thou  hast  lighted  me  to  health  and  life, 
*  By  the  bright  lustre  of  thy  youthful  bloom — 
Tes,  thou  hast  wept  so  oft  o'er  every  grief. 

That  wo  hath  traced  thy  brow  with  marks  of  gloom. 

Oh,  then,  to  thee  this  rude  and  simple  song, 

Which  breathes  of  thankfulness  and  love  for  thee, 

To  thee,  my  mother,  shall  this  lay  belong. 
Whose  life  is  spent  in  toil  and  care  for  me. 


THE  FEAR  OF  MADNESS.* 

There  is  a  something  which  I  dread ; 

It  is  a  dark,  a  fearful  thing ; 
It  steals  along,  with  withering  tread, 

Or  sweeps  on  wild  destruction's  wing. 

That  thought  comes  o'er  me  in  the  hour 
Of  grief,  of  sickness,  or  of  sadness ; 

*Ti8  not  the  dread  of  death — 'tis  more — 
It  is  the  dread  of  madness. 

Oh !  may  these  throbbing  pulses  pause. 
Forgetful  of  their  feverish  course ; 

May  this  hot  brain,  which,  burning,  glows 
With  all  a  ilery  whirlpool's  force, 

Be  cold,  and  motionless,  and  still, 

A  tenant  of  its  lowly  bed  ; 
But  let  not  dark  delirium  steal 


'  These  were  the  last  lines  she  ever  composed,  and  were  left  unfinished. 
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LINDLEY  MURRAY,  1745-1826. 

• 

No  work  whioh  treats  of  American  literature  should  fail  to  notice 
him  whose  works  on  English  philologj  hare  heen  the  standard  educa- 
tional hooks,  on  hoth  sides  of  the  Atlantic,  for  half  a  oenturj.  Lindlejr 
Murray  was  horn  at  Swetara,  near  Lancaster,  Pennsjlyania,  in  1745. 
He  was  the  eldest  of  twelve  children,  and  he  was  quite  young  when  his 
fiUher,  an  enterprising  trader  and  miller,  remored  to  New  York,  and 
there  long  distinguished  himself  as  an  active  merchant,  and  a  man  of 
unsullied  integrity.  Lindley  had,  yery  early,  a  great  ardor  in  the 
pursuit  of  knowledge ;  and  so  close  was  his  application  that  his  fiaher 
felt  it  to  he  his  duty  to  remove  him  from  school,  and  introduce  him 
into  his  counting-room.  Its  duties,  however,  of  buying  and  selling, 
of  unpacking  and  repacking,  and  of  watching  the  fluctuations  of  the 
market,  became  exceedingly  wearisome  to  him,  and  his  physical  ener- 
gies were  hardly  equal  to  them.  He  therefore  determined  to  enter  the 
legal  profession,  for  which  he  had  long  felt  an  inclination,  and  his 
father  at  length  gave  him  permission  to  prepare  himself  for  it.  He 
entered  the  office  of  his  father's  counsellor,  Benjamin  Kissam,  Esq., 
a  person  of  great  eminence  and  integrity  in  his  profession,  and  was 
for  some  time  a  fellow-student  of  the  illustrious  John  Jay,  afterwards 
the  first  Chief  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States. 

After  remaining  four  years  in  Mr.  Kissam's  office,  Mr.  Murray  was 
admitted  to  the  bar,  and  practised  with  great  success,  on  the  strength 
of  which  he  formed  a  matrimonial  connection  that,  from  the  fine 
mind  and  amiable  disposition  of  the  lady,  was  a  source  of  happiness 
to  him  through  life.  Not  long  after  he  had  commenced  practice,  his 
father,  whose  health  was  feeble,  went  to  England  on  business,  and  in 
a  year  sent  for  his  son  to  join  him.  He  did  so,  and  the  united  families 
remained  some  time  in  that  country.  In  1771,  however,  Lindley  Mur- 
ray returned  to  New  York,  and  resumed  the  profession  of  law,  whioh 
he  practised  on  the  principles  of  the  strictest  Christian  benevolence, 
always  urging  a  peaceable  settlement  of  difficulties,  in  every  case  where 
it  was  at  all  practicable.  What  a  world  of  vexations,  heart-burnings, 
hatreds,  and  expense  would  be  saved,  if  all  lawyers  were  governed  by 
these  principles  I  At  the  commencement  of  the  revolutionary  struggle, 
being  in  poor  health,  he  removed  to  a  neat  residence  on  Long  Island ; 
and,  after  four  years,  having  recovered  in  a  great  degree,  he  returned 
to  New  York,  and  entered  into  mercantile  pursuits.    He  was  very  suc- 
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cessfiil,  and  had  acquired  safficient  to  make  him  independent  of  busi- 
ness, when  he  was  attacked  by  a  disease  that  oompletejy  debilitated 
his  wh<de  mascnlar  system.  His  phjsioians  belieyed  that  the  climate 
of  Bnglabd  would  be  more  farorable  to  his  health,  and  accordingly 
he  and  his  wife  embarked  for  that  oountry  in  1784.  He  selected 
Yorkshire  as  his  residencoi  and  took  a  pleasant  and  conyenieut  man- 
sion in  the  village  of  Holdgate,  withm  a  mile  of  York.  His  health 
fleemad  to  improve  for  a  short  time,  and  he  was  enabled  to  walk  a  little 
in  his  garden ;  but  finally  he  had  to  give  that  up,  and  take  exercise  in 
his  carriage.  At  length  he  was  compelled  to  relinquish  this,  and  firom 
1809  till  his  decease— sixteen  years — ^he  was  wholly  confined  to  the 
house.  But  his  bodily  sufferings  were  the  means  of  chastening  his 
spirit,  and  streiigtihentng  those  fi»eling8  of  piety  and  devotion  which  he 
had  long  cherished.  An  American*  who  visited  him  in  1619  remaite : 
**  Though  so  weak  as  scarcely  able  to  bear  his  own  weight,  he  has  been 
enabled,  by  the  power  of  a  strong  and  well-balanced  mind,  and  by  the 
exercise  of  the  Christian  virtues,  to  gain  a  complete  ascendency  over 
himself;  and  to  exhibit  an  instance  of  meekness,  patience,  and  hu- 
mility which  affords,  I  may  truly  say,  one  of  the  most  edifying  exam- 
ples I  have  ever  beheld."  On  the  16th  of  February,  1826,  this  emi- 
nently good  man  closed  his  earthly  career. 

Few  authors  have  so  wide-spread  a  fame  as  Lindley  Murray,  and  few 
have  had  so  many  readers.  His  first  publication  was  "  The  Power  of 
Religion  on  the  Mind ;"  a  treatise  of  great  excellence,  which  was  very 
fiavorably  received,  and  passed  through  numerous  editions,  though  not 
much  known  now.  His  next  work  was  his  "  English  Grammar,"  which 
was  soon  followed  by  his  "English  Reader;"  and  it  is  doubtless  the 
fact  that  no  school-books  have  ever  enjoyed  so  wide  a  circulation. 
For  more  than  half  a  century  they  were  Me  books  used  by  the  young 
of  all  classes,  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic,  in  their  early  studies  of 
the  character  of  our  language.  He  also  published  an  **  Introduction" 
and  a  "  Sequel"  to  the  **  Reader ;"  and  afterwards  an  octavo  edition  of 
his  grammar,  which  has  been  considered  as  a  standard  in  settling  the 
principles  of  English  ccmposition.  He  is  the  author  of  several  other 
minor  works  on  the  English  language. 

Hie  following  extracts  are  fh>m  a  series  of  letters,  of  an  autobio- 
graphical character,  written  by  himself. 

'  Prof.  Orifooai. 
16* 
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MODXBATION  IN  ONB'8  DESIRES. 

My  Tiews  and  wishes,  with  regard  to  property,  were,  in 
every  period  of  life,  contained  within  a  very  moderate  compass. 
I  was  early  persuaded  that,' though  "a  competence  is  vital  to 
eontent,"  I  onght  not  to  annex  to  that  term  the  idea  of  macli 
property.  And  I  determined  that  when  I  should  acquire 
enough  to  enable  me  to  maintain  and  provide  for  my  family, 
in  a  respectable  and  moderate  manner,  and  this  according  to 
real  and  rational,  not  imaginary  and  fantastic  wants,  and  a 
little  to  spare  for  the  necessities  of  others,  I  would  decline 
the  pursuits  of  property,  and  devote  a  great  part  of  my  time, 
in  some  way  or  other,  to  the  benefit  of  my  fellow-creatnrea, 
within  the  sphere  of  my  abilities  to  serve  them.  I  perceived 
that  the  desire  of  great  possessions  generally  expands  with 
the  gradual  acquisition  and  the  full  attainment  of  them ;  and 
I  imagined  that  charity  and  a  generous  application  do  not 
sufficiently  correspond  with  the  increase  of  property.  I  thought, 
too,  that  procuring  great  wealth  has  a  tendency  to  produce  an 
elated  independence  of  mind,  little  connected  with  that  humility 
which  is  the  ground  of  all  our  virtues;  that  a  busy  and  anxious 
pursuit  of  it  often  excludes  views  and  reflections  of  infinite 
importance,  and  leaves  but  little  time  to  acquire  that  treasure 
which  would  make  us  rich  indeed.  I  was  inclined  to  think 
that  a  wish  for  personal  distinction,  a  desire  of  providing  too 
abundantly  for  their  children,  and  a  powerful  habit  of  accumu- 
lation, are  the  motives  which  commonly  .actuate  men  in  the 
acquisition  of  great  wealth.  The  strenuous  endeavors  of  many 
persons  to  vindicate  this  pursuit,  on  the  ground  that  the  idea 
of  a  competency  is  indefinite,  and  that  the  more  we  gain,  the 
more  good  we  may  do  with  it,  did  not  make  much  impression 
upon  me.  I  fancied  that,  in  general,  experience  did  not  cor- 
respond with  this  plausible  reasoning ;  and  I  was  persoaded 
that  a  truly  sincere  mind  could  be  at  no  loss  to  disown  the 
Just  Hmits  between  a  safe  and  competent  portion  and  a  dan* 
gerous  profusion  of  the  good  things  of  life.  These  views  of 
the  sufa(ject  I  reduced  to  practice;  and  terminated  my  mer- 
cantile concerns  when  I  had  acquired  a  moderate  competency. 
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EMPLOTMXNT  ESSENTIAL  TO  HEALTH. 

In  the  conrae  of  my  literary  labors,  I  foand  that  the  mental 
exercise  which  accompanied  them  was  not  a  little  beneficial  to 
my  health.  The  motives  which  excited  me  to  write,  and  the 
objects  which  I  hoped  to  accomplish,  were  of  a  nature  calcu- 
lated to  cheer  the  mind,  and  to  give  the  animal  spirits  a  sala- 
tary  impolse.  I  am  persuaded  that,  if  I  had  Suffered  my  time 
to  pass  away,  with  little  or  no  employment,  my  health  would 
have  been  still  more  impaired,  my  spirits  depressed,  and,  per- 
haps, my  life  considerably  shortened.  I  have,  therefore,  reason 
to  deem  it  a  happiness,  and  a  source  of  gratitude  to  Divine 
ProTidence,  that  I  was  enabled,  under  my  bodily  weakness  arid 
eoninementr  to  turn  my  attention  to  the  subjects  which  have, 
for  so  many  years,  afforded  me  abundant  occupation.  I  think 
it  is  incambent  upon  us,  whatever  may  be  our  privations,  to 
east  oar  eyes  around,  and  endeavor  to  discover  whether  there 
are  not  some  means  yet  left  us  of  doing  good  to  ourselves  and 
to  others ;  that  our  fights  may,  in  some  degpree,  shine  in  every 
sitoation,  and,  if  possible,  be  extinguished  only  With  our  lives. 
The  quantum  of  good  which,  under  snch  circumstances,  we  do 
ought  not  to  disturb  or  affect  us.  If  we  perform  what  we  are 
able  to  perform,  how  little  soever  it  may  be,  it  is  enough ;  it 
will  be  acceptable  in  the  sight  of  Him  who  knows  how  to  esti- 
mate exactly  all  our  actions,  by  comparing  them  with  our  dis- 
position and  ability. 


THE  BLB8SIN08  OF  AFFUOTION. 

I  consider  myself  as  under  deep  obligations  to  Ood  for  the 
trials  and  afflictions  with  which  h6  has  been  pleased  to  visit 
me,  as  well  as  for  the  prosperous  events  of  my  life.  They  have 
been  the  corrections  and  restraints  of  a  wise  and  merciful 
Father ;  and  may  justly  be  ranked  among  the  number  of  my 
choicest  blessings.  I  am  firmly  persuaded  that  cross  occur- 
rences and  adverse  situations  may  be  improved  by  us  to  the 
happiest  purposes.  The  spirit  of  resignation  to  the  will  of 
Heaven,  which  they  inculcate,  and  the  virtuous  exertions  to 
which  they  prompt  us,  in  order  to  make  the  best  of  our  condi- 
tion, not  only  often  greatly  amend  it,  but  confer  on  the  mind 
a  strength  and  elevation  which  dispose  it  to  survey  with  less 
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attachment  the  transient  things  of  time,  and  to  .desire  more 
earnestlj  the  eternal  happiness  of  another  world. 


TO  MY  WIFE. 

When  on  thj  bosom  I  recline, 
Enraptnred  still  to  call  thee  mine, 

To  call  thee  mine  for  life, 
I  glory  in  the  sacred  ties, 
Which  modem  wits  and  fools  despise, 

Of  husband  and  of  wife. 

One  mntnal  flame  inspires  our  bliss : 
Hie  tender  look,  the  melting  kiss» 

Even  jears  have  not  destroyed; 
Some  sweet  sensation,  ever  new, 
Springs  np  and  proves  the  maxim  true, 

That  love  can  ne'er  be  cloy'd. 

Have  I  a  wish  ?— His  all  for  thee. 
Hast  thou  a  wish  ? — His  all  for  me. 

So  soft  our  moments  move, 
That  angels  look  with  ardent  gaie, 
Well  pleased  to  see  our  happy  days, 

And  bid  us  live — and  love. 

If  cares  arise— and  cares  will  oome— 
Thy  bosom  is  my  softest  home, 

ru  lull  me  there  to  rest ; 
And  is  there  aught  disturbs  my  fair  ? 
I'll  bid  her  sigh  out  every  care, 

And  lose  it  in  my  breast. 

Have  I  a  wish  ? — His  all  her  own ; 
All  hers  and  mine  are  rolPd  in  one — 

Our  hearts  are  so  entwined. 
That,  like  the  ivy  round  the  tree, 
Bound  up  in  closest  amity, 

*Tis  death  to  be  disJ(Hn'd. 


JOHN  ADAMS,  1736—1826. 

John  Adams,  the  second  President  of  the  United  States,  was  bom  in 
Braintree,  Massachusetts,  October  19th,  1735.  After  the  usual  pre- 
paratory studies,  he  entered  Harvard  College,  and  was  distinguished 
in  his  class  for  diligence  in  his  studies,  and  for  originality  and  bold- 
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ness  of  thought — qaalUies  whioh  shone  most  oonspicuonsly  in  his 
after  life.  He  §praduated  in  1755,  and  commenced  the  study  of  law 
with  James  Putnam,  at  Worcester,  and  in  1758  commenced  the  prac- 
tice at  Quincj.  In  1764,  he  married  Abigail  Smith,  daughter  of  Rev. 
William  Smith,  of  Wejrmouth,  and  a  lady  of  an  excellent  education, 
and  of  uncommon  natural  endowments.  In  1765,  he  remoyed  to 
Boston,  and  not  only  did  his  legal  practice  soon  become  quite  ezten- 
sive,  but  it  was  seen,  in  the  then  stirring  political  times,  that  he  was 
one  to  whom  his  fellow-citizens  might  confidently  look  as  a  champion 
of  their  rights  against  the  encroachments  and  assumptions  of  the 
Crown,  and  one  on  whom  they  could  at  all  times  rely.  In  1768, 
Governor  Bernard  offered  him  the  place  of  Advocate  General  in  the 
Court  of  Admiralty,  a  highly  honorable  and  lucrative  post;  but  he 
promptly  declined  it,  determining  that  no  prospects  of  personal  ad- 
Tanoement  should  tempt  him  to  desert  the  cause  of  the  Colonies,  in 
the  struggle  which  he  saw  must  soon  come.  In  1769,  he  was  chairman 
of  the  committee  appointed  by  the  town  of  Boston  to  draw  up  instruc- 
tions to  their  representatives  to  resist  the  British  encroachments.  lu 
March,  1770,  occurred  the  fktal  affray  between  the  British  troops  and 
some  citiiens  of  Boston,  in  which  a  few  of  the  latter  were  killed.  As 
Capt.  Preston  and  his  soldiers  acted  in  self-defence,  Mr.  Adams  volun- 
teered in  their  defence,  regarding  truth  and  Justice,  then  as  ever,  more 
than  popular  clamor.  Notwithstanding  the  strong  excitement  against 
them,  all  were  acquitted  but  two,  who  were  found  guilty  of  man- 
slaughter. The  very  same  year,  such  confidence  did  his  fellow-citisens 
repose  in  his  integrity,  he  was  chosen  a  member  of  the  legislature 
from  Boston. 

In  June,  1774,  Mr.  Adams  was  elected  by  the  Assembly,  together 
with  T.  Gushing,  S.  Adams,  and  R.  T.  Payne,  to  the  first  Continental 
Congress.  To  his  friend  Sewall,  who  endeavored  to  dissuade  him  from 
accepting  the  appointment,  he  replied,  in  his  characteristic  energy  of 
language :  "  The  die  is  cast ;  I  have  passed  the  Rubicon ;  sink  or  swim, 
live  or  die,  survive  or  perish,  with  my  country  is  my  unalterable  deter- 
mination." He  took  his  seat  in  Congress,  September  5, 1774,  and  was 
on  the  committee  which  drew  up  the  statement  of  the  rights  of  the 
Colonies,  and  on  that  which  prepared  the  address  to  the  king.  He 
also  attended  the  next  Congress  in  1775,  and  was  among  the  foremost 
.of  those  who  were  in  favor  of  independence.  He  moved, May  6, 1776, 
to  recommend  to  the  Colonies  "to  adopt  such  a  government  as  would, 
in  the  opinion  of  the  representatives  of  the  people,  best  conduce  to  the 
happiness  and  safety  of  thoir  constituents  and  of  America."  This 
passed,  after  an  earnest  debate,  on  the  15th.    On  the  7th  of  June, 
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Richard  Henry  Leo  made  the  motion,  which  was  seconded  hj  Mr. 
Adams,  "  that  these  United  Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to  be,  free 
and  independent  States."  The  debate  continued  to  the  10th,  and  was 
then  postponed  to  the  Ist  of  July.  A  committee  of  fire,  consisting  of 
Jefferson,  Adams,  Franklin,  Sherman,  and  Livingston,  was  appointed  to 
draw  up  a  declaration  of  independence.  At  the  request  of  Mr.  Adams, 
the  instrument  was  written  by  Jefferson,  and  was  adopted,  as  is  known, 
on  the  4th,  but  not  without  some  strong  opposition.  The  oppoeing 
arguments  were  met  by  Mr.  Adams,  in  a  speech  of  unrivalled  power. 
Of  him  Mr.  Jefferson  said :  "  The  great  pillar  of  support  to  the  declaim- 
tion  of  independence,  and  its  ablest  advocate  and  champion  on  the 
floor  of  the  House,  was  John  Adams ;  he  was  the  colossus  of  that  Con- 
gress ;  not  graceful,  not  eloquent,  not  always  fluent  in  his  pablio 
addresses,  he  yet  came  out  with  a  power,  both  of  thought  and  expres- 
sion, which  moved  his  hearers  from  their  seats." 

In  November,  1777,  Silas  Deane,  who  had  been  sent  commissioner, 
with  Franklin  and  A.  Lee,  to  the  French  court,  having  been  recalled, 
Mr.  Adams  was  appointed  in  his  place ;  but  the  treaty  of  commerce! 
and  alliance  having  been  signed  before  his  arrival,  he  sooa  returned. 
In  1779,  he  was  appointed  minister  plenipotentiary  to  negotiate  a  pesos 
with  Great  Britain,  and  had  authority  to  form  a  commercial  treaty 
with  that  nation.  He  was  associated  with  Franklin,  Jay,  and  Laurens, 
and  the  mission  was  successful  in  forming  a  definite  treaty  of  pesce, 
which  was  ratified  January  14, 1784.  He  returned  to  Boston  in  1788, 
after  an  absence  of  nine  years.  Congress  had  before  passed  a  resoln- 
tion  of  thanks  for  his  able  and  faithful  discharge  of  various  imjMrtant 
commissions.  He  was  elected  the  first  Vice-President  of  the  United 
States  in  1789,  and  was  re-elected  the  second  term ;  consequently,  he 
was  President  of  the  Senate  during  the  whole  of  the  administration  of 
Washington,  whose  confidence  he  enjoyed  in  the  highest  degree. 
Having  been  elected  President  to  succeed  Washington,  he  entered 
upon  his  duties  March  4, 1797.*  In  1801,  he  was  succeeded  by  Mr. 
Jefferson,  who  was  elected  by  a  majority  of  one  vote. 

»  The  following  admirable  letter  was  addressed  by  Mrs.  Adams  to  her  hui- 
band,  on  his  being  elected  President  of  the  United  States : — 

QoiHcr,  February  Bth,  1797. 
**Tfae  sun  la  dressed  in  brightest  beams, 
To  give  thy  hoaors  to  the  day." 

And  may  it  prove  an  auspioious  prelude  to  eaoh  ensuing  season !  Ton  have 
this  day  to  declare  yourself  head  of  a  nation.  '•  And  now,  0  Lord,  my  God, 
thou  hast  made  thy  servant  ruler  over  the  people.  Give  unto  him  an  nnder> 
standing  heart,  that  he  may  know  how  to  go  out  add  come  in  before  this  great 
people ;  that  he  may  discern  between  good  and  bad  {  for  who  is  able  to  judge 
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After  March,  1801,  B(r.  Adams  lived  in  retirement  at  Quincy,  oocnpied 
in  agricuUnral  pnrsnits,  thongli  oecasionallj  addressing  yarions  com- 
munications to  the  public.  In  1820,  at  the  age  of  85,  he  was  presi- 
dent of  the  convention  for  revising  the  constitution  of  Massachusetts. 
In  1825,  he  enjoyed  the  singular  happiness  of  seeing  his  son,  John 
Quincy  Adams,  elevated  to  the  office  of  President  of  the  United  States. 

Mr.  Adams  had  given  evidence  that  he  was  drawing  near  his  end  in 
June,  1826.  On  the  morning  of  the  4th  of  July,  he  was  roused  by  the 
ringing  of  bells  and  the  firing  of  cannon ;  find  when  asked  if  he  knew 
what  day  it  was,  he  replied,  "Oh,  yes  I  it  is  the  glorious  Fourth — God 
bless  it !  God  bless  you  all  I"  In  the  forenoon,  the  orator  of  the  day, 
his  parish  minister,  called  to  see  him,  and  found  him  seated  in  an 
arm-chair,  and  asked  him  for  a  sentiment  to  be  given  at  the  public 
table.  He  replied,  "I  will  give  you — 'Independence  forever!*"  In 
the  course  of  the  day,  he  said,  "  It  is  a  great  and  glorious  day ;"  and 
Just  before  he  expired,  exclaimed,  "  Jefferson  survives,"  showing  that 
his  thoughts  were  dwelling  on  the  scene  of  1776.  But  Jefferson  was 
then  dead,  having  expired  at  one  o'clock.  Mr.  Adams  died  at  twenty 
minutes  past  six  P.  M. 

It  is  useless  to  expatiate  upon  the  character  of  John  Adams,  tor  it 
is  inseparably  interwoven  with  the  most  momentous  period  of  our 
country's  history.  With  the  exception  of  Washington,  no  one  stood 
higher,  no  one  did  more  to  shape  the  institutions  of  our  country,  no 
one  exerted  a  mightier  or  more  extended  influence  for  good ;  and  his 
name  will  ever  be  venerated  by  all  succeeding  generations.' 


MEDITATES  THE  CHOICE  OF  HERCULES.  • 

The  Other  night  the  choice  of  Hercules  came  into  my  mind, 
and  left  impressions  there  which  I  hope  will  never  be  effaced, 

thii  thy  so  great  a  people?" — were  the  words  of  a  royal  sovereign ;  and  not 
less  applicable  to  him  who  Is  invested  with  the  chief  magistracy  of  a  nation, 
thoBgb  he  wear  not  a  orown,  nor  the  robes  of  royalty. 

My  thoughts  and  my  meditations  are  with  ^cn,  thongh  personally  absent; 
and  my  petitions  to  Heaven  are  that  "the  things  which  make  for  peace  may 
not  be  hidden  from  yonr  eyes."  My  feelings  are  not  those  of  pride  or  osten- 
tation, upon  the  occasion.  They  are  solemnised  by  a  sense  of  the  obligations, 
the  Important  trusts,  and  numerous  duties  connected  with  iH  That  yon  may 
be. enabled  to  discharge  them  with  honor  to  yourself,  with  justice  and  im« 
partiality  to  yonr  country,  and  with  satisfaction  to  this  great  people,  shall  be 
the  daily  prayer  of  your  A.  A. 

*  Read  ••The  Works  of  John  Adams:  with  a  Life  of  the  Author;  Notes 
and  Illustrations  by  his  grandson,  Charles  Francis  Adams,"  10  Tolumes. 

*  From  his  Diary,  dated  Brain  tree,  January  3d,  1750. 
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nor  long  unheeded.  I  thought  of  writing  a  fieible  on  the  same 
plan,  but  accommodated,  bj  omitting  some  circumstances  and 
inserting  others,  to  mj  own  ease. 

Let  Virtue  address  me:  "Which,  dear  youth,  will  yon  pre- 
fer, a  life  of  effeminacy,  indolence,  and  obscurity,  or  a  life  of 
industry,  temperance,  and  honor  f  Take  my  advice;  rise  and 
mount  your  horse  by  the  morning's  dawn,  and  shake  away, 
amidst  the  great  and  beautiful  scenes  of  nature  that  appear  at 
that  time  of  the  day,  all  the  crudities  that  are  left  in  your 
stomach,  and  all  the  obstructions  that  are  left  in  your  brains. 
Then  return  to  your  studies,  and  bend  your  whole  soul  to  the 
institutes  of  the  law  and  the  reports  of  cases  that  have  been 
adjudged  by  the  rules  in  the  institutes;  let  no  trifling  diversion, 
or  amusement,  or  company,  decoy  yon  from  your  book ;  that  is, 
let  no  girl,  no  gun,  no  cards,  no  flutes,  no  violins,  no  dress,  no 
tobacco,  no  laziness,  decoy  you  from  your  books.  (By  the 
way,  laziness,  languor,  inattention,  are  my  bane.  I  am  too  lazy 
to  rise  early  and  make  a  fire ;  and  when  my  fire  is  made,  at  ten 
o'clock,  my  passion  for  knowledge,  fame,  fortune,  for  any  good, 
is  too  languid  to  make  me  apply  with  spirit  to  my  books,  and 
by  reason  of  my  inattention  my  mind  is  liable  to  be  called  off 
from  law  by  a  girl,  a  pipe,  a  poem,  a  love-letter,  a  spectator,  a 
play,  &c.  &c.)  But  keep  your  law  book  or  some  point  of  law 
in  your  mind  at  least  six  hours  in  a  day.  (T  grow  too  minute 
and  lengthy.)  Labor  to  get  distinct  ideas  of  law,  right,  wrong, 
justice,  equity;  search  for  them  in  your  own  mind,  in  Roman, 
Grecian,  French,  English  treatises  of  natural,  civil,  common, 
statute  law;  aim  at  an  exact  knowledge  of  the  nature,  end, 
and  means  of  government;  compare  the  different  forms  of  it 
with  each  other,  and  each  of  them  with  their  effects  on  public 
and  private  happiness.  Study  Seneca,  Cicero,  and  all  other 
good  moral  writers;  study  Montesquieu,  Bolingbroke,  Vinnius, 
&c.,  and  all  other  good  civil  writers." 

Here  are  two  nights  and  one  day  and  a  half  spent  iA  a  soften- 
ing, enervating,  dissipating  series  of  hustling,  prattling,  poetry, 
love,  courtship,  marriage;  during  all  this  time  I  was  seduced 
into  the  course  of  unmanly  pleasures  that  Yice  describes  to 
Hercules,  forgetful  of  the  glorious  promises  of  fame,  immor- 
tality, and  a  ffood  conscience,  which  Virtue  makes  to  the  same 
hero  as  rewards  of  a  hardy,  toilsome,  watchful  life  in  the  service 
of  mankind.  I  could  reflect  with  more  satisfaction  on  an  equal 
space  of  time  spent  in  a  painful  research  of  the  principles  of 
law,  or  a  resolute  attempt  of  the  powers  of  eloquence.  But 
where  is  my  attention  ?    Is  it  fixed  from  sunrise  to  midnight  on 
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Gredan,  Koman,  Oallic,  British  law,  history,  virtue,  eloqnencef 
I  dont  see  clearly  the  objects  that  I  am  after;  they  are  often 
ont  of  sight;  motes,  atoms,  feathers,  are  blown  into  my  eyes 
and  blind  me.  Who  can  see  distinctly  the  course  he  is  to  take 
and  the  objects  that  he  pursues,  when  in  the  midst  of  a  whirl- 
wind of  dust,  straws,  atoms,  and  feathers? 


THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY. 
raOM  A  LRTBB  DATBD  THB  THIRD  OP  JULIL 

Yesterday*  the  greatest  question  was  decided  which  ever 
was  debated  in  America,  and  a  greater,  perhaps,  never  was 
nor  will  be  decided  among  men.  A  resolution  was  passed, 
without  one  dissenting  colony,  "that  these  United  Colonies 
are,  and  of  right  ought  *^  be,  free  and  independent  States, 
and  aA  such  they  have,  and  of  right  ought  to  have,  full  power 
to  make  war,  conclude  peace,  establish  commerce,  and  to  do 
all  other  acts  and  things  which  other  States  may  rightfully  do." 
You  will  see,  in  a  few  days,  a  Declaration  setting  forth  the 
caoses  which  have  impelled  us  to  this  mighty  revolution,  and 
the  reasons  which  will  justify  it  in  the  sight  of  God  and  man. 
A  plan  of  confederation  will  be  taken  up  in  a  few  days. 

When  I  look  back  to  the  year  1761,  and  recollect  the  argu- 
ment concerning  writs  of  assistance  in  the  superior  court,  which 
I  have  hitherto  considered  as  the  commencement  x)f  this  con- 
troversy between  Great  Britain  and  America,  and  run  through 
the  whole  period,  from  that  time  to  this,  and  recollect  the 
series  of  political  events,  the  chain  of  causes  and  effects,  I  am 
surprised  at  the  suddenness,  as  well  as  greatness  of  this  revo- 
lution. Britain  has*  been  611ed  with  folly,  and  America  with 
wisdom ;  at  least,  this  is  my  judgment.  Time  must  determine. 
It  is  the  will  of  Heaven  that  the  two  countries  should  be  sun- 
dered forever.  It  may  be  the  will  of  Heaven  that  America 
shall  suffer  calamities  still  more  wasting,  and  distresses  yet 
more  dreadful.  If  this  is  to  be  the  case,  it  will  have  this  good 
effect  at  least  It  will  inspire  us  with  many  virtues,  which  we 
have  not,  and  correct  many  errors,  follies,  and  vices  which 
threaten  to  disturb,  dishonor,  and  destroy  us.     The  furnace 

'  The  practice  has  been  to  celebrate  the  4th  of  Joly,  the  day  upon  which 
the  form  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence  was  agreed  to,  rather  than  the 
2d,  the  day  upon  which  the  resolution,  making  that  declaration,  was  deter- 
mined upon  bj  the  CongreM. 

16 
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of  affliction  produces  refinement  in  states  as  well  as  indiTidualB. 
And  the  new  governments  we  are  assuming  in  every  part,  wiU 
require  a  purification  from  our  vices,  and  an  augmentation  of 
our  virtues,  or  they  will  be  no  blessings.  The  people  will 
have  unbounded  power,  and  the  people  are  extremedy  addicted 
to  corruption  and  venality,  as  well  as  the  great.  But  I  must 
submit  all  my  hopes  and  fears  to  an  overruling  Providence,  in 
which,  unfashionable  as  the  faith  may  be,  I  firmly  believe. 

FBOX  ANOTHER  LBTTBR  OF  THE  SAME  DATE. 

But  the  da/is  past.  The  second  day  of  July,  1YY6,  will  be 
the  most  memorable  epocha  in  the  history  of  America.  I  am 
apt  to  believe  that  it  will  be  celebrated  by  succeeding  genera- 
tions as  the  great  anniversary  festival.  It  ought  to  be  com- 
memorated, as  the  day  of  deliverance,  by  solemn  acts  of  devo- 
tion to  God  Almighty.  It  ought  to  "be  solemnized  with  pomp 
and  parade,  with  shows,  games,  sports,  guns,  bells,  bonfires, 
and  illuminations  from  one  end  of  the  continent  to  the  other, 
from  this  time  forward  forevermore. 

You  will  think  me  transported  with  enthusiasm,  but  I  am 
not.  I  am  well  aware  of  the  toil,  and  blood,  and  treasure 
that  it  will  cost  us  to  maintain  this  Declaration,  and  support 
and  defend  these  States.  Yet,  through  all  the  gloom,  I  can 
see  the  rays  of  ravishing  light  and  glory.  I  can  see  that  the 
end  is  more  than  worth  all  the  means;  and  that  posterity 
will  trinmplvin  that  day's  transaction,  even  although  we  should 
rue  it,  which  I  trust  in  God  we  shall  not. 


THOMAS  JEFFERSON,  1743—1826. 

Thomas  Jbpfbrson,  descended  from  a  family  which  had  been  long 
settled  in  his  native  State,  was  bom  at  Shadwell,  Albemarle  County, 
Virginia,  on  the  2d  of  April,  1743.  After  finishing  his  collegiate 
coarse  of  education  at  William^s  and  Mary's  College,  he  commenced 
4he  study  of  the  law  with  the  celebrated  Qeorge  Wythe,  afterwards 
chancellor  of  the  State.  He  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1766 ;  but  the 
clouds  that  indicated  the  coming  revolution  were  gathering  faster 
and  faster  in  the  i>olitical  horizon,  demanding  the  clearest  and  coolest 
heads  as  well  as  the  most  intrepid  spirits,  to  take  the  management  of 
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the  ship  of  State,  and  carry  her  safely  through  the  storm.  Accordingly, 
we  find  that,  as  early  as  1769,  Mr.  Jefferson  was  a  distinguished  mem- 
her  of  the  Legislature  of  Virginia,  and  associated  with  the  most  deter- 
mined champions  of  our  rights. 

On  the  12th  of  March,  1773,  Mr.  Jefferson  was  appointed  a  memher 
of  the  first  committee  of  correspondence  established  by  the  colonial 
legislatures,  a  sufficient  proof  of  the  estimation  in  which  his  talents 
were  held.  The  next  year,  being  still  a  member  of  the  Legislature  of 
Virginia,  he  wrote  and  published  his  "  Summary  View  of  the  Rights 
of  British  America."  It  was  a  bold  and  manly  document,  ably  setting 
forth  our  own  rights,  and  pointing  out  clearly  the  various  wajrs  in  which 
they  had  been  violated  by  the  British  government.  On  the  27th  of 
March,  1775,  he  wA  elected  one  of  the  members  to  represent  Virginia 
in  the  General  Congress  of  the  Confederated  Colonies,  already  assem- 
bled at  Philadelphia,  and  took  his  seat  in  this  assembly  on  the  2l8t  of 
June.  So  early  did  he  become  known  in  that  illustrious  body  for  real 
abilities,  that,  in  a  few  days  after  his  arrival,  he  was  made  a  member 
of  a  oommittee  appointed  to  draw  up  a  declaration  setting  forth  the 
causes  and  necessity  of  resorting  to  arms ;  a  task  which,  like  all  other 
addresses  of  this  oongp*e88,  was  executed  with  singular  ability. 

With  the  year  1776,  the  affairs  of  the  colonies  began  to  assume  an 
aspect  of  more  energy,  with  aims  more  definite.  More  than  six  months 
had  elapsed  since  the  fields  of  Concord  and  Lexington  and  Bunker 
Hill  had  been  stained  with  hostile  blood,  and  with  our  determined  re- 
sistance the  question  of  absolute  independence  became  'one  of  very 
general  interest  and  deep  thought  among  all  classes  of  the  nation. 
When,  therefore,  the  subject  was  brought  before  Congress  on  Friday, 
the  27th  of  June,  it  met  with  a  hearty  response  in  that  body,  and  was 
fully  discussed  on  the  following  Saturday  and  Monday.  The  debate 
was  then  postponed  until  the  1st  of  July,  and  a  committee  was  ap- 
pointed to  prepare,  in  the  mean  while,  a  declaration  **  that  these  United 
Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to  be,  free  and  independent  States ; 
that  they  are  absolved  from  all  allegiance  to  the  British  crown,  and 
that  all  political  connection  between  them  and  the  State  of  Oreat 
Britain  is,  and  ought  to  be,  totally  dissolved." 

This  committee  consisted  of  Thomas  Jefferson,  John  Adams,  Benja- 
min Franklin,  Roger  Sherman,  and  R.  R.  Livingston ;  and  to  Mr.  Jef- 
ferson, the  chairman,  was  assigned  the  important  duty  of  preparing  the 
draft  of  the  document ;  and  the  result  proved  that  he  was  fully  equal 
to  the  task.  On  the  28th  of  June,  the  Declaration  of  Independence 
was  presented  to  Congress  and  read ;  on  the  first,  second,  and  third  of 
July,  it  was  taken  into  very  full  consideration ;  and  on  the  fourth  it 
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was  agreed  to,  after  several  alterations  and  many  omissions  had  been 
made  in  the  draft  as  it  was  first  framed  b/  the  committee. 

]>aring  the  summer  of  this  year  (1776),  Mr.  Jefferson  took  an  aotiT« 
part  in  the  deliberations  and  business  of  Congress ;  but  in  the  fall, 
owing  to  his  ill  health,  the  situation  of  his  family,  and  the  embarrassed 
condition  of  things  in  Virginia,  he  felt  it  his  duty  to  return  to  his  own 
State,  and  devote  himself  to  her  service.  To  her  he  rendered  incalcu- 
lable service  in  luding  in  a  careful  revision  of  her  laws,  and,  as  gov- 
ernor, directing  the  military  movements  of  the  State  during  the  greater 
portion  of  the  revolutionary  period.  Though  his  public  duties  were 
arduous,  he  found  time  to  write,  in  1781,  his  '*  Notes  on  Virginia,"  the 
work  by  which,  next  to  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  he  is  most 
favorably  known.  In  June,  1783,  Mr.  Jefferson  was  again  elected  a 
delegate  to  Congress  from  Virginia,  and  of  course  iook  a  prominent 
part  in  that  body.  An  opportunity  was  soon  offered  to  him  of  express- 
ing again,  as  he  had  already  so  frequently  done,  his  detestation  of 
slavery,  and  his  earnest  desire  for  the  entire  abolition  of  it  in  ilm 
United  States.  Being  appointed,  in  April,  1784,  chairman  of  a  com- 
mittee to  which  was  assigned  the  task  of  forming  a  plan  for  the  tem- 
porary government  of  the  Western  Territory,  he  introduced  into  it  the 
following  clause:  ''That,  after  the  year  1800,  there  shall  be  neither 
slavery  nox  involuntary  servitude  in  any  one  of  the  said  States,  others 
wise  than  in  punishment  of  crimes,  whereof  the  party  shall  have  been 
convicted  to  have  been  personally  guilty."  When  the  report  of  the 
oommittee  was  presented  to  Congp*ess,  these  words  were  stricken  out.* 

Having  been  appointed  by  Congress  conunissioner  to  negotiate  treatiea 
in  Europe,  in  conjunction  with  John  Adams  and  Benjamin  Franklin,  he 
sailed  in  July  (1784),  and  joined  his  colleagues  at  Paris:  full  powers 
having  been  given  to  them  to  form  alliances  of  amity  and  commerce  with 
foreign  states.  They  were  not,  however,  very  successful,  treaties  hav- 
ing been  formed  with  but  two  governments,  Morocco  and  Prussia,  On 
the  10th  of  March,  1785,  Mr.  Jefferson  was  unanimously  appointed  by 

<  I  may  say  that  it  is  a  good  thing  that  they  were  so,  for  three  years  after, 
when  the  subject  was  under  discussion — the  celebrated  Ordinance  of  1787, 
drawn  up  by  Nathan  Dane,  of  Massachusetts — a  similar  proviso  was  introduced 
and  carried,  to  takb  effect  immediatblt,  and  not  to  be  put  off  to  tbb  * 
TEAR  1800.  Too  great  credit,  however,  cannot  be  awarded  to  Mr.  Jefferson 
for  being  the  first  to  lay  down  the  noble  principle  of  freedom,  tboo^h  it  is  mi 
undoubted  historical  fact  that  Nathan  Dane,  aided  partly  by  hints  from  Bufoi 
King  and  Timothy  Pickering,  has  the  immort&l  honor  of  being  the  author  of 
the  Ordinance  of  1787  (as  it  was  stated  by  Webster  in  his  matchless  reply  to 
Hayne),  for  Mr.  Jefferson  was  in  Prance  when  it  was  discussed  and  passed. 
For  a  full  account  of  this  interestingsnbject,  read  "Life  and  Correspondeoee 
of  Rttfus  King,  by  his  son,  Charles  King,  LL.  D.'* 
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Congress  to  snoceed  Dr.  Franklin  as  minister  plenipotentiary  at  the 
oonrt  of  Versailles.  He  remained  in  France  nntil  October,  1789,  when 
he  returned,  and  was,  at  the  formation  of  the  new  government,  appointed 
bj  President  Washington,  Secretary  of  State,  the  post,  next  to  that  of 
the  president,  the  most  responsible  of  all  the  highest  offices.  This  he 
filled  with  honor  to  himself  and  advantage  to  the  conntiy.  Finding, 
howerer,  the  riews  of  Washington  and  the  greater  portion  of  his  cabi- 
net essentially  different  from  his  own,  he  resigned  the  office  of  Secretary 
of  State,  and  retired  into  private  life,  devoting  himself  to  the  edaca- 
tloii  of  his  family,  the  cultivation  of  his  estate,  and  the  pursuits  of  his 
philosophical  studies.  In  September,  1796,  when  General  Washington 
announeed  his  determination  to  retire  from  public  life,  the  two  parties 
into  which  the  country  was  divided — the  Federalists  and  anti-federal- 
ists, or  **  Republicans,"  as  then  called — brought  forward  their  favorite 
candidates.  John  Adams  was  supported  by  the  former,  and  Thomas 
Jeiforson  by  the  latter.  Mr.  Adams  was  elected,  and  entered  upon  the 
duties  of  his  office  the  4th  of  March,  1797.  Such,  however,  was  the 
change  of  parties  that,  after  four  years,  Mr.  Jeflferson  was  elected,  in 
1801,  to  the  office  of  President.  Comments  upon  the  measures  of  his 
administration  belong  rather  to  the  province  of  the  historian  than  of 
the  biographer ;  and  we  have  no  space  to  make  such  comments,  were 
they  in  place.  It  may  be,  however,  remarked,  that  time  has  proved 
that  the  fears  of  many  of  the  most  distinguished  leaders  of  the  Federal 
party — that  the  State  governments  would.be  too  strong  for  the  Federal 
government — have  proved  groundless,  and  that  the  Republicans,  or 
Democrats,  were  right  in  their  Jealousies  towards  the  overshadowing 
power  of  the  government  at  Washington,  which  has  increased  with  a 
strength  tnd  influence,  eveiy  year,  that  should  cause  great  jealousy  on 
the  i>art  of  the  States,  and  lead  them  to  watch  carefully  and  assert 
their  constitutional  rights.* 

JThe  leading  events  of  Mr.  Jefferson's  administration  were  the  pur- 
chase of  Louisiana'  from  France ;  the  exx)edition  of  Lewis  and  Clarke, 
west  of  the  Rooky  Mountains,  to  the  mouth  of  Columbia  River;  and  the 
"Embargo.''  Upon  these  measures,  there  is  no  room  here  to  comment, 
if  it  were  the  place  to  do  it.    At  the  close  of  his  second  term,  1809, 

'  *'The  powers  not  delegated  to  the  United  States  by  the  Constitution,  nor 
prohibited  by  it  to  the  States,  are  reserved  to  the  States  respectively,  or  to 
the  people.''    Oonstitation,  Amendments,  Article  X. 

*  From  this  territory,  boaght  for  twenty  millions  of  dollars,  four  new  slave 
States  were  formed.  Had  the  principles  of  the  Ordinance  of  1787  been  applied 
to  tills  region,  what  untold  blessings  would  have  aeomed  to  oar  oonntry  ! 
The  farther  extension  of  slavery  would  have  been  stopped,  and  that  anomaly 
in  our  system  would  probably  have  died  out  before  the  death  of  Jefferson. 

16* 
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Mr.  Jefferson  retired  to  privtAe  life,  and  resided  at  Montioello,  his  ooon- 
try-seat  in  Virginia.  He  did  not,  howeyer,  lead  an  idle  life ;  he  took 
a  deep  interest  in  the  canae  of  education  in  his  natire  State,  and  was 
the  means  of  establishing  its  celebrated  nniyersitj.  It  is  painful  to 
add  that,  in  the  latter  years  of  his  life,  he  suffered  from  pecuniary  em- 
barrassments. To  reliere  him  from  these,  the  Legislature  of  YirgiaiA 
passed  an  act,  in  the  spring  of  1826,  authorising  him  to  di^K>se  of  his 
estates  hy  lottery !  Whether  this  measure  was  in  keeping  with  ike 
boasted  generosity  of  that  State,  each  one  can  determine  for  hisMelf. 
But  he  was  soon  to  be  beyond  feeling  any  pangs  at  the  ingratitude  of 
his  natire  commonwealth,  for,  on  the  4th  of  July  of  that  same  year 
(1826),  he  breathed  his  last,  in  the  eighty-fourth  year  of  his  age. 

In  person  Mr.  Jefferson  was  six  feet  two  inches  high,  erect  and  well 
formed,  though  thin ;  his  eyes  were  light,  and  full  of  intelligence ;  his 
complexion  fair,  and  his  countenance  remarkably  exfaessiye.  la  con- 
yersation,  he  was  cheerful  and  enthusiastic,  and  his  language  was  re< 
markable  for  its  yiyacity  and  correctness.  His  manners  were  simple 
and  unaffected,  combined,  howeyer,  with  much  natiye  but  unobtruaiTe 
dignity. 

The  chief  glory  of  Mr.  Jefferson's  character,  and  that  which  posterity 
will  more  and  more  admire,  was  his  ardent  loye  of  liberty  for  all  men, 
irrespectiye  of  color.  This  is  clearly  eyinoed  in  the  preamble  of  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  which  he  wrote ;  in  the  principles  of  the 
Ordinance  of  1787,  which  he  originated ;  and  in  seyeral  passages  in  his 
"  Notes  on  Virginia,"  wherein  he  pictures,  in  his  own  nenrous  language, 
the  guilt  and  curse  of  slayery.  Such  must,  in  time,  be  the  unirersal 
sentiment  of  our  land. 


THE  RIQHTS  OF  MAN.* 

We  hold  these  truths  to  be  self-eyident:  that  all  men  are 
created  equal ;  that  they  are  endowed  by  their  Creator  with 
eertaio  ODalienable  rights ;  that  among  these  are  life,  liberty, 
and  the  pursuit  of  happiness ;  that,  to  secure  these  rights,  go- 
yernments  are  instituted  among  men,  deriving  their  just  pow- 
ers from  the  consent  of  the  governed ;  that,  whenever  any  form 
of  government  becomes  destructive  of  these  ends,  it  is  the  right 
of  the  people  to  alter  or  to  abolish  it,  and  to  institute  a  new 
government,  laying  its  foundation  on  such  principles,  and 
organizing  its  powers  in  such  form,  as  to  them  shall  seem  most 


*  From  the  Preamble  to  the  Declaration  of  Independence. 
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Ukelj  to  effect  their  safety  and  happine^.  Prudence,  indeed, 
will  dictate,  that  goTemments  long  established  should  not  be 
ehaog^  ibr  light  and  transient  causes ;  and,  accordingly,  all 
experience  hath  shown,  that  mankind  are  more  disp^^^  to 
toffer,  while  evils  are  snfferable,  than  to  right  themselves  by 
abolishing  the  forms  to  which  they  are  accustomed.  But  when 
a  long  train  of  abuses  and  usurpations,  pursuing  invariably  the 
same  object,  evinces  a  design  to  reduce  them  under  absolute 
despotism,  it  is  their  right,  it  is  their  duty,  to  throw  off  such 
government,  and  to  provide  new  guards  for  their,  future  secu- 
rity. 


PASSAGE  OF  THE  POTOMAO  THROUGH  THE  BLUE  BIDOE. 

The  passage  of  the  Potomac  through  the  Blue  Ridge  is 
perhaps  one  of  the  most  stupendous  scenes  in  nature.  Tou 
stand  on  a  very  high  point  of  land.  On  your  right  comes  up 
the  Shenandoah,  having  ranged  along  the  foot  of  the  mountain 
a  hundred  miles  to  seek  a  vent.  On  your  left,  approaches  the 
Potomac,  seeking  a  passage  also.  In  the  moment  of  their 
junction,  they  rush  together  against  the  mountain,  rend  it 
asunder,  and  pass  off  to  the  sea.  The  first  glance  at  this  scene 
hurries  our  senses  into  the  opinion,  that  this  earth  has  been 
created  in  time;  that  the  mountains  were  formed  first;  that 
the  rivers  began  to  flow  afterwards  ;  that,  in  this  place  parti- 
cularly, they  have  been  dammed  up  by  the  Blue  Ridge  of 
mountains,  and  have  formed  an  ocean  which  filled  the  whole 
valley;  that,  continuing  to  rise,  they  have  at  length  broken 
over  at  this  spot,  and  have  torn  the  mountain  down  from  its 
summit  to  its  base.  The  piles  of  rock  on  each  hand,  but  par- 
ticularly on  the  Shenandoah,  the  evident  marks  of  their  dis- 
rapture  and  avulsion  from  their  beds  by  the  most  powerful 
agents  of  nature,  corroborate  the  impression.  But  the  distant 
finishing  which  Nature  has  given  to  the  picture  is  of  a  very 
different  character.  It  is  a  true  contrast  to  the  foreground.  It 
is  as  placid  and  delightful,  as  that  is  wild  and  tremendous. 
For,  the  mountain  being  cloven  asunder,  she  presents  to  your 
eye,  through  the  cleft,  a  small  catch  of  smooth  blue  horizon, 
at  an  infinite  distance  in  the  plain  country,  inviting  you,  as  it 
were,  from  the  riot  and  tumult  roaring  around,  to  pass  through 
the  breach,  and  participate  of  the  calm  below.  Here  the  eye 
ultimately  composes  itself;  and  that  way,  too,  the  road  happens 
actually  to  lead.     Tou  cross  the  Potomac  above  its  junction. 
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pass  along  its  side  throngh  the  base  of  the  monntain  for  three 
miles,  its  terrible  precipices  hanging  in  fragments  over  joo, 
and  within  about  twenty  miles  reach  Fredericktown,  and  the  6ne 
conntry  round  that.  This  scene  is  worth  a  TOjage  across  the 
Atlantic.  Yet  here,  as  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Nataral 
Bridge,  are  people  who  have  passed  their  lives  within  half  a 
dozen  miles,  and  have  never  been  to  sorvej  these  monuments 
of  a  war  between  rivers  and  mountains,  which  must  have 
shaken  the  earth  itself  to  its  centre. 


INFLUENCE  OF  SLAYERT.* 

'  The  whole  commerce  between  master  and  slave  is  a  perpetual 
exercise  of  the  most  boisterous  passions ;  the  most  unremitting 
despotism  on  the  one  part,  and  degrading  submissions  on  the 
other.  '  Our  children  see  this,  and  learn  to  imitate  it ;  for  man 
is  an  imitative  animal.  This  quality  is  the  germ  of  all  educa- 
tion in  him.  From  his  cradle  to  his  grave  he  is  learning  to  do 
what  he  sees  others  do.  If  a  parent  could  find  no  motive,  either 
in  his  philanthropy  or  his  self-love,  for  restraining  the  intem- 
perance of  passion  towards  his  slave,  it  should  always  be  a 
sufficient  one  that  his  child  is  present.  But  generally  it  is  not 
sufficient.  The  parent  storms,  the  child  looks  on,  catches  the 
lineaments  of  wrath,  puts  on  the  same  airs  in  the  circle  of 
smaller  slaves,  gives  loose  to  bis  worst  passions,  and  thus  nursed, 
educated,  and  daily  exercised  in  tyranny,  cannot  but  be  stamped 
by  it  with  odious  peculiaritfes.  The  man  must  be  a  prodigy 
who  can  retain  his  manners  and  morals  undepraved  by  such 

'  Among  the  nnmeroas  writings  of  Mr.  Jefferson  upon  slarerr,  showing 
his  loathing  of  the  system,  and  h&  earnest  desire  for  its  abolition,  I  aeleei  th* 
foUowing — a  portion  of  a  letter  to  Dr.  Price,  of  London,  dated  Paris,  Avgvsi 
7th,  1785,  and  to  be  found  on  page  377  of  the  1st  vol.  of  his  complete  works. 

**  Northward  of  the  Chesapeake,  you  may  find^  here  and  there,  an  opptment 
to  your  doctrine  [the  abolition  of  slavery],  as  tou  mat  find,  hb&b  Aim 
THBBB,  A  BOBBBB  OB  MUBDBBBB,*  but  in  no  greater  number.  In  that  pari 
,of  America,  there  being  but  few  slaves,  they  can  easily  disencumber  them> 
selves  of  them ;  and  emancipation  is  put  in  such  a  train  that,  in  a  few  years, 
there  will  be  no  slaves  north  of  Maryland.  In  Maryland,  Idonot  jimd  tmek 
a  dupotition  to  begin  the  redrest  of  this  bbobmitt  as  in  Virgima.  Thia  ia 
the  next  State  to  which  we  may  turn  our  eyes  for  the  interesting  spectacle  of 
Justice  in  conflict  with  avarice  and  oppression ;  a  conflict  wherein  the  sacred 
right  is  gaining  daily  recruits  from  the  influx  into  office  of  young  men  grown 
and  growing  up.  These  have  sucked  in  the  principles  of  liberty,  as  it  were, 
with  their  mothers'  milk ;  and  it  is  to  them  I  look  with  anxiety  to  turn  tha 
fate  of  this  question." 
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circnmstances.  •  And  with  what  execration  should  the  states- 
man be  loaded,  who,  permitting  one-half  the  citizens  thus  to 
trample  on  the  righto  of  the  other,  transforms  those  into 
despots,  and  these  into  enemies,  destroys  the  morals  of  the  one 
part,  and  the  amor  foirxa  of  the  other  1  For  if  the  slave  can 
have  a  countrj  in  this  world,  it  mast  be  any  other  in  preference 
to  that  in  which  he  is  born  to  live  and  labor  for  another;  iu 
which  he  most  lock  np  the  facnlties  of  his  nature,  contribute 
as  far  as  depends  on  his  individual  endeavors  to  the  evanish- 
ment  of  the  human  race,  or  entail  his  own  miserable  condition 
on  the  endless  generations  proceeding  from  him.  With  the 
morals  of  the  people,  their  industry  also  is  destroyed.  For  in 
a  warm  climate  no  man  will  labor  for  himself  who  can  make 
another  labor  for  him.  This  is  so  true,  that  of  the  proprietors 
of  slaves  a  very  small  proportion  indeed  are  ever  «een  to  labor. 
And  can  the  liberties  of  a  nation  be  thought  secure  when  we 
have  removed  their  only  firm  basis,  a  conviction  in  the  minds 
of  the  people  that  these  liberties  are  the  gift  of  God  ?  That 
they  are  not  to  be  violated  but  with  his  wrath  ?  Indeed,  I 
tremble  for  my  country  when  I  reflect  that  God  is  just;  that 
his  justice  cannot  sleep  forever;  that,  considering  numbers, 
nature,  and  natural  means  only,  a  revolution  of  the  wheel  of 
fortune,  an  exchange  of  situation,  is  among  possible  events ; 
that  it  may  become  probable  by  supernatural  interference! 
The  Almighty  has  no  attribute  which  can  take  side  with  us  in 
such  a  contest. 

'What  an  incomprehensible  machine  is  man,  who  can  endure 
toil,  famine,  stripes,  imprisonment,  and  death  itself,  in  vindica- 
tion of  his  own  liberty,  and  the  next  moment  be  deaf  to  all  those 
motives  whose  power  supported  him  through  his  trial,  and  in- 
flict upon  his  fellow-men  a  bondage,  one  hour  of  which  is 
fraught  with  more  misery  than  ages  of  that  which  he  rose  in 
rebellion  to  oppose  I  But  we  must  wait  with  patience  the 
workings  of  an  overruling  Providence,  and  hope  that  that  is 
preparing  the  deliverance  of  these  our  suffering  brethren. 
When  the  measure  of  their  tears  shall  be  full,  doubtless  a  God 
of  justice  will  awaken  to  their  distress,  and  by  diffusing  a  light 
and  liberality  among  their  oppressors,  or  at  length  by  his  ex- 
terminating thunder,  manifest  his  attention  fo  things  of  this 
world,  and  that  they  are  not  left  to  the  guidance  of  blind 
fatality. 

Note*  on  Virginia* 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


190  THOMAS  JSFpBSOK.  [17i3-18S6. 


A  DBGALOQUE  OF  CANONS  FOR  PAAGTIOAL  LIFB. 

1.  Never  pot  off  till  to-morrovr  what  yon  can  do  to-daj. 

2.  Never  trouble  another  for  what  you  can  do  yourself. 

3.  Never  spend  your  money  before  you  have  it. 

4.  Never  bay  what  you  do  not  want,  because  it  is  cheap ;  it 

will  be  dear  to  you. 

5.  Pride  costs  us  more  than  hunger,  thirst,  and  cold. 

6.  We  never  repent  of  having  eaten  too  little. 

7.  Nothing  is  troublesome  that  we  do  willingly. 

8.  How  much  pain  have  cost  us  the  evils  that  have  never 

happened. 

9.  Take  things  always  by  their  smooth  handle. 

10.  When  angry,  count  ten  before  you  speak;  if  very  angry, 
an  hundred. 


HIS  DYING  COUNSEL.* 

This  letter  will,  to  you,  be  as  one  from  the  dead.  The  writer 
will  be  in  the  grave  before  you  can  weigh  its  counsels.  Tour 
affectionate  and  excellent  father  has  requested  that  I  would 
address  to  you  something  which  might  possibly  have  a  favor- 
able influence  on  the  course  of  life  you  have  to  run ;  and  I  too, 
as  a  namesake,  feel  an  interest  in  that  course.  Few  words  will 
be  necessary,  with  good  dispositions  on  your  part.  Adore  God. 
Reverence  and  cherish  your  parents.  Love  your  neighbor  as 
yourself,  and  your  eountry  more  than  yourself.  Be  just.  Be 
true.  Murmur  not  at  the  ways  of  Providence.  So  shall  the 
life  into  which  you  have  entered  be  the  portal  to  one  of  eternal 
and  ineflEable  bliss.  And,  if  to  the  dead  it  is  permitted  to  care 
for  the  things  of  this  world,  every  action  of  your  life  will  be 
under  my  regard.     Farewell. 

MONTICBLLO,  February  21it,  1826. 

*  Letter  to  Thoouts  Jeffenon  Smith. 
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CARLOS  WILCOX,  1794—1827. 

Cablos  Wilcox  was  bom  at  Newport,  N.  H.,  October  22, 1794.  H0 
graduated  at  Middlebury  College,  in  1813,  and  then  entered  the  theo- 
logical school  at  Andover,  Mass.  After  preaching  in  varions  places 
(daring  which  time  he  published  several  of  his  poetical  effusions),  he 
was  settled  at  Hartford,  in  December,  1824.  In  consequence  of  ill 
health,  he  was  dismissed,  in  May,  1826  ;  and  he  retired  to  Danbury, 
where  he  died.  May  29, 1827. 

The  above  is  all  we  can  find  of  his  life.  Of  him  as  a  poet,  his  writings, 
though  few,  enable  us  to  si>eak  in  terms  of  decided  praise.  It  has 
been  truly  said  that  he  resembles  Cowper  in  many  respects — in  the 
gentleness  and  tenderness  of  his  sensibilities — in  the  modest  and  re- 
tiring disposition  of  his  mind — in  its  fine  culture,  and  its  original 
and  poetical  cast — and  not  a  little  in  the  character  of  his  poetry.* 
The  following  pieces  present  good  specimens  of  his  style : — 


BUNSET  IN  SEPTEMBER. 

The  sun  now  rests  upon  the  mountain  tops — 
Begins  to  sink  behind — is  half  concealed — 
And  now  is  gone :  the  last  faint  twinkling  beam 
Is  cut  in  twain  by  the  sharp  rising  ridge. 
Sweet  to  the  pensive  is  departing  day. 
When  only  one  small  cloud  (so  still  and  thin, 
So  thoroughly  imbued  with  amber  light, 
And  so  transparent,  ^hat  it  seems  a  spot 
Of  brighter  sky  beyond  the  farthest  mount) 
Hangs  o*er  the  hidden  orb  ;  or  when  a  few 
Long,  narrow  stripes  of  denser,  darker  grain, 
At  each  end  sharpened  to  a  needless  point. 
With  golden  borders,  sometimes  straight  and  smooth, 
And  sometimes  crinkling  like  the  lightning  stream, 
A  half  hour's  space  above  the  mountain  lie : 
Or  when  the  whole  consolidated  mass. 
That  only  threatened  rain,  is  broken  up 
Into  a  thousand  parts,  and  yet  is  one. 
One  as  the  ocean  broken  into  waves ; 
And  all  its  spongy  parts,  imbibing  deep 
The  moist  effulgence,  seem  like  fleeces  dyed 
Deep  scarlet,  saffron  light,  or  crimson  dark, 
As  they  are  thick  or  thin,  or  near  or  more  remote. 


Rev.  George  B.  Cheever. 
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All  fading  soon  as  lower  sinks  the  san, 
Till  twilight  end.    Bat  now  another  scene, 
To  me  most  heantifol  of  all,  appears : 
The  sky,  without  the  shadow  of  a  cloud, 
Throughout  the  west,  is  kindled  to  a  glow 
So  bright  and  broad,  it  glares  upon  the  eye, 
Not  dazzling,  but  dilating  with  oalm  force 
Its  power  of  vision  to  admit  the  whole. 
Below,  His  all  of  richest  orange  dye, 
Midway  the  blushing  of  the  mellow  peach 
Paints  not,  but  tinges  the  ethereal  deep ; 
And  here,  in  this  most  lovely  region,  shines, 
With  added  loveliness,  the  evening-star. 
Above,  the  fainter  purple  slowly  fades. 
Till  changed  into  the  azure  of  mid-heaven. 


FREEDOM. 

All  are  bom  free,  and  all  with  equal  rights. 
80  speaks  the  charter  of  a  nation  proud 
Of  her  unequalled  li{>erties  and  laws, 
While,  in  that  nation — shameful  to  relate— 
One  man  in  five  is  bom  and  dies  a  slave. 
Is  this  my  country  ?  this  that  happy  land, 
The  wonder  and  the  envy  of  the  world  f 
0  for  a  mantle  to  conceal  her  shame ! 
But  why,  when  Patriotism  cannot  hide 
The  roin  which  her  guilt  will  surely  bring 
If  unrepented  f  and  unless  the  God 
Who  poured  his  plagues  on  Egypt  till  she  let 
The  oppressed  go  free,  and  often  pours  his  wrath 
In  earthquakes  and  tornadoes,  on  the  isles 
Of  westem  India,  laying  waste  their  fields, 
Dashing  their  mercenary  ships  ashore, 
Tossing  the  isles  themselves  like  floating  wrecks. 
And  burying  towns  alive  in  one  wide  grave. 
No  sooner  ope'd  but  closed,  let  judgment  pass 
For  once  untasted  till  the  general  doom. 
Can  it  go  well  with  us  while  we  retain 
This  cursed  thing  ?    Will  not  untimely  frosts. 
Devouring  insects,  drought,4Uid  wind  and  hail. 
Destroy  the  fruits  of  ground  long  tilled  in  chains  f 
Will  not  some  daring  spirit,  bom  to  thoughts 
Above  his  beast-like  state,  find  out  the  truth, 
That  Africans  are  men ;  and,  catching  fire 
From  Freedom's  altar  raised  before  his  eyes 
With  incense  fuming  sweet,  in  others  light 
A  kindred  flame  in  secret,  till  a  train. 
Kindled  at  once,  deal  death  on  every  side  f 
Cease  then,  Columbia,  for  thy  safety  cease, 
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And  for  thine  honor,  to  proclaim  the  praise 

Of  thy  fair  shores  of  liberty  and  joy, 

While  thrice  five  hundred  thousand  wretched  slaves/ 

In  thine  own  bosom,  start  at  every  word 

As  meant  to  mock  their  woes,  and  shake  their  chains, 

Thinking  defiance  which  they  dare  not  speak. 


DOING  GOOD,  TRUE  HArPlNESS. 

Wouldst  thou  from  sorrow  find  a  sweet  relief? 

Or  is  thy  heart  oppressed  with  woes  untold  f 
Balm  wouldst  thou  gather  for  corroding  grief  ? 

Pour  blessings  round  thee  like  a  shower  of  gold. 

Tis  when  the  rose  is  wrapped  in  many  a  fold 
Close  to  its  heart,  the  worm  is  wasting  there 

Its  life  and  beauty ;  not  when,  all  unrolled. 
Leaf  after  leaf,  its  bosom,  rich  and  fair. 
Breathes  freely  its  perfumes  throughout  the  ambient  air. 

Wake,  thou  that  sleepest  in  enchanted  bowers, 

Lest  these  lost  yeartj  should  haunt  thee  on  the  night 
When  death  is  waiting  for  thy  numbered  hours 

To  take  their  swift  and  everlasting  flight ; 

Wake,  ere  the  earth-born  charm  unnerve  thee  quite, 
And  be  thy  thoughts  to  work  divine  addressed ; 

Do  something----do  it  soon — with  all  thy  might ; 
An  angel's  wing  WOUI4  droop  if  long  at  rest. 
And  God  himself,  inactive,  were  no  longer  blest. 

Some  high  or  humble  enterprise  of  good 

Contemplate,  till  it  shall  possess  thy  mind, 
Become  thy  study,  pastime,  rest,  and  food. 

And  ftlndle  in  thy  heart  a  flame  refined. 

Pray  Heaven  for  firmness  thy  whole  soul  to  bind 
To  this  thy  purpose — to  begin,  pursue. 

With  thoughts  all  fixed,  and  feelings  purely  kind ; 
Strength  to  complete,  and  with  delight  review, 
And  grace  to  give  the  praise  where  all  is  ever  due. 

No  good  of  worth  sublime  will  Heaven  permit 
To  light  on  man  as  from  the  passing  air ; 

The  lamp  of  genius,  though  by  nature  lit. 
If  not  protected,  pruned,  and  fed  with  care, 
Soon  dies,  or  runs  to  waste  with  fitful  glare  ; 

And  learning  is  a  plant  that  spreads  and  towers 
Slow  as  Columbia's  aloe,  proudly  rare. 

That,  'mid  gay  thousands,  with  the  suns  and  showers 
Of  half  a  century,  grows  alone  before  it  flowers. 


'  According  to  the  oeDfas  of  1850,  there  are  in  the  land  3,204,347  slaves, 
tbont  one  to  every  aix  freemen. 
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Has  Immortality  of  name  been  given 
To  them  that  idly  worship  hills  and  groves, 

And  bam  sweet  incense  to  the  queen  of  heaven  ? 
Did  Newton  learn  from  fancy,  as  it  roves, 
To  measure  worlds,  and  follow  where  each  moves  f 

Did  Howard  gain  renown  that  shall  not  cease, 
By  wanderings  wild  that  nature's  pilgrim  loves  ? 

Or  did  Paul  gain  heaven's  glory  and  its  peace, 
By  musing  o'er  the  bright  and  tranquil  isles  of  Greece  f 

Beware  lest  thou,  from  sloth,  that  would  appear 

But  lowliness  of  mind,  with  joy  proclaim 
Thy  want  of  worth ;  a  charge  thou  couldst  not  hear 

From  other  lips,  without  a  blush  of  shame, 

Or  pride  indignant ;  then  be  thine  the  blame, 
And  make  thyself  of  worth  ;  and  thus  enlist 

The  smiles  of  all  the  good,  the  dear  to  fame ; 
Tis  infamy  to  die  and  not  be  missed. 
Or  let  all  soon  forget  that  thou  didst  e'er  exist. 

Rouse  to  some  work  of  high  and  holy  love, 
And  thou  an  angel's  happiness  shalt  know ; 

Shalt  bless  the  earth  while  in  the  world  above : 
The  good  begun  by  thee  shall  onward  flow 
In  many  a  branching  stream,  and  wider  grow  ; 

The  seed  that,  in  these  few  and  fleeting  hourF, 
Thy  hands,  unsparing  and  unwearied,  sow. 

Shall  deck  thy  grave  with  amaranthine  flowers, 
And  yield  thee  fruits  divine  in  heaven's  immortal  bowers. 


JOHN  G.  C.  BRAINARD,  1797—1828. 

John  G.  C.  Brain  abb  was  bom  in  New  London,  Conn.,  in  1797,  and 
graduated  at  Yale  College  in  1815.  He  studied  law,  and  commenced 
the  practice,  at  Middleton  ;  but  not  pleased  with  the  profession,  he 
abandoned  it,  and  in  1822  undertook  the  editorial  chaise  of  the  "Con- 
necticut Mirror,"  at  Hartford,  which  for  five  years  he  enriched  with  his 
beautiful  poetical  productions,  and  chaste  and  elevated  prose  compo- 
sitions. **  His  pieces  were  extensively  copied,  and  not  unfrequently 
with  high  encomium.  But  Brainard  was  one  of  those  who  ^bear  their 
faculties  meekly. '  Although  publishing,  week  after  week,  poems  which 
would  have  done  honor  to  the  genius  of  Burns  or  Wordsworth,  he  never 
publicly  betrayed  any  symptoms  of  vanity.  He  held  on  the  quiet 
and  even  tenor  of  his  way,  apparently  regardless  of  that  prodigality 
of  intellectual  beauty  which  blossomed  around  him." 
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As  an  editor  of  a  literary,  political,  and  news  jonmal,  he  was  a 
model,  and  the  influence  that  his  paper  exerted  on  all  within  whose 
sphere  it  came  could  not  but  be  most  happy  and  elevating ;  but  con- 
sumption had  marked  him  for  her  own,  and  in  less  than  five  years  he 
returned  to  his  father's  house,  where  he  died  September  26th,  1828. 
*  That  Brainard  had  the  true  spirit  of  a  poet,  there  can  be  no  doubt ; 
but  he  wrote  in  great  haste,  and  published  as  fast  as  he  wrote.  Hence 
there  is  great  inequality  in  his  compositions,  some  showing  high  poeti- 
cal beauty  and  strength,  both  in  thought  and  language ;  and  some,  the 
want  of  good  taste,  and  great  negligence.  The  following  are,  we  think, 
among  the  best  of  his  pieces : — 


FALLS  OF  NIAGARA. 

The  thoughts  are  strange  that  crowd  into  my  brain, 
While  I  look  upward  to  thee  I    It  would  seem 
As  if  God  poured  thee  from  his  "  hollow  hand," 
And  hung  his  bow  upon  thine  awful  front ; 
And  spoke  in  that  loud  voice,  which  seemed  to  him 
Who  dwelt  in  Patmos  for  his  Saviour's  sake, 
'*  The  sound  of  many  waters ;"  and  had  bade 
Thy  flood  to  chronicle  the  ages  back, 
And  notch  His  oent'ries  In  the  eternal  rocks. 

Deep  calleth  unto  deep.    And  what  are  we. 
That  hear  the  question  of  that  voice  sublime  ? 
'  O,  what  are  all  the  notes  that  ever  rung 
From  war's  vain  trumpet,  by  thy  thundering  side ! 
Yea,  what  is  all  the  riot  man  can  make, 
In  his  short  life,  to  thy  unceasing  roar  I 
And  yet,  bold  babbler,  what  art  thou  to  Him 
Who  drowned  a  world,  and  heaped  the  waters  far 
Above  its  loftiest  mountains  ?— a  light  wave. 
That  breaks,  and  whispers  of  its  Maker's  might. 


THE  DEEP. 

There's  beauty  in  the  deep: — 
The  wave  is  bluer  than  the  sky ; 
And,  though  the  light  shine  bright  on  high, 
More  softly  do  the  sea-gems  glow 
That  sparkle  in  the  depths  below ; 
The  rainbow's  tints  are  only  made 
When  on  the  waters  they  are  laid, 
And  sun  and  moon  most  sweetly  shine 
Upon  the  ocean's  level  brine. 

There's  beauty  in  the  deep. 
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There's  mnsic  in  the  deep : — 
It  is  not  in  the  surf's  rough  roar, 
Nor  in  the  whispering,  shelly  shore — 
They  are  but  earthly  sounds,  that  tell 
How  little  of  the  sea-nymph's  shell, 
That  sends  its  loud,  clear  note  abroad, 
Or  winds  its  softness  through  the  flood, 
Echoes  through  groves  with  coral  gay, 
And  dies,  on  spongy  banks,  away. 

There's  music  in  the  deep. 

There's  quiet  in  the  deep : — 
Above,  let  tides  and  tempests  rave, 
And  earth-bom  whirlwinds  wake  the  wave  ; 
Above,  let  care  and  fear  contend 
With  sin  and  sorrow  to  the  end : 
Here,  far  beneath  the  tainted  foam. 
That  frets  above  our  peaceful  home. 
We  dream  in  joy,  and  wake  in  love, 
Nor  know  the  rage  that  yells  above. 

There's  quiet  in  the  deep. 


ON  THE  LOSS  OP  PROFESSOR  FISHER.' 

The  breath  of  air,  that  stirs  the  harp's  soft  string. 

Floats  on  to  join  the  whirlwind  and  the  storm ; 
The  drops  of  dew,  exhaled  from  flowers  of  spring, 

Rise,  and  assume  the  tempest's  threatening  form ; 
The  first  mild  beam  of  morning's  glorious  sun. 

Ere  night,  is  sporting  in  the  lightning's  flash ; 
And  the  smooth  stream,  that  flows  in  quiet  on, 

Moves  but  to  aid  the  overwhelming  dash 
That  wave  and  wind  can  muster,  when  the  might 
Of  earth,  and  air,  and  sea,  and  sky  unite. 

So  science  whispered  in  thy  charmed  ear, 

And  radiant  learning  beckoned  thee  away. 
The  breeze  was  music  to  thee,  and  the  clear 

Beam  of  thy  morning  promised  a  bright  day. 
And  they  have  wrecked  tbee ! — But  there  is  a  shore 

Where  storms  are  hushed,  where  tempests  never  rage, 
Where  angry  skies  and  blackening  seas  no  more 

With  gusty  strength  their  roaring*  warfare  wage. 
By  thee  its  peaceful  margent  shall  be  trod — 
Thy  home  is  heaven,  and  thy  Friend  is  God. 

»  Professor  Fisher  was  the  Professor  of  Mathematics  in  Yale  College,  elect«d 
in  1817.  Anxious  to  enlarge  his  knowledge  in  his  favorite  soience,  to  which 
he  had  devoted  his  life,  he  set  sail  for  Europe  in  the  packet  ship  Albion, 
which  was  lost  in  a  terrific  storm  off  the  coast  of  Ireland,  April  22d,  1822,  and 
but  very  few  of  the  passengers  or  crew  were  saved.  Among  the  iMt,  waa  the 
promising  and  gifted  subject  of  these  lines. 
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FRAGMENT.* 

Solemn  he  paced  upon  that  schooner's  deck, 

And  mattered 'Of  his  hardships :  "  I  have  been 

Where  the  wild  will  of  Mississippi's  tide 

Has  dashed  me  on  the  sawjer ;  I  have  sailed 

In  the  thick  night,  along  the  wave-washed  edge 

Of  ice,  in  acres,  bj  the  pitiless  coast 

Of  Labrador ;  and  I  have  scraped  my  keel 

0*er  coral  rocks  in  Madagascar  seas  ; 

And  often,  in  my  cold  and  midnight  watch. 

Have  heard  the  warning  voice  of  the  lee  shore 

Speaking  in  breakers  I    Ay,  and  I  have  seen 

The  whale  and  sword-fish  fight  beneath  my  bows  ; 

And,  when  they  made  the  deep  boil  like  a  pot. 

Have  swaDg  into  its  vortex ;  and  I  know 

To  cord  my  vessel  with  a  sailor's  skill. 

And  brave  snch  dangers  with  a  sailor's  heart ; — 

But  never  yet,  upon  the  stormy  wave, 

Or  where  the  river  mixes  with  the  main. 

Or  in  the  chafing  anchorage  of  the  baj. 

In  all  my  rough  experience  of  harm. 

Met  I — a  Methodist  meeting-house ! 

«♦♦*♦« 
Cat-head,  or  beam,  or  davit  has  it  none. 
Starboard  nor  larboard,  gunwale,  stem  nor  stem  ! 
It  comes  in  such  a  "questionable  shape," 
I  cannot  even  speak  it !     Up  jib,  Josejr, 
And  make  for  Bridgeiwrt!    There,  where  Stratford  Point, 
Long  Beach,  Fairweather  Island,  and  the  buoj 
Are  safe  from  such  encounters,  we'll  protest ! 
And  Yankee  legends  long  shall  tell  the  tale. 
That  once  a  Charleston  schooner  was  beset, 
Riding  at  anchor,  by  a  meeting-house ! 


THE  DEPARTURE  OF  LEATHER  8T0GKINQ.' 

Far  away  from  the  hill-side,  the  lake,  and  the  hamlet. 
The  rock,  and  the  brook,  and  yon  meadow  so  gay ; 

From  the  footpath  that  winds  by  the  side  of  the  streamlet. 
From  his  hut,  and  the  grave  of  his  friend  Car  away ; 

*  This  "Fragment"  is  founded  on  an  event  which  oocorred  a  few  years 
before  the  anthor's  death,  at  New  London.  During  a  heavy  rain  storm,  a 
Khooner  that  woa  at  anchor  in  the  river  was  run  foul  of  in  the  night  by  a 
Methodiat  meeting-house,  which  had  been  carried  away  by  the  freshet  and 
floated  down  stream. 

•  The  following  lines  were  called  forth  by  Cooper's  novel  of  "  The  Pioneers,  ' 
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He  has  gone  where  the  footsteps  of  man  never  ventured, 
Where  the  glooms  of  the  wild  tangled  forest  are  centred, 
Where  no  beam  of  the  sun  or  the  sweet  moon  has  entered, 
Nor  bloodhound  has  roused  up  the  deer  with  his  bajr. 

Light  be  the  heart  of  the  poor,  lonely  wanderer, 
Firm  be  his  step  through  each  wearisome  mile  ; 

Far  from  the  cruel  man,  far  from  the  plunderer. 
Far  from  the  track  of  the  mean  and  the  vile ! 

And  when  the  resistless  destroyer  assails  him, 

And  all  but  the  last  throb  of  memory  fails  him, 

Hell  think  of  the  friend,  far  away,  that  bewails  him, 
And  light  up  the  cold  touch  of  death  with  a  smile. 

And  there  shall  the  dew  shed  its  sweetness  and  lustre ; 

There,  for  his  pall,  shall  the  oak  leaves  be  spread ; 
The  sweetbrier  shall  bloom,  and  the  wild  grapes  shall  cluster, 

And  o'er  him  the  leaves  of  the  ivy  be  shed. 
There  shall  they  mix  with  the  fern  and  the  heather, 
There  shall  the  young  eagle  shed  its  first  feather, 
The  wolves  with  his  wild  dogs  shall  lie  there  together. 

And  mourn  o*er  the  si)ot  where  the  hunter  is  laid. 


JOHN  M.  MASON,  1770—1829. 

John  Mitc'hel  Mason,  the  son  of  Rev.  John  Mason,  who  came  to  this 
country  from  Scotland  in  1761,  was  bom  in  the  city  of  New  York  on 
the  19th  of  March,  1770.  At  the  age  of  seventeen,  he  was  received  into 
liis  father's  church,  and*  soon  after  entered  Columbia  College,  in  ad- 
vanced standing,  and  took  his  first  degree  in  1789,  with  high  reputation 
as  a  scholar.  After  leaving  college,  he  commenced  the  study  of  the- 
ology with  his  father,  and  continued  the  same  with  him  nearly  two 
years.  It  was  then  thought  best  that  he  should  complete  his  studies 
in  Edinburgh,  whither  he  accordiugly  went  early  in  1791,  and  returned 
the  latter  part  of  the  next  year,  his  father  having  died  during  his  ab- 
sence. He  had  been  at  home  but  a  few  months  when  he  was  called 
to  his  late  father's  post,  the  Associate  Reformed  Presbyterian  Church 
in  Cedar  Street,  and  was  ordained  March,  1793.     So  much  admired 

in  which  his  well-known  character  of  Leather  Stocking  is  for  the  first  time 
introduced.  At  the  close  of  the  story,  the  scene  of  which  is  laid  in  the  inle- 
rior  of  New  York,  Leather  Stocking  shoaldors  bis  rifle,  and  announces  his 
purpose  of  departing  to  the  remote  and  unknown  solitudes  oflhe  west.  These 
verses  are  addressed  to  him. 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


1T70-1829.]  JOHN  M.MASON.  199 

was  be  for  his  eloquence,  that  in  fonr  years  after  his  settlement  (to 
ose  his  own  language)  "  it  became  necessary  to  swarm ;''  and  in  two 
years  the  new  church,  of  which  he  continued  the  pastor,  quite  equalled 
in  numbers  the  old.  Every  year  added  to  the  high  estimation  in  which 
he  was  held  by  scholars,  as  well  as  by  the  Christian  Church ;  and  when 
the  Associate  Reformed  Synod  took  measures  to  establish  a  Theological 
Seminary,  he  was  unanimously  elected  Professor.  In  the  same  year 
(1804),  he  received  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Divinity  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Pennsylvania. 

The  summer  of  1804  was  marked  by  a  calamity  which  melted  the 
nation  into  tears — the  murder  of  Alexander  Hamilton  by  Aaron  Burr. 
Dr.  Mason  had  always  been  on  the  most  intimate  terms  with  Hamilton, 
esteeming  him  the  greatest  man  of  our  country ;  and  from  the  time 
he  received  the  fatal  wound  till  the  next  day,  when  he  died,  he  was 
often  at  his  bedside,  administering  to  him  those  consolations  which 
only  Christianity  can  impart.  Soon  after,  he  preached  a  sermon  upon 
the  death  of  Hamilton — one  of  the  most  eloquent  discourses  ever 
delivered  by  man,  and  which  elicited  the  warmest  praise  on  both 
sides  of  the  Atlantic'  His  deep  feelings  of  grief  for  the  loss  of 
Hamilton  and  admiration  of  his  character  are  expressed  in  many  of 
his  letters  at  tins  time.  The  following  to  a  correspondent  in  Scotland, 
dated  August  11,  1804,  expresses  his  grief  at 


HAMILTON'S  DEATH. 

News  I  have  none  bat  what  the  papers  will  have  announced 
before  this  reaches  you ;  melancholy,  most  melancholy  news 
for  America;  the  premature  death  of  her  greatest  man,  Major- 
General  Hamilton.  I  say  nothing  too  strong  when  I  assure 
you  that,  all  things  considered,  the  loss  of  Washington  was 
light  in  comparison  with  this.  His  most  stupendous  talents, 
which  set  him  above  rivalship,  and  his  integrity,  with  which 
intrigue  had  not  the  hardihood  to  tamper,  held  him  up  as  the 
nation's  hope,  and  as  the  terror  of  the  unprincipled ;  but  it 
marked  him  out,  at  the  same  time,  as  a  victim  to  the  disap- 
pointed and  profligate  ambition  of  Vice-President  Burr.  By 
the  most  insidious  and  cruel  artifice  he  was  entrapped,  against 
his  judgment,  his  conscience,  and  his  efforts,  in  a  duel  with 


>  Among  others,  Jadgc  Jay  and  Judge  Marshall  wrote  to  him  letters  of  thanks 
for  it. 
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that  desperate  roan,  and  mortally  woanded.  The  catastrophe 
happened  on  the  morning  of  the  11th,  and  he  expired  at  two 
o'clock  on  the  12th  alt.  The  shock  and  agony  of  the  pablic 
mind  has  never  been  equalled.  Burr  went  ont,  determined  to 
kill  him ;  for  he  had  been  long  qnalifying  himself  to  become  a 
"dead  shot."  Ingennous  Hamilton  went  out  to  be  murdered, 
being  as  ignorant  of  the  pistol  as  myself,  and  had  resolved  not 
to  take  the  life  of  his  antagonist,  even  if  it  were  in  his  power. 
The  cry  of  lamentation  and  indignation  assails  Burr  from  every 
point  of  the  compass,  nor  can  he  turn  his  eye  anywhere  without 
reading  his  own  infamy  in  the  honors  heaped  upon  the  illos- 
trious  dead. 

In  1807,  was  commenced  the  publication  of  **The  Christian's  Maga- 
zine," a  monthly  periodical,  of  which  Dr.  Mason  was  the  editor,  and 
most  of  which  he  wrote.  In  this  appeared,  in  successive  numbers,  his 
controversial  papers  upon  the  Episcopal  form  of  church  government, 
in  reply  to  Bishop  Hobart.  In  1811,  he  was  elected  Provost  of  Columbia 
College,  which  post  he  held  till  1816,  when,  feeling  that  his  powers  had 
been  overtaxed,  and  that  he  was  sinking  under  the  weight  of  his  nu- 
merous duties,  he  resigned  his  office,  and  took  a  voyage  to  Europe  to 
recruit  his  exhausted  powers.  He  returned  after  two  years,  improved 
indeed  in  health,  but  not  completely  restored.  The  resumption  of  hia 
many  duties  proved  too  much  for  his  bodily  strength,  and  the  next  year 
he  had  an  attack  of  partial  paralysis.  From  this,  however,  he  partially 
recovered,  and  in  1821  he  accepted  the  invitation  of  the  Trustees  of 
Dickinson  College  to  become  its  President.  He  had  discharged  the 
duties  of  this  high  office  with  the  greatest  advantage  to  the  institution 
for  two  years,  when  a  fall  from  his  horse  quite  disabled  him,  and  he 
resigned  and  returned  to  New  York  the  same  year,  where  he  died  on 
the  26th  of  December,  1829,  in  the  sixtieth  year  of  his  age. 

Dr.  Mason  was  a  remarkable  man — remarkable  for  his  majestic  per- 
sonal appearance  as  well  as  for  his  intellectual  powers,  his  learning, 
and  his  eloquence.  He  was  in  stature  about  six  feet,  with  a  high  fore- 
head, deep  blue  eyes,  and  a  face  remarkably  expressive  of  thought, 
feeling,  firmness,  and  courage.  As  a  pulpit  orator  it  has  been  remarked 
of  him  by  a  learned  contemporary  that  "  upon  the  whole,  for  a  com- 
bination of  clearness,  power,  majesty,  bold  conceptions,  profound 
thought,  sublime  and  tender  emotions,  evangelical  richness  and  unc- 
tion, natural  and  impressive  utterance,  adaptation  of  style  and  manner 
to  varying  subjects  and  assemblies.  Dr.  Mason  would  probably  not 
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lose  by  comparison  with  the  best  preachers  that  have  adorned  the 
modem  pulpit."* 


IMPORTANCE  OF  CLASSICAL  STUDY. 

With  all  who  are  qualified  to  form  a  judgment  on  the  sub- 
ject, there  is  but  one  opinion  as  to  the  importance  of  classical 
education.  Experience  has  shown  that  with  the  study  or  ne- 
glect of  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages,  sound  learning  flour- 
ishes or  declines.  It  is  now  too  late  for  ignorance,  indolence, 
eccentricity,  or  infidelity  to  dispute  what  has  been  ratified  by 
the  seal  of  ages.  Whoever  shall  deny  the  superiority  of  the 
ancient  classics  as  models  of  finished  composition,  of  elevated 
sentiment,  of  all  that  belongs  to  disciplined  mind,  will  forfeit 
bis  claim  to  the  reputation  of  a  scholar.  But  when  it  is  con- 
sidered that  they  contribute  more  than  any  other  means  to  ex- 
pand, to  strengthen,  and  to  polish  the  youthful  intellect;  that 
they  not  only  exemplify,  but  cherish,  the  most  refined  literary 
taste  ;  that  they  promote  the  power  of  patient,  close,  and  dis- 
criminating inquiry ;  that  modern  times  cannot  boast  of  a  truly 
classical  writer  in  his  own  language  who  was  altogether  unac- 
quainted with  them  ;  and  what  is  of  still  more  serious  concern, 
that,  in  the  hands  of  such  as  know  how  to  use  them,  they  are 
of  eminent  service  to  the  Christian  religion,  and  to  those  in- 
valuable social  interests  which  depend  upon  it ;  zeal  in  their 
defence  becomes  a  virtue,  and  efforts  to  extend  the  study  of 
them,  a  duty. 


THE  LUST  FOR  RICHES. 

Tlie  grudge  with  which  most  men  part  with  a  little  pittance 
for  the  noblest  purposes,  is  astonishing  and  humiliating.  Mam- 
mon, Mammon,  is  the  god  of  the  professing  world  among  us. 
The  love  of  distinction  flows  in  the  channels  of  wealth,  and 
thus  creates  an  aristocracy  the  most  feeble  and  enfeebling,  the 
most  corrupt  and  corrupting,  the  most  slavish  and  enslaving 
of  all  aristocracies — the  aristocracy  of  Dollars.  Hence  the 
passion  for  lucre  is  the  passion  of  the  United  States.  Men 
measure  their  respectability  not  by  their  deeds  of  goodness, 


■  Read  "Memoini,  with  a  portion  of  his  Correspondence,"  8vo.  pp.  560, 
by  R«v.  Jacob  Van  Vechtcn  j  and  Works,  in  four  volumes,  edited  by  bis  son, 
ReT.  Ebeneter  Mason. 
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but  by  the  soras  of  which  they  are  masters.  In  Massachasetts, 
there  are  noble  exceptions.  Several  individaals  have  given 
from  ten  thousand  to  forty  thousand  dollars  each  to  a  Theolo- 
gical  Seminary  at  Andover.  With  us,  there  is  nothing  which 
bears  the  most  distant  resemblance  to  this  munificence. 


POLITTCS  AND  RELIQION. 

-That  religion  has,  in /ac/,  nothing  to  do  with  the  politics  of 
many  who  profess  it,  is  a  melancholy  truth.  But  that  it  has, 
of  right,  no  concern  with  political  transactions  is  quite  a  new 
discovery.  If  such  opinions,  however,  prevail,  there  is  no 
longer  any  mystery  in  the  character  of  those  whose  conduct  in 
political  matters  violates  every  precept,  and  slanders  every 
principle,  of  the  religion  of  Christ.  But  what  is  politics  ?  Is 
it  not  the  science  and  the  exercise  of  civil  rights  and  civil 
duties?  And  what  is  religion  ?  Is  it  not  an  obligation  to  the 
service  of  Ood,  founded  on  his  authority,  and  extending  to  all 
our  relations,personal  and  social  ?  Yet  reUgion  has  nothing  to  do 
with  politics!  Where  did  you  learn  this  maxim  ?  The  Bible 
is  full  of  directions  for  your  behavior  as  citizens.  It  is  plain, 
pointed,  awful  in  its  injunctions  on  ruler  and  ruled  as  such: 
yet  religion  has  nothing  to  do  with  politics!  You  are  com- 
manded ^*in  ALL  your  ways  to  acknowledge  him^  **  In  EVERY- 
THING, by  prayer  and  supplication,  with  thanksgiving,  to  let  your 
requests  he  made  known  unto  God, "  **  And  whatsoever  ye  do, 
IN  word  or  deed,  to  do  ALL  IN  THE  NAME  of  the  Lord  Jesus,^* 
Yet  religion  has  nothing  to  do  with  politics!  Most  astonishing ! 
And  is  there  any  part  of  your  conduct  in  which  you  are,  or 
wish  to  be,  without  law  to  God,  and  not  under  the  law  of  Jesus 
Christf  Can  yon  persuade  yourselves  that  political  men  and 
measures  are  to  undergo  no  review  in  the  judgment  to  come  f 
That  all  the  passion  and  violence,  the  fraud  and  falsehood  and 
corruption  which  pervade  the  system  of  party,  and  burst  out 
like  a  flood  at  the  public  elections,  are  to  be  blotted  from  the 
catalogue  of  unchristian  deeds,  because  they  are  politicsf  Or 
that  a  minister  of  the  gospel  may  see  his  people,  in  their 
political  career,  bid  defiance  to  their  God  in  breaking  through 

I  He  might  hare  given  a  still  stronger  text — Phjlippians  i.  27  :  "  Let  your 
politics  be  each  as  it  beoometh  the  gospel  of  Christ."  Oar  translation  it 
"conversation  ;''  but  the  original  is  ^$>j^UHvBt,  "act  as  a  oitiien,"  or  '*act 
in  political  matters,  as  a  Christian." 
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every  moral  restraint,  and  keep  a  gniltless  silence,  because 
religton  has  nothing  to  do  with  politics  f  I  forbear  to  press  the 
argument  farther;  observing  only  that  many  of  our  difficulties 
and  sins  may  be  traced  to  this  pernicious  notion.  Yes,  if  our 
religion  had  had  more  to  do  with  our  politics ;  if,  in  the  pride 
of  our  citizenship,  we  had  not  forgotten  our  Christianity;  if 
we  had  prayed  more  and  wrangled  less  about  the  affairs  of  our 
country,  it  would  have  been  infinitely  better  for  us  at  this  day. 


CHABACTER  OF  HAMILTON. 

He  was  bom  to  be  great.  Whoever  was  second,  Hamilton 
mnst  be  first.  To  his  stupendous  and  versatile  mind  no  in- 
vestigation was  difficult — no  subject  presented  which  he  did 
not  illuminate.  Superiority,  in  some  particular,  belongs  to 
thoosands.  Pre-eminence,  in  whatever  he  chose  to  undertake, 
was  the  prerogative  of  Hamilton.  No  fixed  criterion  could 
be  applied  to  his  talents.  Often  has  their  display  been  sup- 
posed to  have  reached  the  limit  of  human  effort ;  and  the  judg- 
ment stood  firm  till  set  aside  by  himself.  When  a  cause  of 
new  magnitude  reqnired  new  exertion,  he  rose,  he  towered,  he 
soared ;  surpassing  himself  as  he  surpassed  others.  Then  was 
nature  tributary  to  his  eloquence  I  Then  was  felt  his  despotism 
over  the  heart  I  Touching,  at  his  pleasure,  every  string  of  pity 
or  terror,  of  indignation  or  grief,  he  melted,  he  soothed,  he 
roused,  he  agitated ;  alternately  gentle  as  the  dews,  and  awful 
as  the  thunder.  Yet,  great  as  he  was  in  the  eyes  of  the  world, 
he  was  greater  in  the  eyes  of  those  with  whom  he  was  most 
conversant  The  greatness  of  most  men,  like  objects  seen 
through  a  mist,  diminishes  with  the  distance;  but  Hamilton, 
like  a  tower  seen  afar  off  under  a  clear  sky,  rose  in  grandeur 
and  sublimity  with  every  step  of  approach.  Familiarity  with 
him  was  the  parent  of  veneration.  Over  these  matchless 
talents,  probity  threw  her  brightest  lustre.  Frankness,  suavity, 
tenderness,  benevolence,  breathed  through  their  exercise.  And 
to  his  family  I — but  he  is  gone — that  noble  heart  beats  no  more; 
that  eyejof  fire  is  dimmed;  and  sealed  are  those  oracular  lips. 
Americans,  the  serenest  beam  of  your  glory  is  extinguished  in 
the  tomb. 

Fathers,  friends,  countrymen  I  the  dying  breath  of  Hamilton 
recommended  to  you  the  Christian's  hope.  His  single  testi- 
mony outweighs  all  the  cavils  of  the  sciolist,  and  all  the  jeers 
of  the  profane.     Who  will  venture  to  pronounce  a  fable  that 
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doctrine  of  life  and  immortality  which  his  profound  and 
irradiating  raind  embraced  as  the  truth  of  God  ?  When  you 
are  to  die,  you  will  find  no  source  of  peace  but  in  the  faith  of 
Jesus.  Cultivate,  for  your  present  repose  and  your  future 
consolation,  what  our  departed  friend  declared  to  be  the  sup- 
port of  his  expiring  moments:  **A  tender  reliance  on  the 
mercies  of  the  Almighty,  through  the  merits  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ." 

Hamilton  I  we  will  cherish  thy  memory,  we  will  embalm 
thy  fame  I  Fare  thee  well,  thou  unparalleled  man,  farewell — 
forever! 

GOSPEL  FOR  THE  POOR. 

The  Lord  Jesus,  who  went  about  doing  good,  has  left  us  an 
example  that  we  shovldfollmo  his  steps.  Christians,  on  whom 
he  has  bestowed  affluence,  rank,  or  talent,  should  be  the  last 
to  disdain  their  fellow-men,  or  to  look  with  indifference  on  in- 
digence and  grief.  Pride,  unseemly  in  all,  is  detestable  in  them 
who  confess  that  bg  grace  they  are  saved.  Their  Lord  and 
Redeemer,  who  humbled  himself  by  assuming  their  nature, 
came  to  deliver  the  needy  when  he  crieth,  the  poor  also,  and  him 
that  hath  no  helper.  And  surely,  an  object  which  was  not  un- 
worthy of  the  Son  of  God  cannot  be  unworthy  of  any  who 
are  called  by  his  name.  Their  wealth  and  opportunities,  their 
talents  and  time,  are  not  their  own,  nor  to  be  used  according 
to  their  own  pleasure,  but  to  be  consecrated  by  their  vocation 
as  fellow-workers  with  God.  How  many  hands  that  hang  down 
would  be  lifted  up  1  how  many  feeble  knees  confirmed !  bow 
many  tears  wiped  away  I  how  many  victims  of  despondency 
and  infamy  rescued  by  a  close  imitation  of  Jesus  Christ  I  Go 
with  your  opulence  to  the  house  of  famine,  and  the  retreats  of 
disease.  Go  deal  thy  bread  to  the  hungry  ;  when  thou  setst  the 
naked,  cover  him  ;  and  hide  not  thyself  from  thine  own  flesh. 
Go,  and  furnish  means  to  rear  the  offspring  of  the  poor,  that 
they  may  at  least  have  access  to  the  word  of  your  God.  Go,  and 
quicken  the  flight  of  the  Angel  who  has  the  everlasting  gospel 
to  preach  unto  the  nations.  If  you  possess  not  wealth,  employ 
yonr  station  in  promoting  good  will  toward  men.  Judge  the 
fatherless;  plead  for  the  widow.  Stimulate  the  exertions  of 
others,  who  may  supply  what  is  lacking  on  your  part.  Let  the 
beauties  of  holiness  pour  their  lustre  upon  your  distinctions, 
and  recommend  to  the  unhappy  that  peace  which  yourselves; 
have  found  in  the  salvation  of  God.     If  you  have  neither  riches 
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nor  rauk,  devote  yoar  talents.    RaTishing  are  the  accents  which 
dwell  OD  the  tongue  of  the  learned  when  it  speaks  a  word  in  season 
to  him  thai  is  weary.     Press  your  genius  and  your  eloquence 
into  the  service  of  the  Lord  your  righteousness^  to  magnify  his 
word,  and  display  the  riches  of  his  grace.     Who  knoweth 
whether  he  may  honor  you  to  be  the  minister  of  joy  to  the 
disconsolate,  of  liberty  to  the  captive,  of  life  to  the  dead  ?     If 
be  has  denied  you  wealth,  and  rank,  and  talent,  consecrate  your 
heart.     Let  it  dissolve  in  sympathy.     There  is  nothing  to  hin- 
der yoar  rejoicing  with  them  that  do  rejoice,  and  your  weeping 
with  them  that  weep,  nor  to  forbid  the  interchange  of  kind  and 
soothing  offices.     A  brother  is  bom  for  adversity ;  and  hot 
only  should  Christian  be  to  Christian  a  friend  thai  sticketh  closer 
than  a  brother,  but  he  should  exemplify  the  loveliness  of  his 
religion  to  them  that  are  without.     An  action,  a  word,  marked 
by  the  sweetness  of  the  Gospel,  has  often  been  owned  of  God 
for  producing  the  happiest  effects.     Let  no  man,  therefore,  try 
to  excuse  his  inaction ;  for  no  man  is  too  inconsiderable  to 
augment  the  triumphs  of  the  Gospel  by  assisting  in  the  conso- 
lation which  it  yields  to  the  miserable. 


NATHANIEL  H.  CARTER,  1788—1830. 

Natbakiel  Habeltinb  Carter,  son  of  Joseph  Carter,  was  bom  in 
Concord,  N.  H.,  in  the  year  1788.  In  1811,  he  graduated  at  Dartmouth 
College,  and  afterwards  studied  law.  In  1817,  when  the  so-called 
Democratic  legislature  of  New  Hampshire  created  the  short-lived 
**  Dartmouth  University,"  in  order  to  destroy  Dartmouth  College,  he 
waa  appointed  Professor  of  Languages  in  the  former,  and  officiated  in 
that  capacity  two  or  three  years.  In  1820,  he  became  proprietor  and 
editor  of  the  "  Albany  Register,"  the  name  of  which  he  soon  changed 
to  that  of  the  "  New  York  Statesman."  He  removed  to  the  city  of  New 
York  in  1822;  and  from  1825  to  1827  travelled  for  his  health  upon  the 
continent  of  Burope,  enriching  his  paper  with  letters  which,  on  his 
return,  were  published  in  two  octavo  volumes.  In  1829,  being  in  very 
feeble  health,  he  went  abroad  again,  in  the  hope  of  being  benefited  ; 
but  died  at  Marseilles  a  short  time  after  he  landed,  January  2d,  1830. 

Mr.  Carter  was  an  able  editor,  an  upright  man,  and  an  accomplished 
scholar,  and  waa  a  writer  of  very  pleasing  poetry  as  well  as  prose. 
18 
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His  longest  poetical  piece  is  entitled  the  ''Pains  of  Imagination," 
and  was  delivered  at  Dartmoutli  College. 


HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 

I 
In  hjmns  of  praise,  eternal  Qod  I  j 

When  thy  creating  hand 
Stretched  the  bine  arch  of  heaven  abroad,  I 

And  meted  sea  and  land, 

The  morning  stars  together  snng,  ' 

And  shonts  of  joj  from  angels  rung. 

Than  Earth's  prime  hour,  more  joyous  far 

Was  the  eventful  mom 
When  the  bright  beam  of  Bethlehem's  star 
Announced  a  Saviour  bom  I 

Then  sweeter  strains  from  heaven  began — 
"Glory  to  God — good-will  to  man.'* 

Babe  of  the  manger  I  can  it  be  ? 

Art  thou  the  Son  of  God  f 
Shall  subject  nations  bow  the  knee, 

And  kings  obey  thy  nod  ? 

Shall  thrones  and  monarchs  prostrate  fall  I 

Before  the  tenant  of  a  stall  f  I 

I 
'Tis  He  I  the  hymning  seraphs  cry, 
While  hovering,  drawn  to  earth ; 
'Tis  he !  the  shepherd's  songs  reply, 
Hail  I  hail  Emmanuel's  birth  1 

The  rod  of  peace  those  hands  shall  bear, 
That  brow  a  crown  of  glory  wear  I 

'Tis  He  I  the  eastern  sages  sing,  ^ 

And  spread  their  golden  hoard ;  ' 

'Tis  He  !  the  hills  of  Sion  ring, 
Hosanna  to  the  Lord  I 
The  Prince  of  long  prophetic  years 
To-day  in  Bethlehem  appears  I 

He  comes  1  the  Conqueror's  march  begins. 

No  blood  his  banner  stains  ; 
He  comes  to  save  the  world  from  sins, 
And  break  the  captive's  chains ! 
The  poor,  the  sick  and  blind  shall  bless 
The  Prince  of  Peace  and  Righteousness. 

Though  now  in  swaddling-clothes  he  lies, 

All  hearts  his  power  shall  own,  ' 

When  he,  with  legions  of  the  skies,  I 

Tlie  clouds  of  heaven  his  throne,  I 

Shall  come  to  judge  the  quick  and  dead, 

And  strike  a  trembling  world  with  dread 
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WILLUM  TUDOR,  1779—1830. 

Thb  family  of  Tudor  is  of  Welsh  origin.  John,  the  first  of  the  name 
in  America,  came  to  Boston  early  the  last  century.  His  son  William, 
having  graduated  at  Harvard  College  in  1769,  commenced  the  prac- 
tice of  law  in  Boston,  and  married  Delia  Jarvis,  a  lady  of  refinement 
and  of  taste  congenial  with  his  own.  Their  son,  William,  the  subject 
of  this  biographical  sketch,  was  bom  in  Boston  on  the  28th  of  January, 
1779,  was  educated  at  Phillip^s  Academy  in  Andover,  and  graduated 
at  Harvard  College  in  1796.  Being  destined  for  commercial  life,  he 
entered  the  counting-room  of  John  Codman,  one  of  the  most  eminent 
and  successful  merchants  of  Boston,  and  early  established  a  character 
of  the  highest  integrity  and  enterprise,  united  to  a  love  of  letters, 
which,  amid  all  the  turmoil  of  business,  he  ever  continued  to  cherish. 
When  he  was  twenty-one,  he  was  sent  by  Mr.  Codman  to  Paris,  as  his 
confidential  agent  in  a  matter  of  great  business  interest.  After  being 
abroad  nearly  a  year,  he  returned  home,  and  soon  after  went  to 
Leghorn,  on  commercial  business.  He  visited,  at  this  time,  France, 
Oermany,  and  England,  and  returned  to  America  with  his  love  of  letters 
confirmed.  A  few  of  his  friends  and  associates  had  for  some  tin^  con- 
templated the  foijnation  of  a  literary  club ;  he  entered  warmly  into 
their  views,  and  soon  the  Anthology  Society  was  formed,  of  which  he 
was  one  of  the  most  efficient,  as  well  as  earliest,  members.' 

*  The  Monthly  Anthology  waa  begnn  by  Mr.  Phineas  Adams,  a  graduate 
of  Harvard,  and  then  a  schoolmaster  in  Boston.  The  first  number,  under 
the  title  of  "The  Monthly  Anthology  and  Boston  Review,  edited  by  Sylvanus 
Per-se,*'  was  published  in  Boston  by  E.  Lincoln,  in  November,  1803.  At  the 
end  of  six  months,  he  gave  it  up  to  the  Rev.  William  Emerson,*  who  induced 
two  or  three  gentlemen  to  join  with  him  in  the  care  of  the  work,  and  thus 
laid  the  foundation  of  the  Anthology  Club.  The  Club  wasregularly  organized 
and  governed  by  rules ;  the  number  of  resident  members  varied  from  eight 
to  sixteen.  It  was  one  of  its  rules  that  every  member  should  write  for  the 
work,  and  nothing  was  published  without  the  consent  of  the  Society.  The 
Club  met  once  a  week  in  the  evening,  and  after  deeiding  on  the  manuscripts 
that  were  offered,  partook  of  a  plain  supper,  and  enjoyed  the  full  pleasure  of 
a  literary  chat.  The  following  were  the  members  of  the  Club,  some  for  a 
Aort  time  only,  others  during  the  greater  part  of  its  existence :  Rev.  Dra. 
Qardiner,  Eirkland,  and  McKean,  Professor  Willard,  Rev.  Messrs.  Emerson, 
Bnekminster,  S.  C.  Thatcher,  and  Tuckerman ;  Drs.  Jackson,  Warren,  Gbr^ 

*  Mr.  Bmerson  was  putor  of  the  "First  Church'*  in  Boston,  from  1799  to  1811.  It 
vaa  OB  bU  motion,  in  the  Anthology  Clob,  Mconded  by  Wm.  Smith  Shaw,  that  the 
vote  to  Mtabliflh  a  Ubrarv  of  periodical  publications  was  adopted  ;  and  this  constituted 
the  fLnt  step  towards  the  establishment  of  the  Boston  Athenseam,  whose  library  is 
BOW  one  of  the  best,  and  perhaps,  noxt  to  Harvard  College  library,  the  best  in  the 
country.  While  this  noble  institation  endures,  it  will  perpetuate  the  memory  of  the 
•*  Anthology  Club." 
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In  the  year  1805,  Frederick  Tudor,  the  brother  of  William,  formed  the 
plan  of  establishing  a  new  branch  of  commerce,  hy  the  transportation 
of  ice  to  the  tropical  climates»  The  plan  was,  of  coarse,  ridiculed  by 
a  large  portion  of  the  community,  but  he  i)er8evered.  William  waf 
sent  as  his  agent  to  the  West  Indies,  and  though  many  obstacles,  as 
might  be  expected,  were  encountered,  yet  the  perseverance  of  Frederick 
finally  triumphed  over  all.  He  established  the  traffic,  acquired  in  it 
great  affluence  himself,  and  created  for  his  country  an  important  branch 
of  commerce,  of  which  he  was  unquestionably  the  author  and  founder. 

On  his  return  from  the  West  Indies,  William  Tudor  rejoined  the 
Anthology  Club,  was  chosen  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  legisla- 
ture for  the  town  of  Boston,  and,  at  the  request  of  its  authorities, 
delivered  an  oration  on  the  4th  of  July,  1809.  In  1810,  he  again  went 
to  Europe,  in  the  employ  of  Stephen  Higginson,  Jr.,  an  eminent  Boston 
merchant,  upon  commercial  business  ;  but  returned,  the  next  year,  to 
devote  his  thoughts  to  pursuits  more  kindred  to  his  genius.  Indeed, 
general  literature  and  the  political  relations  of  his  country  now  became 
the  exclusive  objects  of  his  attention ;  and  to  open  a  field  for  their 
successful  pursuit  he  formed,  in  1814,  the  design  of  establishing  the 
**  North  American  Review,''  which  still  continues  a  noble  monument 
of  his  industry,  intellectual  power,  and  varied  learning.  In  May, 
1815,  it  first  made  its  appearance.'  Mr.  Tudor  took  upon  himself^ 
avowedly,  the  character  of  editor,  and  sustained  the  work  with  little 
external  aid.  Of  the  first  four  volumes,  three-fourths  are  known  to 
be  wholly  from  his  pen. 

In  1819,  Mr.  Tudor  published  ^*  Letters  on  the  Eastern  States  ;"  in 
1821,  a  volume  of  "Miscellanies;"  and  in  1823,  the  "Life  of  James 
Otis,"  a  most  instructive  and  interesting  piece  of  biography,  which 
may  indeed  be  regarded  as  a  history  of  the  times.  In  the  same  year, 
he  conceived  the  design  of  purchasing  the  summit  of  Bunker  Hill, 
and  erecting  thereon  a  monument  commemorative  of  the  battle.     Not 

ham,  and  Bigelow;  Messrs.  W.  S.  Shaw,  Wm.  Tudor,  P.  Thatcher,  A.  M. 
Walter,  E.  J.  Dana,  W.  Wells,  R.  H.  Gardiner,  B.  Welles,  J,  Savage,  J. 
Field,  Winthrop  Sargent,  J.  Stiokney,  Alex.  H.  Everett,  J.  Head,  Jr.,  and 
George  Ticknor. 

This  work  undoubtedly  rendered  great  service  to  our  literature,  and  aided 
in  the  difi'usion  of  good  taste  in  the  community.  It  was  one  of  Uie  first 
efforts  of  regular  criticism  on  American  books,  and  it  suffered  few  prodactioBi 
of  the  day  to  escape  its  notice.  The  writers,  of  course,  received  no  pay  ;  they 
worked  in  this  field  for  the  love  of  it.  The  profits  of  the  Review  did  not  p^y 
for  their  suppers. 

'  It  was  first  issued  every  two  months,  and  continued  thus  till  December, 
1818,  when  it  was  changed  to  a  quarterly  publication.  At  the  oIom  of  the 
ninth  volume,  Sept.  1819,  the  editorship  parsed  into  other  hands,  and  with 
No.  XXVI.  for  January,  1820,  called  the  first  of  the  new  series,  the  10th 
vol.  begins. 
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hayiDg  the  means  himself,  he  oommunicated  his  yiews  to  some  wealthj 
friends,  and  the  result  was  the  organization  of  the  "  Bunker  Hill  Monu- 
ment Association." 

In  1823,  he  was  appointed  Consul  at  Lima  and  the  ports  of  Peru,  the 
duties  of  whioh  offioe  he  discharged  with  singular  ability.  There  he 
remained  till,  in  1827,  he  received  the  appointment  of  Charge  d'Afiaires 
of  the  United  States  at  Rio  Janeiro^  His  health,  however,  did  not 
allow  him  to  repair  to  his  new  station  till  1828.  Here  he  negotiated 
with  the  government  a  most  satisfactory  arrangement  of  indemnity 
for  spoliations  on  American  commerce ;  so  satisfactory  that  it  received 
the  unanimous  concurrence  of  the  United  States  Senate.  This  was 
his  last  public  act.  He  died  at  Rio  Janeiro  on  the  9th  of  March,  1830, 
of  a  fever  incident  to  the  climate. 

In  William  Tudor,  the  qualities  of  the  gentleman  and  the  man  of 
business,  of  the  scholar  and  the  man  of  the  world,  were  so  manifestly 
and  so  happily  blended,  that  both  in  public  conduct  and  private  inter- 
course his  character  commanded  universal  respect  and  confidence.  And 
when  we  look  at  the  part  he  took  in  sustaining  the  **  Monthly  Antho- 
logy," at  a  time  when  we  hardly  had  any  literature  of  our  own ;  and 
subsequently  as  the  founder  of  the  '*  North  American  Review,"  and 
the  chief  writer  of  its  earlier  volun^s,  ve  must  say  that  to  no  one  is 
the  cause  of  American  literature  more  deeply  indebted.' 


INFLUENCE  OF  FEMALES  ON  SOCIETY. 

From  an  accurate  account  of  the  condition  of  women  in  any 
country,  it  would*  not  be  diflficult  to  infer  the  whole  state  of 
society.  So  great  is  the  inflaence  they  exercise  on  the  cha- 
racter of  men,  that  the  latter  will  be  elevated  or  degraded  ac- 
cording to  the  situation  of  the  weaker  sex.  Where  women  are 
slaves,  as  in  Turkey,  the  men  will  be  the  same:  where  they 
are  treated  as  moral  beings,  where  their  minds  are  cultivated, 
and  they  are  considered  equals,  the  state  of  society  must  be 
high,  and  the  character  of  the  men  energetic  and  noble.  There 
is  so  much  qnickness  of  comprehension,  so  much  susceptibility 
of  pure  and  generous  emotion,  so  much  ardor  of  affection  in 
women,  that  they  constantly  stimulate  men  to  exertion,  and 
have  at  the  same  time  a  most  powerful  agency  in  soothing  the 

*  Btad  an  tzoeUent  notice  of  him  in  **  Quincy's  History  of  the  Boston 
Athennam,"  to  whioh  I  am  indebted  for  much  of  the  above  notice. 

18* 
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angrj  feelings,  and  in  mitigating  the  harsh  and  narrow  pro- 
pensities, which  are  generated  in  the  strife  of  the  passions. 

The  advantages  of  giving  a  superior  education  to  women 
are  not  confined  to  themselves,  but  have  a  salutary  influence 
on  our  sex.  The  fear  that  increased  instruction  will  render 
them  incompetent  or  neglectful  in  domestic  life,  is  absurd  in 
theory,  and  completely  destroyed  by  facts.  Women,  as  well 
as  men,  when  once  established  in  life,  know  that  there  is  an 
end  of  trifling;  its  solicitudes  and  duties  multiply  upon  them 
equally  fast;  the  former  are  apt  to  feel  them  much  more  keenly, 
and  too  frequently  abandon  all  previous  acquirements  to  de- 
vote themselves  wholly  to  these.  But  if  the  one  sex  have  cul- 
tivated and  refined  minds,  the  other  must  meet  them  from 
shame,  if  not  from  sympathy.  If  a  man  finds  that  his  wife  Is 
not  a  mere  nurse  or  a  housekeeper;  that  she  can,  when  the 
occupations  of  the  day  are  over,  enliven  a  winter's  evening; 
that  she  can  converse  on  the  usual  topics  of  literature,  and 
enjoy  the  pleasures  of  superior  conversation,  or  the  reading  of 
a  valuable  book,  he  must  have  a  perverted  taste,  indeed,  if  it 
does  not  make  home  still  dearer,  and  prevent  him  from  resort- 
ing to  taverns  for  recreation.  The  benefits  to  her  children 
need  not  be  mentioned;  instruction  and  cultivated  taste  in  a 
mother  enhance  their  respect  and  afi'ection  for  her  and  their 
love  of  home,  and  throw  a  charm  over  the  whole  scene  of  do- 
mestic life. 


OHABAOTER  OF  JAMES  OTIS. 

James  Otis  was  one  of  the  most  able  and  high-minded  men 
that  this  country  has  produced.  He  was,  in  truth,  one  of  the 
master  spirits  who  began  and  conducted  an  opposition  which 
at  first  was  only  designed  to  counteract  and  defeat  an  arbitrary 
administration,  but  which  ended  in  a  revolution,  emancipated 
a  continent,  and  established,  by  the  example  of  its  eflects,  a 
lasting  influence  on  all  the  governments  of  the  civilized  world. 
He  espoused  the  cause  of  his  country  not  merely  becauFe  it 
was  popular,  but  because  he  saw  that  its  prosperity,  freedom, 
and  honor  would  be  all  diminished,  if  the  usurpation  of  the 
British  parliament  was  successful.  His  enemies  constantly 
represented  him  as  a  demagogue,  yet  no  man  was  less  so ;  his 
character  was  too  liberal,  proud,  and  honest  to  play  that  part 
He  led  public  opinion  by  the  energy  which  conscious  strength, 
ejevated  views,  and  quick  feelings  in8])ire,  and  was  followed 
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with  that  deference  and  reliance  which  great  talents  instinct- 
ively command.  These  were  the  qualifications  that  made  him 
for  many  years  the  oracle  and  gnide  of  the  patriotic  party.  It 
was  not  by  sapple  and  obscure  intrigues,  by  unworthy  flatteries 
and  compliances,  by  a  degrading  adoption  of  plebeian  dress, 
manners,  or  language,  that  he  obtained  the  suffrages  of  the 
people,^  but  by  their  opinion  of  his  uprightness,  their  knowledge 
of  his  disinterestedness,  and  their  conviction  of  his  ability. 
He  vindicated  the  rights  of  his  countrymen,  not  in  the  spirit 
of  a  factions  tribune,  aiming  to  subvert  established  authority, 
but  as  a  Roman  senator,  who  became  the  voluntary  advocate 
of  an  injured  province.  He  valued  his  own  standing  and  that 
of  his  family  in  society,  and  did  not  wish  a  change  or  a  revo- 
lution. He  acknowledged  a  common  interest  with  his  coun- 
trymen, and  sacrificed  in  their  support  all  his  hopes  of  personal 
aggrandizement.  Had  he  taken  part  with  the  administration, 
he  might  have  commanded  every  favor  In  their  power  to  bestow ; 
in  sustaining  that  of  his  native  land,  he  well  knew  that  his  only 
reward  would  be  the  good-will  of  its  inhabitants,  and  the  sweet 
consciousness  of  performing  his  duty ;  and  that  he  must  be 
satisfied  with  the  common  lot  of  great  patriotism  in  all  ages — 
present  poverty  and  future  fame. 

In  fine,  he  was  a  man  of  powerful  genius  and  ardent  temper, 
with  wit  and  humor  that  never  failed :  as  an  orator,  he  was 
bold,  argumentative,  impetuous,  and  commanding,  with  an  elo- 
quence that  made  his  own  excitement  irresistibly  contagious ; 
as  a  lawyer,  his  knowledge  and  ability  placed  him  at  the  head 
of  his  profession ;  as  a  scholar,  he  was  rich  in  acquisition  and 
governed  by  a  cltfssic  taste;  as  a  statesman  and  civilian,  he  was 
sound  and  just  in  his  views ;  as  a  patriot,  he  resisted  all  allure- 
ments that  might  weaken  the  cause  of  that  country  to  which 
he  devoted  his  life,  and  for  which  he  sacrificed  it.  The  future 
historian  of  the  United  States,  in  considering  the  foundations 
of  American  independence,  will  find  that  one  of  the  corner- 
stones must  be  inscribed  with  the  name  of  James  Otis. 

'  He  had  a  great  contempt  for  thoie  shallow,  obtmsiTe,  noisj  agents  who 
are  the  appropriate  eril  of  popular  governments,  as  the  arrogant,  servile, 
profligate  minion  is  of  monarchies.  Going  one  evening  to  attend  a  meeting 
for  some  political  purpose,  and  seeing  that  some  ordinary  demagogues  were 
the  most  prominent  persons,  he  exclaimed  to  those  who  accompanied  him  : 
"Zounds!  what  have  we  here?  the  world  butt-end  foremost.'* 
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GAUSS  OF  THE  AMERICAN  REVOLUTION. 

The  following  authentic  anecdote  on  the  origin  of  American 
taxation  may  be  gratifying  to  persons  who  are  fond  of  tracing 
the  current  of  events  up  to  their  primiti?e  sources,  and  who 
know  how  often  changes  in  human  affairs  are  first  put  in  motion 
by  very  trifling  causes.  When  President  Adams  was  Minister 
at  the  Court  of  St.  James,  he  often  saw  his  countiyman,  Ben- 
jamin West,  the  late  President  of  the  Royal  Academy.  Mr. 
West  always  retained  a  strong  and  unyielding  affection  for  his 
native  land,  which,  to  borrow  a  term  of  his  own  art,  was  in  fine 
keeping  with  his  elevated  genius.  The  patronage  of  the  king 
was  nobly  bestowed  upon  him,  and  it  forms  a  fine  trait  in  the 
character  of  both,  that  when  a  malicious  courtier  endeavored 
to  embarrass  him,  by  asking  his  opinion  on  the  news  of  some 
disastrous  event  to  America,  in  the  presence  of  the  king,  be 
replied  that  he  never  could  rejoice  in  any  misfortune  to  his  na- 
tive country;  for  which  answer  the  king  immediately  gave  him 
his  protecting  approbation.  Mr.  West  one  day  asked  Mr. 
Adams  if  he  should  like  to  take  a  walk  with  him,  and  see  the 
cause  of  the  A  merican  Revolution.  The  minister,  having  known 
something  of  this  matter,  smiled  at  the  proposal,  but  told  him 
that  he  should  be  glad  to  see  the  cause  of  that  revolution,  and 
to  take  a  walk  with  his  friend  West  anywhere.  The  next  morn- 
ing he  called,  according  to  agreement,  and  took  Mr.  Adams 
into  Hyde  Park  to  a  spot  near  the  Serpentine  River,  where  he 
gave  him  the  following  narrative:  "The  king  came  to  the  throne 
a  young  man,  surrounded  by  flattering  courtiers,  one  of  whose 
frequent  topics  it  was  to  declaim  against  the  meanness  of  his 
palace,  which  was  wholly  unworthy  a  monarch  of  such  a  conn- 
try  as  England.  They  said  that  there  was  not  a  sovereign  in 
Europe  who  was  lodged  so  poorly;  that  his  sorry,^ingy,  old 
brick  palace  of  St.  James  looked  like  a  stable,  and  Uiat  he 
ought  to  build  a  palace  suited  to  his  kingdom.  The  king  was 
fond  of  architecture,  and  would  therefore  more  readily  listen 
to  suggestions  which  were,  in  fact,  all  true.  This  spot  that  you 
see  here  was  selected  for  the  site,  between  this  and  this  point, 
which  were  marked  out.  The  king  applied  to  his  ministers  on 
the  subject;  they  inquired  what  sum  would  be  wanted  by  his 
majesty,  who  said  that  he  would  begin  with  a  million ;  they 
stated  the  expenses  of  the  war,  and  the  poverty  of  the  treasury, 
but  that  his  majesty's  wishes  should  be  taken  into  full  eonsider- 
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ation.  Some  time  afterwards,  the  king  was  informed  that  the 
wants  of  the  treasury  were  too  urgent  to  admit  of  a  supply 
from  their  present  means,  but  that  a  revenue  might  be  raised 
in  America  to  supply  all  the  king's  wishes.  This  suggestion 
was  followed  up,  and  the  king  was  in  this  way  first  led  to  con- 
sider, and  then  to  consent  to  the  scheme  for  taxing  the  colonies." 


ROBERT  C.  SANDS,  1799—1832, 

BoBEBT  C.  Sands  was  born  in  the  city  of  New  York,  May  11th,  1799. 
He  entered  the  Sophomore  class  in  Columbia  College  in  1812,  and  was 
graduated,  with  a  high  reputation  for  scholarship,  in  1815.  He  soon 
after  began  the  study  of  law  in  the  office  of  David  B.  Ogden,  entering 
upon  his  new  course  of  study  with  great  ardor,  and  pursuing  it  with 
steady  zeal.  He  had  formed  in  college  a  very  intimate  friendship  with 
James  Eastbum,  afterwards  a  clergyman  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal 
Church;  and  in  1817  he  commenced,  in  conjunction  with  his  clerical 
friend,  a  romantic  x>oem,  founded  on  the  history  of  Philip,  the  cele- 
brated Sachem  of  the  Pequods.  But  Mr.  Eastbum's  health  began  to 
fail  early  in  1819,  and  he  died  in  December  of  that  year,  before  the 
work  was  completed.  It  was  therefore  revised,  arranged,  and  com- 
pleted, with  many  additions,  by  Sands,  who  introduced  it  with  a 
touching  proem,  in  which  the  surviving  poet  mourned,  in  noble  and 
touching  strains,  the  accomplished  friend  of  his  youth.  The  poem 
was  published  under  the  title  of  "  Yamoyden,"  at  New  York,  in  1820, 
was  received  with  high  commendation,  and  gave  Mr.  Sands  great 
literary  reputation  throughout  the  United  States. 

In  1820,  Mr.  Sands  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  opened  an  office  in 
thjB  city  of  New  York ;  but  his  ardent  love  of  general  literature  gradually 
weaned  him  from  his  profession.  In  1822  and  1823,  he  wrote  many 
articles  for  the  "  Literary  Review,"  a  monthly  periodical,  and  in  1824  the 
"  Atlantic  Magazine"  was  established,  and  placed  under  his  charge.  He 
gave  it  up  in  six  months  ;  but  when  it  became  changed  to  the  "  New 
York  Review,"  he  was  engaged  as  an  editor,  and  assisted  in  conducting 
it  till  1827.  He  had  now  become  an  author  by  profession,  and  looked 
to  his  pen  for  support,  as  he  had  before  for  fame  or  for  amusement. 
When,  therefore,  an  offer  of  a  liberal  salary  was  made  him  as  an 
assistant  editor  of  the  *'  New  York  Commercial  Advertiser,"  he  accepted 
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it,  and  continued  Yds  connection  with  that  journal  until  his  death, 
which  took  plac-e  on  the  17th  of  December,  1832;  in  the  mean  time 
editing  and  writing  a  number  of  misoellaneons  works,  which  had  an 
ephemeral  reputation,  but  are  now  little  known  and  less  read.  Yet 
many  of  them  had  decided  merit,  and  it  is  our  pleasure  to  set  a  few 
of  the  choicest  before  our  readers. 


FROM  THE  PROEM  TO  TAMOTDEN. 

Go  fortb,  sad  fragments  of  a  broken  strain. 
The  last  that  either  bard  shall  e*er  essay : 
The  hand  can  ne'er  attempt  the  chords  again 
That  first  awoke  them  in  a  happier  day : 
Where  sweeps  the  ocean  breeze  its  desert  way, 
His  requiem  murmurs  o'er  the  moaning  wave ; 
And  he  who  feebly  now  prolongs  the  lay 
Shall  ne'er  the  minstrel's  hallowed  honors  crave ; 
His  harp  lies  buried  deep  in  that  untimely  grave  I 

Friend  of  my  youth  I  with  thee  began  the  love 
Of  sacred  song ;  the  wont,  in  golden  dreams, 
'Mid  classic  realms  of  splendors  past  to  rove, 
O'er  haunted  steep,  and  by  immortal  streams  ; 
Where  the  blue  wave,  with  sparkling  bosom,  gleams 
Round  shores,  the  mind's  eternal  heritage. 
Forever  lit  by  memory's  twilight  beams ; 
Where  the  proud  dead,  that  live  in  storied  page, 
Beckon,  with  awful  port,  to  glory's  earlier  age. 

There  would  we  linger  oft,  entranced,  to  hear. 
O'er  battle-fields,  the  epic  thunders  roll ; 
Or  list,  where  tragic  wail  upon  the  ear. 
Through  Argive  palaces  shrill  echoing  stole ; 
There  would  we  mark,  uncurbed  by  all  control, 
In  central  heaven,  the  Theban  eagle's  flight ; 
Or  hold  communion  with  the  musing  soul 
Of  sage  or  bard,  who  sought,  'mid  pagan  night, 
In  loved  Athenian  groves,  for  truth's  eternal  light. 


Friend  of  my  youth  I  with  thee  began  my  song, 
And  o'er  thy  bier  its  latest  accents  die ; 
Misled  in  phantom-peopled  realms  too  long — 
Though  not  to  me  the  muse  averse  deny. 
Sometimes,  perhaps,  her  visions  to  descry — 
Such  thriftless  pastime  should  with  youth  be  o'er ; 
And  he  who  loved  with  thee  his  notes  to  try, 
But  for  thy  sake  such  idlesse  would  deplore — 
And  swears  to  meditate  the  thankless  muse  no  more. 
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EVENING. 

The  san  is  sinking  from  the  aky 
fh  calm  and  clondless  majesty ; 
And  cooler  hours,  with  gentle  sway, 
Succeed  the  fiery  heat  of  day. 
Porest  and  shore  and  rippling  tide 
Confess  the  evening's  influence  wide, 
Seen  lovelier  in  that  fading  light 
That  heralds  the  approaching  night — 
That  magic  coloring  naiure  throws, 
To  deck  her  heautifnl  repose — 
When  floating  on  the  breeze  of  even, 
Long  clouds  of  purple  streak  the  heaven, 
With  brighter  tints  of  glory  blending, 
And  darker  hues  of  night  descending, 
While  hastening  to  its  shady  rest 
i'ach  weary  songster  seeks  its  nest, 
Chanting  a  last,  a  farewell  lay. 
As  gloomier  falls  the  parting  day. 

But  lo  I  with  orb  serene  on  high, 

The  round  moon  climbs  the  eastern  sky ; 

The  stars  all  quench  their  feebler  rays 

Before  her  universal  blaze. 

Round  moon  I  how  sweetly  dost  thou  smile, 

Above  that  green  reposing  isle — ' 

Soft  cradled  in  the  illumined  bay, 

Where  from  its  banks  the  shadows  seem 

Melting  in  filmy  light  away. 

Far  does  thy  tempered  lustre  stream, 

Checkering  the  tufted  groves  on  high. 

While  glens  in  gloom  beneath  them  lie.^ 

Oft  sheeted  with  the  ghostly  beam. 

Mid  the  thick  forest's  mass  of  shade, 

The  shingled  roof  is  gleaming  white, 

Where  labor,  in  the  cultured  glade. 

Has  all  the  wild  a  garden  made. 

And  there  with  silvery  tassels  bright 

The  serried  maize  is  waving  slow. 

While  fitful  shadows  co^e  and  go. 

Swift  o'er  its  undulating  seas, 

As  gently  breathes  the  evening  breeze. 

^  The  island  of  Rhode  Island,  in  NarragaDset  Bay. 
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THE  DEAD  OF  1832. 

Oh  Time  and  Death!  with  certain  pace, 

Though  still  unequal,  hurrying  on, 
Overturning,  in  your  awful  race, 

The  cot,  the  palace,  and  the  throne  t 

Not  always  In  the  storm  of  war, 

Nor  by  the  pestilence  that  sweeps 
From  the  plague-smitten  realms  afar, 

Beyond  the  old  and  solemn  deeps  : 

In  crowds  the  good  and  mighty  go. 
And  to  those  vast  dim  chambers  hie, 

Where,  mingled  with  the  high  and  low, 
Dead  Ciesars  and  dead  Shakspeares  lie. 

Dread  Ministers  of  God !  sometimes 

Ye  smite  at  once,  to  do  His  will. 
In  all  earth's  ooean-sever'd  climes. 

Those — whose  renown  ye  cannot  kill! 

When  all  the  brightest  stars  that  bum 
At  once  are  banished  from  their  spheres. 

Men  sadly  ask,  when  shall  return 
Such  lustre  to  the  coming  years  f 

For  where  is  he' — who  lived  so  long — 
Who  raised  the  modem  Titan's  ghost. 

And  showed  his  fate,  in  powerful  song, 
Whose  soul  for  learning's  sake  was  lost  ? 

Where  he — who  backwards  to  the  birth 

Of  Time  itself,  adventurous  trod. 
And  in  the  mingled  mass  of  earth 

Found  out  the  handiwork  of  God  ?' 

Where  he — who  in  the  mortal  head,' 
Ordained  to  gaze  on  heaven,  could  trace 

The  soul's  vast  features,  that  shall  tread 
The  stars,  when  earth  is  nothingness  f 

Where  he — who  struck  old  Albyn's  lyre,* 
Till  round  the  world  its  echoes  roll, 

And  swept,  with  ^1  a  prophet's  fire. 
The  diapason  of  the  soul  f 

Where  he — who  read  the  mystic  lore,* 
Buried,  where  buried  Pharaohs  sleep ; 

And  dared  presumptuous  to  explore 
Secrets  four  thousand  years  could  keep  f 

Goethe  and  his  Faust.  '  Cavier.  *  Sponheim. 

Scott.  •  Champollion. 
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Wliere  he— who  with  a  poet's  eye* 

Of  tmth,  on  lowlj  nature  gazed. 
And  made  even  sordid  Poverty 

Classic,  when  in  his  nnmbers  glazed  f 

Where — that  old  sage  so  hale  and  staid,' 
The  '*  greatest  good"  who  songht  to  find ; 

Who  in  his  garden  mused,  and  made 
All  forms  of  rule,  for  all  mankind  f 

And  thou — whom  millions  far  removed* 
Revered — ^the  hierarch  meek  and  wise, 

Thj  ashes  sleep,  adored,  beloved. 
Near  where  thy  Wesley's  coffin  lies. 

He  too — the  heir  of  glory — where 

Hath  great  Napoleon's  scion  fled  ? 
Ah  t  glory  goes  not  to  an  heir ! 

Take  him,  ye  noble,  vulgar  dead ! 

But  hark !  a  nation  sighs  !  for  he,^ 

Last  of  the  brave,  who  perilled  all 
To  make  an  infant  empire  free, 

Obeys  the  inevitable  call  I 

They  go— and  with  them  is  a  crowd. 
For  human  rights  who  thought  and  did. 

We  rear  to  them  no  temples  proud, 
Each  hath  his  mental  pyramid. 

All  earth  is  now  their  sepulchre. 

The  MUfD,  their  monument  sublime  ; 
Young  in  eternal  fame  they  are — 

Such  are  toub  triumphs,  Death  and  Time. 


GOOD-NIOHT. 

Good-night  to  all  the  world !  there's  none. 
Beneath  the  "  over-going  sun," 
To  whom  I  feel  or  hate  or  spite. 
And  so  to  all  a  fair  good-night. 

Would  I  could  say  good-night  to  pain, 
Qood-night  to  conscience  and  her  train. 
To  cheerless  poverty,  and  shame 
That  I  am  yet  unknown  to  fame ! 

Would  I  could  say  good-night  to  dreams 
That  haunt  me  with  delusive  gleams. 
That  through  the  sable  future's  veil 
Like  meteors  glimmer,  but  to  fail ! 


*■  Crabbe.  '  Jeremy  Bentham. 

'  Adam  Clarke.  '  Charles  Carroll. 
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Would  I  oonld  b»j  a  long  good^night 
To  halting  between  wrong  and  right. 
And,  like  a  giant  with  new  force. 
Awake  prepared  to  run  my  course  I 

But  time  o*er  good  and  ill  sweepe  on, 
And  when  few  years  hare  come  and  gone, 
The  past  will  be  to  me  as  naught, 
Whether  remembered  or  forgot. 

Tet  let  me  hope  one  faithful  friend 
O'er  my  last  conch  shall  tearful  bend  ; 
And,  though  no  day  for  me  was  bright, 
Shall  bid  me  then  a  long  good-night. 


PHILIP  FRENEAU,  1752—1832. 

Philip  Fbbkbau  was  a  celebrated  poet  in  the  period  of  the  American 
Revolution,  for  most  of  his  pieces  were  written  between  the  years  1768 
and  1793.  He  was  of  French  extraction,  his  grandfather,  a  Huguenot, 
having  come  to  this  country,  soon  after  the  Revocation  of  the  Edict  of 
Nantz,  1598.  He  was  bom  in  New  York  in  the  year  1752,  and  after  the 
usual  preparatory  studies,  in  which  he  distinguished  himself^  he  en- 
tered Princeton  College,  New  Jersey,  and  graduated  there  in  1771,  at 
the  age  of  nineteen.  Before  leaving  college,  he  had  not  only  written 
many  fugitive  pieces,  but  had  planned  an  epic  poem  on  the  life  and 
discoveries  of  Columbus,  which,  however,  was  never  executed,  though 
we  doubtless  have,  in  some  of  his  detached  pieces,  portions  which  he 
intended  to  interweave  Into  the  body  of  the  work.  After  leaving  col- 
lege, he  went  to  Philadelphia,  and  spent  his  time  chiefly  in  writing 
upon  public  political  characters  and  events,  taking  strong  ground  for 
the  Republican  side,  and  holding  the  ''Tories,''  as  the  favorers  of  Great 
Britain  were  called,  up  to  ridicule  and  contempt.  He  enjoyed  the 
friendship  of  some  of  the  first  men  of  the  day— of  Adams,  Franldin, 
Jefferson,  Madison,  Francis  Hopkineon,  and  others  ;  and  Mr.  Jefferson, 
on  coming  to  the  Presidency,  gave  him  a  place  in  the  Department 
of  State.  He  soon,  however,  resigned  his  post,  not  finding  its  duties 
agreeable  to  him,  and  removed  to  Philadelphia,  to  conduct  a  paper 
entitled  the  *'  Freeman's  Journal."  Finding  this  unprofitable,  he  took 
the  command  of  a  merchant  ship,  in  1793,  and  made  several  voyages 
to  Madeira,  the  West  Indies,  and  other  places. 
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Of  his  sabsequent  history,  we  know  but  little.  The  latter  part  of 
his  life  he  lived  at  Mount  Pleasant,  and  then  at  Freehold,  in  New  Jer- 
sey, at  which  latter  place  he  died  on  the  18th  of  December,  1832. 


THE  DYING  INDIAN.* 

**  On  yonder  lake  I  spread  the  sail  no  more ! 
Vigor,  and  youth,  and  active  days  are  past ; 
Relentless  demons  urge  me  to  that  shore 
On  whose  black  forests  all  the  dead  are  cast ; 
Te  solemn  train,  prepare  the  funeral  song, 
For  I  must  go  to  shades  below, 
Where  all  is  strange,  and  all  is  new ; 
Companion  to  the  airy  throng ! 

What  solitary  streams, 

In  dull  and  dreary  dreams, 
All  melancholy,  must  I  rove  along ! 

To  what  strange  lands  must  Chequi  take  his  way ! 
Groves  of  the  dead  departed  mortals  trace ; 
No  deer  along  those  gloomy  forests  stray, 
No  huntsmen  there  take  pleasure  in  the  chase, 
But  all  are  empty,  unsubstantial  shades, 
That  ramble  through  those  visionary  glades  ; 
No  spongy  fruits  from  verdant  trees  dox>end, 

But  sickly  orchards  there 

Do  fruits  as  sickly  bear. 
And  apples  a  consumptive  visage  shew. 
And  withered  hangs  the  hurtleberry  blue. 

Ah  me  1  what  mischiefs  on  the  dead  attend ! 
Wandering  a  stranger  to  the  shores  below, 
Where  shall  I  brook  or  real  fountain  find  f 
Lazy  and  sad  deluding  waters  flow : 
Such  is  the  picture  in  my  boding  mind ! 

Fine  tales,  indeed,  they  tell 

Of  shades  and  purling  rills,' 

Where  our  dead  fathers  dwell 

Beyond  the  western  hills  ; 
But  when  did  ghost  return  his  state  to  show, 
Or  who  can  promise  half  the  tale  is  true  ? 

I,  too,  must  be  a  fleeting  ghost!  no  more; 
None,  none  but  shadows  to  those  mansions  go ; 
I  leave  my  woods,  I  leave  the  Huron  shore. 

For  emptier  groves  below  1 

Te  charming  solitudes, 

Te  tall  ascending  woods, 

*  Tomo-Chequi. 
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Ye  glassj  lakes  and  prattling  streams, 
Whose  aspect  still  was  sweet, 
Whether  the  sun  did  greet, 
Or  the  pale  moon  embraced  jon  with  her  beams — 
Adieu  to  all! 
To  all  that  charmed  me  where  I  strayed, 
The  winding  stream,  the  dark  sequestered  shade : 
Adieu  all  triumphs  here  1 
Adieu,  the  mountain's  lofty  swell. 
Adieu,  thou  little  verdant  hill, 
And  seas,  and  stars,  and  skies — farewell, 
For  some  remoter  sphere  I 

Perplexed  with  doubts,  and  tortured  with  despair. 
Why  so  dejected  at  this  hopeless  sleep? 
Nature  at  last  these  ruins  may  repair. 
When  fate's  long  dream  is  o'er,  and  she  forgets  to  weep ; 
Some  real  world  once  more  may  be  assigned, 
Some  new-bom  mansion  for  the  immortal  mind  t 
Farewell,  sweet  lake !  farewell,  surrounding  woods ! 
To  other  grores,  through  midnight  glooms,  I  stray, 
Beyond  the  mountains,  and  beyond  the  floods. 

Beyond  the  Huron  Bay  t 
Prepare  the  hollow  tomb,  and  place  me  low, 
My  trusty  bow  and  arrows  by  my  side. 
The  cheerful  bottle  and  the  yenison  store ; 
For  long  the  journey  is  that  I  must  go, 
Without  a  partner,  and  without  a  guide." 
He  spoke,  and  bid  the  attending  mourners  weep. 
Then  closed  his  eyes,  and  sunk  to  endless  sleep  t 


THE  WILD  HONBTSUCKLB. 

Fair  flower,  that  dost  so  comely  grow. 

Hid  in  this  silent,  dull  retreat, 
Untouch'd  thy  honey'd  blossoms  blow. 
Unseen  thy  little  branches  greet : 
No  roving  foot  shall  crush  thee  here, 
No  busy  hand  provoke  a  tear. 

By  Nature's  self  in  white  array'd, 

She  bade  thee  shun  the  vulgar  eye. 
And  planted  here  the  guardian  shade, 
And  sent  soft  waters  murmuring  by ; 
Thus  quietly  thy  summer  goes, 
Thy  days  declining  to  repose. 

Smit  with  those  charms,  that  must  decay, 
I  grieve  to  see  your  future  doom ; 

They  died — nor  were  those  flowers  mm  gay, 
The  flowers  that  did  in  Eden  bloom ; 
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Unpitying  frosts  and  Autumn's  power 
Shall  leave  no  yestige  of  this  flower. 

From  morning  suns  and  evening  dews 

At  first  iky  little  being  came : 
If  nothing  once,  you  noUiing  lose, 
For  when  you  die  you  are  the  same ; 
The  space  between  is  but  an  hour, 
The  frail  duration  of  a  flower. 


THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 

Though  clad  in  winter's  gloomy  dress  > 

All  Nature's  works  appear, 
Tet  other  prospects  rise  to  bless 

The  new  returning  year : 
The  active  sail  again  is  seen 

To  greet  our  western  shore ; 
Gay  plenty  smiles,  with  brow  serene, 

And  wars  distract  no  more. 

No  more  the  vales,  no  more  the  plains 

An  iron  harvest  yield ; 
Peace  guards  our  doors,  impels  our  swains 

To  till  the  grateful  field : 
From  distant  dimes,  no  longer  foes, 

(Thei^  years  of  misery  past,) 
Nations  arrive,  to  find  repose 

In  these  domains  at  last. 

And,  if  a  more  delightful  scene 

Attracts  the  mortal  eye. 
Where  clouds  nor  darkness  intervene. 

Behold,  aspiring  high, 
On  freedom's  soil  those  fabrics  plann'd, 

On  virtue's  basis  laid, 
That  make  secure  our  native  land, 

And  prove  our  toils  repaid. 

Ambitious  aims  and  pride  severe, 

Would  you  at  distance  keep. 
What  wanderer  would  not  tarry  here, 

Here  charm  his  cares  to  sleep  f 
O,  still  may  health  her  balmy  wings 

O'er  these  lair  fields  expand. 
While  commerce  from  all  climates  brings 

The  products  of  each  land. 

»  The  winter  of  1814-15. 
19* 
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Through  toiling  care  and  lengthened  views, 

That  share  alike  our  span, 
Qajt  smiling  hope  her  heaven  pursues, 

The  eternal  friend  of  man : 
The  darlmess  of  the  days  to  come 

iShe  brightens  with  her  raj, 
And  smiles  o'er  Nature's  gaping  tomb, 

When  sickening  to  decay  t 


THE  JUQ  OF  RUM. 

Within  these  earthen  walls  confln'd, 
The  ruin  lurks  of  human  kind ; 
More  mischie£9  here,  united,  dwell, 
And  more  diseases  haunt  this  cell 
Than  ever  plagu'd  the  Egyptian  flocks. 
Or  ever  curs'd  Pandora's  box. 

Here,  only  by  a  cork  controU'd, 
And  slender  walls  of  earthen  mould. 
In  all  their  pomp  of  death  reside 
Revenge,  that  ne'er  was  satisfied ; 
The  Tree,  that  bears  the  deadly  fruit 
Of  murder,  maiming,  and  dispute ; 
Assault,  that  innocence  assails, 
The  images  of  gloomy  jails, 
The  giddy  thought  on  mischief  bent, 
The  midnight  hour  in  folly  spent, 
All  these  within  this  Jug  appear. 
And  Jack,  the  hangman,  in  the  rear! 


N 


Thrice  happy  he,  who  early  taught 
By  Nature,  ne'er  this  poison  sought ; 
Who,  friendly  to  his  own  repose, 
Treads  under  foot  this  worst  of  foes — 
He,  with  the  purling  stream  content. 
The  beverage  quaffii  that  Nature  meant ; 
In  Reason's  scale  his  actions  weigh'd. 
His  spirits  want  no  foreign  aid — 
Not  swell'd  too  high,  or  sunk  too  low. 
Placid,  his  easy  moments  flow ; 
Long  life  is  his,  in  vigor  passed, 
Existence  welcome  to  the  last, 
Ji  spring,  that  never  yet  grew  stale — 
Such  virtue  lies  in— -Adam's  Alb  ! 
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JONATHAN  LAWRENCE,  1807—1837. 

This  joiing  poet,  of  great  promise,  was  bom  in  New  York  in  Novem- 
ber, 1807,  and  graduated  at  Columbia  College  in  1822.  He  entered 
the  profession  of  the  law,  and  the  highest  expectations  were  formed  of 
his  future  eminence,  when  he  was  suddenlj  removed  hy  death  on  the 
26th  of  April,  1837.  After  his  death,  his  brother  collected,  and  had 
printed  for  private  circulation,  his  various  writings,  consisting  of  prose 
essays  and  poetry,  which  are  distinguished  for  great  beauty  and 
purity  of  thought  and  style.  Among  them  is  the  encouraging  and 
spirited  direction,  in  all  the  trials  of  life,  to 


LOOK  ALOFT. 

In  the  tempest  of  life,  when  the  wave  and  the  gale 
Are  around  and  above,  if  thy  footing  should  fail. 
If  thine  eye  should  grow  dim,  and  thy  caution  depart, 
"  Look  aloft  r*  and  he  firm,  and  be  fearless  of  heart. 

If  the  friend  who  embraced  in  prosperity's  glow, 
With  a  smile  for  each  joy  and  a  tear  for  each  woe. 
Should  betray  thee  when  sorrows  like  clouds  are  array'd, 
'*  Look  aloft"  to  the  friendship  which  never  shall  fade. 

Should  the  visions  which  hope  spreads  In  light  to  thine  eye, 
Like  the  tints  of  the  rainbow,  but  brighten  to  fly, 
Then  turn,  and  through  tears  of  repentant  regret, 
"  Look  aloft''  to  the  Sun  that  is  never  to  set. 

Should  they  who  are  dearest,  the  son  of  thy  heart. 
The  wife  of  thy  bosom,  in  sorrow  depart, 
**  Look  aloft"  from  the  darkness  and  dust  of  the  tomb, 
To  that  soil  where  affection  is  ever  in  bloom. 

And  oh  t  when  death  comes  in  his  terrors,  to  cast 
His  fears  on  the  future,  his  pall  on  the  past, 
In  that  moment  of  darkness,  with  hope  in  thy  heart 
And  a  smile  in  thine  eye,  "  look  aloft,"  and  depart. 
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WILLIAM  WIRT,  1772—1834. 

William  Wibt,  the  son  of  Jacob  and  Henrietta  Wirt,  was  bom  in 
Bladensburg,  Marjland,  on  the  8th  of  November,  1772.  His  father 
died  when  he  was  an  infant,  and  his  mother  when  he  was  bat  eight 
years  old.  An  orphan  at  this  tender  age,  he  passed  into  the  familjr 
and  nnder  the  guardianship  of  his  uncle,  Jasper  Wirt,  who  resided 
near  the  same  village.  His  uncle  and  aunt  did  all  they  could  to  sup- 
ply the  place  of  the  father  and  mother,  and  the  next  year,  as  there 
was  no  good  school  in  the  neighborhood,  sent  him  to  a  classical  school 
in  Georgetown,  eight  miles  from  Bladensburg,  taught  by  a  Mr.  Dent. 
Here  he  remained  till  he  was  eleven,  when  he  was  removed  to  a  very 
flourishing  school  kept  by  the  Rev.  James  Hunt,  in  Montgomery  county, 
Maryland.  Here  he  remained  till  1787,  when  the  school  was  discon- 
tinued, during  which  period  of  four  years,  he  received  the  principal 
part  of  his  education ;  being  carried  through  as  much  of  the  Latin 
and  Greek  classics  as  was  then  taught  in  grammar-schools.  At  this 
school  he  fbrmed  an  Intimate  friendship  with  Ninian  Edwards,  after- 
ward governor  of  Illinois,  whose  father,  BCr.  Benjamin  Edwards,  in- 
vited young  Wirt  to  his  house,  in  Montgomery  County,  to  pursue  his 
studies  with  his  son.  This  kind  invitation  was  accepted,  and  in  Mr. 
Edwards'  family  Wirt  continued  nearly  two  years. 

In  the  spring  of  1790,  he  commenced  the  study  of  law,  at  Montgomery 
Court-House,  with  Mr.  Wm.  P.  Hunt,  the  son  of  his  old  preceptor ; 
completed  his  course  with  Mr.  Thomas  Swann,  formerly  United  States 
attorney  for  the  District  of  Columbia ;  and  in  1792  commenced  prac- 
tice at  Culpepper  Court-House,  in  Virginia,  at  the  age  of  twenty  years. 
In  a  year  or  two,  his  practice  had  considerably  extended,  and  in  1795  * 
he  married  the  eldest  daughter  of  Dr.  George  Gilmer,  a  distinguished 
physician,  and  took  up  his  residence  at  Pen  Park,  the  seat  of  his 
father-in-law,  near  Charlottesville ;  and  here  he  was  introduced  to  the 
acquaintance  of  Jefferson,  Madison,  Monroe,  and  other  persons  of 
celebrity.  In  1799,  he  lost  his  wife ;  and  soon  after,  to  change  the 
scene  of  his  trials,  his  friends  urged  him  to  allow  himself  to  be  nomi- 
nated as  clerk  of  the  House  of  Delegates.  He  was  elected ;  and  after 
having  performed  the  duties  of  this  office  two  years,  he  was,  in  1802, 
appointed  Chancellor  of  the  Eastern  District  of  Virginia,  and  then  took 
up  his  residence  at  Williamsburg.  In  the  same  year,  he  nuuried 
Elizabeth,  the  daughter  of  Colonel  Gamble,  of  {tichmond,  with  whom 
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he  lired  with  the  greatest  happiness  till  his  death;  and  who  united  to 
eyery  yirtne  of  the  wife  and  the  mother,  literary  attainments  of  no 
ordinary  character.' 

At  the  dose  of  the  year  1803,  Mr.  Wirt  removed  to  Norfolk,  and 
entered  upon  the  assiduous  practice  of  his  profession.  Just  hefore  this, 
he  wrote  the  celebrated  letters  published  in  the  *'  Richmond  Argus," 
under  the  title  of  '*  The  British  Spy,"  which  were  afterwards  collected 
into  a  small  volume,  and  have  passed  through  numerous  editions  ' 
In  1806,  he  took  up  his  residence  at  Richmond,  believing  that  he  would 
there  find  a  wider  and  more  lucrative  professional  field,  and  in  this 
city  he  remained  till  his  appointment  to  the  attorney-generalship  of 
the  United  States.  In  the  next  year,  he  greatly  distinguished  himself 
in  the  trial  of  Aaron  Burr,  for  high  treason.  Few  trials  in  any  coun- 
try ever  excited  a  greater  sensation  than  this,  both  from  the  nature  of 
the  accusation,  and  the  eminent  talents  and  political  station  of  the 
aoensed.  Mr.  Wirt's  speech  in  this  trial  occupied  four  hours,  and 
was  replete  throughout  with  a  creative  fancy,  polished  wit,  keen  re- 
partee, elegant  and  apposite  illustration,  and  logical  reasoning,  which 
are  rarely  combined  in  so  high  a  degree.  It  placed  him,  at  once,  ih 
the  rank  of  the  very  first  advocates  in  the  country. 

In  1808,  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Virginia  House  of  Delegates 
for  the  city  of  Richmond.  It  was  the  first  as  well  as  the  last  time  he 
ever  sat  in  any  legislative  body,  as  he  preferred  the  more  congenial 
pursuits  of  his  profession.  In  1812,  he  wrote  the  greater  part  of  a 
series  of  essays,  which  were  originally  published  in  the  "  Richmond 
Enquirer,"  under  the  title  of  "  The  Old  Bachelor,"  and  have  since,  in  a 
eollective  form,  passed  through  several  editions.  The  "  Life  of  Patrick 
Henry,"  the  largest  of  his  literaiy  productions,  was  first  published  in 
1817. 

In  1816,  he  was  appointed  by  Mr.  Madison  the  United  States  attorney 
for  the  District  of  Virginia.  In  1817,  he  removed  to  Washington,  having 
been  appointed  by  Mr.  Monroe  Attorney-General  of  the  United  States, 
a  poet  which  he  occupied  with  most  distinguished  reputation  till  1828, 
through  the  entire  administrations  of  Monroe  and  Adams.  In  the 
latter  part  of  this  jear,  he  removed  to  Baltimore,  where  he  resided  for 
the  rest  of ^  his  life.     Previous  to  this,  in  October,  1826,  he  had  been 

'  One  proof  of  her  exteoBire  reading  as  well  as  her  dtlioate  taste  is  the 
work  she  publiflhed  in  1829,  entitled  '*  Florals  Dictionary;  by  A  Lady."  As 
far  aa  my  knowledge  goes,  it  was  the  first  of  the  kind  pablisbed  in  oar  oonn- 
try,  and  I  think  ii  has  never  since  been  excelled  by  any  of  its  nomerons 
competitors.  The  poetical  selections  are  most  tasteful  and  apposite,  and 
nany  friends  eoniribnted  to  it. 

*  The  best  edition  that  i  have  seen  is  the  tenth,  published  by  the  Harpers. 
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selected  hy  the  citizens  of  Washington,  on  the  death  of  Adams  and 
Jefferson,  to  pr<inounce  a  disconrse  on  the  lives  and  character  of  these 
two  remarkable  men ;  and  it  is  one  of  the  best  of  his  literarj  efforts, 
and  worthy  of  the  impressive  occasion  on  which  it  was  delivered.  lu 
1830,  he  delivered  an  address  to  one  of  the  literarj  societies  of  Rotter's 
College  ;  and  in  1831  the  Anti-Hasonic  Convention  that  assembled  in 
Baltimore  nominated  him  as  their  candidate  for  the  Presidencj  of  the 
United  States.  Though  he  obtained  bat  the  vote  of  a  single  State, 
Vermont,  yet  every  one  felt  that  the  election  of  such  a  man  would  be 
an  honor  to  the  country.  He  died  at  Washington  City,  while  engaged 
at  the  Supreme  Court,  February  18, 1834. 

As  a  public  and  professional  man,  Mr.  Wirt  may  be  ranked  among 
the  first  men  of  our  country ;  and  in  all  the  relations  of  private  life, 
as  a  man  and  a  Christian,  he  was  most  exemplary.  In  person  he  was 
of  a  most  dignified  and  commanding  aspect,  and  of  an  open,  manly, 
and  playful  countenance :  his  voice  was  clear  and  musical,  and  hit 
whole  appearance  truly  oratorical.  If  to  these  attractions  we  add  a 
diction  of  great  force,  purity,  variety,  and  splendor ;  a  wit  prompt, 
pure,  and  brilliant,  and  an  imaginati<m  both  vivid  and  playfol^  we 
have  some  idea  of  the  character  of  the  man  who  was  the  charm  of 
every  social  circle,  and  who  was  regarded  by  all  who  knew  him  with 
singular  affection  and  veneration.* 


THE  BLIND  PBBACHEB. 

Tt  was  one  Sunday,  as  I  travelled  through  the  county  of 
Orange,  that  my  eve  was  caught  by  a  cluster  of  horses  tied 
near  a  ruinous,  old  wooden  house  in  the  forest,  not  far  from 
the  roadside.  Having  frequently  seen  such  objects  before  in 
travelling  through  these  States,  I  had  no  difficulty  in  under- 
standing that  this  was  a  place  of  religious  worship. 


*  I  trust  I  may  be  pardoned  for  introducing  an  anecdote  of  a  personal 
character,  to  show  Mr.  Wirt's  estimation  of  the  educational  profession.  I 
had  seen  him  two  or  three  times  at  his  house  in  Washington,  before  he  re- 
moved  to  Baltimore,  in  1828  ;  and  a  few  days  after  he  had  settled  in  that  city, 
he  called  at  my  school  to  place  his  three  boys  under  my  care.  On  taking 
leave  of  me,  he  most  cordially  invited  me  to  vbit  his  family  at  all  times,  con- 
eluding  with  this  remark  :  *•  There  are  three  persons,  Bfr.  Cleveland,  to  whom 
my  house  is  always  open,  and  with  whom  I  wish  to  be  on  the  most  intimate 
terms  of  friendship  and  soeial  intercourse— ray  minister,  the  teacher  of  my 
children,  and  my  physician."  Accepting  his  kind  and  cordial  invitation,  I 
had  every  opportunity  of  observing  his  character  in  private  and  social  inter- 
course ;  and  I  can  truly  say  that  it  fell  short  in  nothing  that  the  most  ardent 
admirer  of  his  talents,  eloquence,  and  public  character  coold  desire. 
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Derotion  alone  sboald  have  stopped  me,  to  join  in  the  duties 
of  the  congregation  ;  bat  1  must  confess  that  curiosity  to  hear 
the  preacher  of  such  a  wilderness  was  not  the  least  of  mj 
motives.  On  entering,  1  was  struck  with  his  preternatural 
appearance ;  he  was  a  tall  and  verj  spare  old  man ;  his  head, 
which  was  covered  with  a  white  linen  cap,  his  shrivelled  hands, 
and  his  voice  were  all  shaking  under  the  influence  of  a  palsj ; 
and  a  few  moments  ascertained  to  me  that  he  was  perfectly 
blind.  y 

The  first  emotions  which  touched  my  breast  were  those  of 
mingled  pity  and  veneration.  But  ah  1  sacred  God  I  how  soon 
were  all  my  feelings  changed  I  The  lips  of  Plato  were  never 
more  worthy  of  a  prognostic  swarm  of  bees  than  were  the  lips 
of  this  holy  man  I  It  was  a  day  of  the  administration  of  the 
sacrament ;  and  his  subject,  of  course,  was  the  passion  of  our 
Saviour.  I  had  heard  the  subject  bandied  a  thousand  times ; 
I  bad  thought  it  exhausted  long  ago.  Little  did  I  suppose 
that  in  the  wild  woods  of  America  I  was  to  meet  with  a  man 
whose  eloquence  would  give  to  this  topic  a  new  and  more 
tnblime  pathos  than  I  bad  ever  before  witnessed. 

As  he  descended  from  the  pulpit  to  distribute  the  mystic 
symbols,  there  was  a  peculiar,  a  more  than  human  solemnity  in 
bis  air  and  manner  which  made  my  blood  run  cold,  and  my 
whole  frame  shiver. 

He  then  drew  a  picture  of  the  sufferings  of  our  Saviour ; 
bis  trial  before  Pilate ;  his  ascent  up  Calvary ;  his  crucifixion, 
and  bis  death.  I  knew  the  whole  history;  but  never,  until 
then,  bad  I  beard  the  circumstances  so  selected,  so  arranged, 
80  colored  I  It  was  all  new ;  and  I  seemed  to  have  heard  it 
for  the  first  time  in  ray  life.  His  enunciation  was  so  deliberate, 
that  bis  voice  trembled  on  every  syllable ;  and  every  heart  in 
the  assembly  trembled  in  unison.  His  peculiar  phr^es  had 
that  force  of  description  that  the  original  scene  appeared  to 
1i>e,  at  that  moment,  acting  before  our  eyes.  We  saw  the  very 
faces  of  the  Jews ;  the  staring,  frightful  distortions  of  malice 
and  rage.  We  saw  the  buffet :  my  soul  kindled  with  a  flame 
of  indignation,  and  my  hands  were  involuntarily  and  convul- 
sively clinched. 

Bat  when  be  came  to  touch  on  the  patience,  the  forgiving 
meekness  of  our  Saviour ;  when  he  drew,  to  the  life,  his  blessed 
eyes  streaming  in  tears  to  heaven ;  bis  voice  breathing  to  God 
a  soft  and  gentle  prayer  of  pardon  on  his  enemies,  ''Father, 
forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do" — the  voice  of 
the  preacher,  which  bad  all  along  faltered,  grew  fainter  and 
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falDter,  until,  his  atterance  bein^  entirely  obstracted  by  the 
force  of  his  feelings,  he  raised  his  handkerchief  to  his  eyes,  and 
burst  into  a  lood  and  irrepressible  flood  of  gri^f.  The  effect  is 
inconceivable.  The  whole  house  resounded  with  the  mingled 
groans,  and  sobs,  and  shrieks  of  the  congregation. 

It  was  some  time  before  the  tumnlt  had  subsided  so  far  as  to 
permit  him  to  proceed.  Indeed,  judging  by  the  nsual,  but 
fallacious,  standard  of  my  own  weakness,  I  began  to  be  very 
uneasy  for  the  situation  of  the  preacher.  F^r  I  could  not 
conceive  how  he  would  be  able  to  let  his  audience  down  from 
the  height  to  which  he  had  wound  them,  without  impairing  the 
solemnity  and  dignity  of  his  subject,  or  perhaps  shocking  them 
by  the  abruptness  of  the  fall.  But  no ;  the  descent  was  as 
beautiful  and  sublime  as  the  elevation  had  been  rapid  and 
enthusiastic. 

The  first  sentence  with  which  he  broke  the  awful  silence  was 
a  quotation  from  Rousseau,  '*  Socrates  died  like  a  philosopher, 
but  Jesus  Christ,  like  a  God  I" 

I  despair  of  giving  you  any  idea  of  the  effect  produced  by 
this  short  sentence,  unless  you  could  perfectly  conceive  the  whole 
manner  of  the  man,  as  well  as  the  peculiar  crisis  in  the  dis- 
course. Never  before  did  I  completely  understand  what  Demos- 
thenes meant  by  laying  such  stress  on  delivery.  You  are  to 
bring  before  yon  the  venerable  figure  of  the  preacher;  his 
blindness,  constantly  recalling  to  your  recollection  old  Homer, 
Ossian  and  Milton,  and  associating  with  his  performance  the 
melancholy  grandeur  of  their  geniuses :  you  are  to  imagine  that 
you  hear  his  slow,  solemn,  well-accented  enunciation,  and  bis 
voice  of  affecting,  trembling  melody:  you  are  to  remember  the 
pitch  of  passion  and  enthusiasm  to  which  the  congregation 
were  raised :  and  then,  the  few  minutes  of  portentous,  death- 
like silence  which  reigned  throughout  the  house ;  the  preacher 
removing  his  white  handkerchief  from  his  aged  face  (even  yet. 
wet  from  the  recent  torrent  of  his  tears),  and  slowly  stretching' 
forth  the  palsied  hand  which  holds  it,  begins  the  sentence, 
"  Socrates  died  like  a  philosopher" — then  pausing,  raising  his 
other  hand,  pressing  them  both  clasped  together,  with  warmth 
and  energy  to  his  breast,  lifting  his  ''sightless  balls''  to  beaven, 
and  pouring  his  whole  soul  into  his  tremulous  voice — "but 
Jesus  Christ,  like  a  God !"  If  he  had  been  indeed  and  in  truth 
an  angel  of  light,  the  effect  could  scarcely  have  been  more 
divine. 

British  Spf,  Letter  vii. 
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OUB  TREATMENT  OP  THE  INDIANS. 

Poor  Indians!  Where  are  they  now  ?  Indeed,  this  is  a  traly 
afflicting  consideration.  The  people  here  may  say  what  they 
please ;  but,  on  the  principles  of  eternal  truth  and  justice,  they 
have  no  right  to  this  country.  ^They  say  that  they  have  bought 
it — bought  itl  Yes — of  whom  ?  Of  the  poor  trembling  natives, 
who  knew  that  refusal  would  be  in  vain,  and  who  strove  to  make 
a  merit  of  necessity  by  seeming  to  yield  with  grace  what  they 
knew  that  they  had  not  the  power  to  retain.  Such  a  bargain 
might  appease  the  conscience  of  a  gentleman  of  the  green  bag, 
•*  worn  and  hackneyed"  in  the  arts  and  frauds  of  his  profession ; 
but  in  heaven's  chancery,  there  cau  be  little  doubt  that  it  has 
been  long  since  set  aside  on  the  ground  of  duress. 

Poor  wretchesl  No  wonder  that  they  are  so  implacably 
vindictive  against  the  white  people;  no  wonder  that  the  rage 
of  resentment  is  handed  down  from  generation  to  generation ; 
no  wonder  that  they  refuse  to  associate  and  mix  permonently 
with  their  unjust  and  cruel  invaders  and  exterminators;  no 
wonder  that,  in  the  unabating  spite  and  frenzy  of  conscious 
impotence,  they  wage  an  eternal  war,  as  well  as  they  are  able  ; 
that  they  triumph  in  the  rare  opportunity  of  revenge;  that 
they  dance,  sing  and  rejoice,  as  the  victim  shrieks  and  faints 
amid  the  flames,  when  they  imagine  all  the  crimes  of  their 
oppressors  collected  on  his  head,  and  fancy  the  spirits  of  their 
injured  forefathers  hovering  over  the  scene,  smiling  with  fero- 
cious delight  at  the  grateful  spectacle,  and  feasting  on  the 
precious  odor  as  it  arises  from  the  burning  blood  of  the  white 
man. 

Yet  the  people  here  affect  to  wonder  that  the  Indians  are  so 
very  unsusceptible  of  civilization ;  or,  in  other  words,  that  they 
80  obstinately  refuse  to  adopt  the  manners  of  the  white  men. 
Oo,  Virginians,  erase  from  the  Indian  nation  the  tradition  of 
their  wrongs;  make  them  forget,  if  you  can,  that  once  this 
charming  country  was  theirs ;  that  over  these  fields  and  through 
these  forests  their  beloved  forefathers  once,  in  careless  gayeiy, 
pursued  their  sports  and  hunted  their  game ;  that  every  return- 
ing day  found  them  the  sole,  the  peaceful,  the  happy  proprietors 
of  this  extensive  and  beautiful  domain.  Make  them  forget,  too, 
if  you  can,  that,  in  the  midst  of  all  this  innocence,  simplicity, 
and  bliss,  the  white  man  came;  and  lo!  the  animated  chase, 
the  feast,  the  dance,  the  song  of  fearless,  thoughtless  joy  were 
20 
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over ;  that  ever  since  they  have  been  made  to  drink  of  the  bitter 
cup  of  humiliation ;  treated  like  dogs ;  their  lives,  their  liberties, 
the  sport  of  the  white  men ;  their  country  and  the  graves  of 
their  fathers  torn  from  them,  in  cruel  succession  ;  until,  driven 
from  river  to  river,  from  forest  to  forest,  and  through  a  period 
of  two  hundred  years,  rolled  back,  nation  upon  nation,  thej 
find  themselves  fugitives,  vagrants,  and  istrangers  in  their  own 
country,  and  look  forward  to  ^be  certain  period  when  their 
descendants  will  be  totally  extinguished  by  wars,  driven  at  the 
point  of  the  bayonet  into  the  western  ocean,  or  reduced  to  a 
fate  still  more  deplorable  and  horrid,  the  condition  of  slaves. 
Go,  administer  the  cup  of  oblivion  to  recollections  and  anticipa- 
tions like  these,  and  then  you  will  cease  to  complain  that  the 
Indian  refuses  to  be  civilized.  But  until  then,  surely  it  is 
nothing  wonderful  that  a  nation,  even  yet  bleeding  afresh  from 
the  memory  of  ancient  wrongs,  perpetually  agonized  by  new 
outrages,  and  goaded  into  desperation  and  madness  at  the 
prospect  of  the  certain  ruin  which  awaits  their  descendants, 
should  hate  the  authors  of  their  miseries,  of  their  desolation, 
their  destruction ;  should  hate  their  manners,  hate  their  color, 
their  language,  their  name,  and  everything  that  belongs  to  them. 
No ;  never,  until  time  shall  wear  out  the  history  of  their  sorrows 
and  their  sufferings,  will  the  Indian  be  brought  to  love  the 
white  man,  and  to  imitate  his  manners. 

British  Spy,  LetUr  iv. 


TRUE  AND  FALSE  GREATNESS  CONTRASTED. 

Having  closed  his  administration,  fellow-citizens,  President 
Jefferson  was  followed  by  the  applause,  the  gratitude,  and 
blessings  of  his  country,  into  that  retirement  which  do  man 
was  ever  better  fitted  to  grace  and  enjoy.  And  from  this  re- 
tirement, together  with  his  precursor,  the  venerable  patriarch 
of  Quincy,  he  could  enjoy  that  supreme  of  all  earthly  happi- 
ness, the  retrospect  of  a  life  well  and  greatly  spent,  in  the 
service  of  his  country  and  mankind.  The  successful  warrior, 
who  has  desolated  whole  empires  for  his  own  aggrandizement, 
the  successful  usurper  of  his  country's  rights  and  liberties,  may 
have  their  hours  of  swelling  pride,  in  which  they  may  look 
back  with  a  barbarous  joy  upon  the  triumph  of  their  talents, 
and  feast  upon  the  adulation  of  the  sycophants  that  surround 
them  ;  but,  night  and  silence  come ;  and  conscience  takes  her 
turn.     The  bloody  field  rises  upon  the  startled  imagioAtioo. 
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The  shades  of  the  slanghlered  innocents  stalk,  in  terri6c  pro- 
cession, before  the  conch.  The  agonizing  cries  of  countless 
widows  and  orphans  invade  the  ear.  The  bloody  dagger  of 
the  assassin  plays,  in  airy  terror,  before  the  vision.  Violated 
liberty  lifts  her  avenging  lance;  and  a  down-trodden  nation 
rises  before  them  in  all  the  majesty  of  its  wrath.  What  are 
the  hours  of  a  splendid  wretch  like  this,  compared  with  those 
that  shed  their  poppies  and  their  roses  upon  the  pillows  of  our 
peaceful  and  virtuous  patriots!  Every  night  bringing  to  them 
the  balm  and  health  of  repose,  and  every  morning  offering  to 
them  "their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes!"  Inis,  this  it  is  to  be 
greatly  virtuous ;  and  be  this  the  only  ambition  that  shall  ever 
touch  an  American  bosom ! 

Di*etmr*e  on  tks  Live*  and  Charaeter  of  Adam*  and  Jtffermm. 


INDOLENCE  AND  INTELLECTUAL  DISSIPATION. 

Wherever  I  see  the  native  bloom  of  health  and  the  genuine 
smile  of  content,  I  mark  down  the  character  as  industrious  and 
virtuous;  and  I  never  yet  failed  to  have  the  prepossession  con- 
firmed on  inquiry.  So,  on  the  other  hand,  wherever  I  see 
pale,  repining  and  languid  discontent,  and  hear  complaints 
uttered  against  the  hard  lot  of  humanity,  my  first  impression 
is,  that  the  character  from  whom  they  proceed  is  indolent  or 
vicious,  or  both ;  and  I  have  not  often  had  occasion  to  retract 
the  opinion. 

There  is,  indeed,  a  class  of  characters,  rather  indolent  than 
vicious,  who  are  really  to  be  pitied ;  whose  innocent  and 
captivating  amusements,  becoming  at  length  their  sale  pur- 
snits,  tend  only  to  whet  their  sensibility  to  misfortunes  which 
they  contribute  to  bring  on ;  and  to  form  pictures  of  life  so 
highly  aggravated  as  to  render  life  itself  stale  and  flat. 

In  this  class  of  victims  to  a  busy  indolence,  next  to  those 
who  devote  their  whole  lives  to  the  unprofitable  business  of 
writing  works  of  imagination,  are  those  who  spend  the  whole 
of  theirs  in  reading  them.  There  are  several  men  and  women 
of  this  description  in  the  circle  of  my  acquaintance ;  persons 
whose  misfortune  it  is  to  be  released  from  the  salutary  necessity 
of  supporting  themselves  by  their  own  exertions,  and  who 
vainly  seek  for  happiness  in  intellectual  dissipation. 

Bianca  is  one  of  the  finest  giris  in  the  whole  round  of  my 
acquaintance,  and  is  now  one  of  the  happiest.  But  when  I 
first  became  acquainted  with  her,  which  was  about  three  years 
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ago,  she  was  an  object  of  pity ;  pale,  emaciated,  nenrons,  and 
hysterical,  at  the  early  age  of  seventeeu,  the  days  had  already 
come  when  she  could  truly  say  she  had  no  pleasure  in  them. 
She  confessed  to  me,  that  she  had  lain  on  her  bed,  day  after 
day,  for  months  together,  reading,  or  rather  de?onring,  with 
a  kind  of  morbid  appetite,  e?ery  novel  that  she  could  lay  her 
hands  on — without  any  pause  between  them,  without  aoj 
rumination,  so  that  the  incidents  were  all  conglomerated  and 
confounded  in  her  memory.  She  had  not  drawn  from  them  all 
a  single  useful  maxim  for  the  conduct  of  life ;  but,  calculating 
on  the  fairy  world,  which  her  authors  had  depicted  to  her,  she 
was  reserving  all  her  address  and  all  her  powers  for  incidents 
that  would  never  occur,  and  characters  that  would  never  appear. 

I  advised  her  immediately  to  change  her  plan  of  life;  to  take 
the  whole  charge  of  her  mother's  household  upon  herself;  to 
adopt  a  system  in  the  management  of  it,  and  adhere  to  it  rigidly; 
to  regard  it  as  her  business  exclusively,  and  make  herself  re- 
sponsible for  it ;  and  then,  if  she  had  time  for  it,  to  read  authentic 
history,  which  would  show  her  the  world  as  it  really  was ;  and 
not  to  read  rapidly  and  superficially,  with  a  view  merely  to  feast 
on  the  novelty  and  variety  of  events,  but  deliberately  and  studi- 
ously, with  her  pen  in  her  hand,  and  her  note-book  by  her  side, 
extracting,  as  she  went  along,  not  only  every  prominent  event, 
with  its  date  and  circumstances,  but  every  elegant  and  judicious 
reflection  of  the  author,  so  as  to  form  a  little  book  of  practical 
wisdom  for  herself.  She  followed  my  advice,  and,  when  I  went 
to  see  her  again,  six  months  afterwards,  Bianca  had  regained 
all  the  symmetry  and  beauty  of  her  form ;  the  vernal  rose 
bloomed  again  on  her  cheeks ;  the  starry  radiance  shot  from  her 
eyes ;  and,  with  a  smile  which  came  directly  from  her  heart, 
and  spoke  her  gratitude  more  exquisitely  than  words,  she  gave 
me  her  hand,  and  bade  me  welcome. 

In  short,  the  divine  denunciation  that  tn  the  noeai  of  his  brow 
man  should  earn  his  food  is  guaranteed  so  effectually  that  labor 
is  indispensable  to  his  peace.  It  is  the  part  of  wisdom  to  adapt 
ourselves  to  the  state  of  being  in  which  we  are  placed ;  and, 
since  here  we  find  that  business  and  industry  are  as  certainly  the 
pledges  of  peace  and  virtue  as  vacancy  and  indolence  are  of 
vice  and  sorrow,  let  every  one  do,  what  is  easily  in  his  power 
— create  a  business,  even  where  fortune  may  have  made  it  un- 
necessary, and  pursue  that  business  with  all  the  ardor  and 
perseverance  of  the  direst  necessity ;  so  shall  we  see  our  country 
as  far  excelling  others  in  health,  contentment,  and  virtue,  as  it 
now  surpasses  them  in  liberty  and  tranquillity. 
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ELIZABETH  MARGARET  CHANDLEB,  1807—1834. 

This  beantifol  poet  and  prose  writer,  the  last  years  of  whose  short 
life  were  doToted  to  the  cause  of  hnmaiiitj/  was  bom  at  Centre,  near 
Wilmington,  Delaware,  on  the  24th  of  December,  1807.  She  had  the 
misfortune  to  lose  both  her  x>arents  at  an  early  age,  and  she  was 
placed  nnder  the  care  of  her  grandmother,  Elizabeth  Evans,  of  Phila- 
delphia, and  there  attended  school  till  she  was  thirteen  or  fourteen. 
She  early  gaye  evidence  of  remarkable  talent,  and  li)efore  she  left 
school,  some  of  her  pieces  were  very  much  admired,  and  sought  after. 
At  the  age  of  sixteen,  she  began  to  writo  for  the  press,  and  her  pieces 
were  extensively  copied ;  but  what  brought  her  especially  into  notice 
was  her  poem  entitled  "  The  Slave  Ship,"  written  when  she  was  but 
eighteen,  and  which  gained  for  her  the  prize  offered  by  the  publishers 
of  "  The  Casket,"  a  monthly  magazine.  This  led  to  her  acquaintance 
with  Mr.  Benjamin  Lundy,  then  editor  of  **  The  Qenius  of  Universal 
Emancipation,"  published  at  Baltimore,  to  which  pi^r,  from  that 
time,  she  became  a  frequent  contributor.  She  was  now  acknowledged 
as  one  of  the  most  accomplished  and  powerful  female  writers  of  her 
time,  and  most  of  her  writings  thenceforward  were  devoted  to  the 
cause  of  Emancipation.  "  It  is  not  enough  to  say  that  her  produc- 
tions were  chaste,  eloquent,  and  classical.  Her  language  was  appro- 
priate, her  reasoning  clear,  her  deductions  logical,  and  her  conclusions 
impressive  and  oonvincing.  Her  appeals  were  tender,  persuasive,  and 
heart-reaching ;  while  the  strength  and  cogency  of  her  arguments 
rendered  them  incontrovertible.  She  was  the  first  American  female 
author  that  ever  made  the  Abolition  of  Slavery  the  principal  theme 
of  her  active  exertions.-*' 

Miss  Chandler  continued  to  reside  in  Philadelphia  till  1830,  when 
she  removed  with  her  aunt  and  brother  to  Tecumseh,  Lenawee 
County,  Michigan,  about  sixty  miles  southwest  of  Detroit.  Here,  at 
her  home  called  "  Hazlebank,'*  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Raisin, 
which  has  been  appropriately  called  **  classic  ground,"  she  continued 

*  I  apprehend  that  this  is  the  reason  why  so  little  has  been  said  or  writtex. 
of  her — BO  powerful  hare  been  the  infloences  of  slavery  to  palsy  the  tongue, 
and  chill  the  heart  of  freemen.  And  yet  it  will  be  hwrd  to  find  among  our 
female  authors  a  style  more  chaste  and  polished,  or  sentiments  more  pure 
and  ennobling  than  the  writings  of  Elizabeth  M.  Chandler  afford. 

'  '*  Poetical  Works  of  Elizabeth  Margaret  Chandler ,-  with  a  Memoir  of  her 
Life  and  Character,  by  Benjamin  Lundy.  ^'  This  early  pioneer  in  the  cause 
of  Freedom,  Benjamin  Lundy,  has  never  received  the  attention  he  deserved. 

20* 
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to  write  and  labor  in  the  cause  of  the  oppressed,  till  1834,  when  she 
was  attacked  bj  a  remittent  feyer,  which  terminated  in  her  death  on 
the  second  of  November  of  that  year.  Never  did  the  grave  close 
over  a  purer  spirit,  nor  one  more  fully  sensible  of  a  strict  accounta- 
bility for  the  right  employment  of  every  talent. 


JOHN  WOOLMAN. 

Meek,  humble,  sinless  as  a  very  child, 
Such  wert  thou — and  though  unbeheld,  I  seem 

Ofttimes  to  gaze  upon  thy  features  mild. 
Thy  grave,  yet  gentle  lip,  and  the  soft  beam 

Of  that  kind  eye,  that  knew  not  how  to  shed 

A  glance  of  aught,  save  love,  on  any  human  head. 

Servant  of  Jesus  I  Christian !  not  alone 

In  name  and  creed,  with  practice  differing  wide. 

Thou  didst  not  in  thy  conduct  fear  to  own 
His  self-denying  precepts  for  thy  guide. 

Stem  only  to  thyself,  all  others  felt 

Thy  strong  rebuke  was  love,  not  meant  to  crush,  but  melt. 

Thou,  who  didst  pour  o'er  all  the  human  kind 

The  gushing  fervor  of  thy  sympathy  1 
E'en  the  unreasoning  brute  faird  not  to  find 

A  pleader  for  his  happiness  in  thee. 
Thy  heart  was  moved  for  every  breathing  thing. 
By  careless  man  exx>osed  to  needless  sufTeriog. 

But  most  the  wrongs  and  sufferings  of  the  slave 
Stirr'd  the  deep  fountain  of  thy  pitying  heart ; 

And  still  thy  hand  was  stretch'd  to  aid  and  save. 
Until  it  seem*d  that  thou  hadst  taken  a  part 

In  their  existence,  and  couldst  hold  no  more 

A  separate  life  from  them,  as  thou  hadst  dpne  before. 

How  the  sweet  pathos  of  thy  eloquence. 

Beautiful  in  its  simplicity,  went  forth 
Entreating  for  them!  that  this  vile  offence. 

So  unbeseeming  of  our  country's  worth. 
Might  be  removed  before  the  thj^atening  cloud. 
Thou  saw'st  overhanging  it,  should  burst  in  storm  and  blood. 

So  may  thy  name  be  reverenced — thou  wert  one 
Of  those  wj^ose  virtues  link  us  to  our  kind. 

By  our  best  sympathies ;  thy  day  is  done, 
But  its  twilight  lingers  still  behind. 

In  thy  pure  memory ;  and  we  bless  thee  yet, 

For  the  example  fair  thou  hast  before  us  set. 
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THE  slave's  appeal. 

Christian  mother  I  when  thy  prayer 
Trembles  on  the  twilight  air, 
And  thoa  askeet  Qod  to  keep, 
In  their  waking  and  their  sleep, 
Those  whose  love  is  more  to  thee 
Than  the  wealth  of  land  or  sea, 
Think  of  those  who  wildly  mourn 
For  the  loved  ones  from  them  tomt 

Christian. daughter,  sister,  wife! 
Ye  who  wear  a  guarded  life— 
Ye  whose  bliss  hangs  not,  like  mine, 
On  a  tyrant's  word  or  sign. 
Will  ye  hear,  with  careless  eye, 
Of  the  wild  despairing  cry 
Rising  up  from  hiunan  hearts, 
As  their  latest  bliss  departs  t 

Blest  ones  t  whom  no  hand  on  earth 
Dares  to  wrench  from  home  and  hearth, 
Ye  whose  hearts  are  sheltered  well, 
By  affection's  holy  spell, 
Oh,  forget  not  those  for  whom 
Xiife  is  naught  but  changeless  gloom ; 
O'er  whose  days  of  cheerless  sorrow, 
Hope  may  paint  no  brighter  morrow. 


THE  DEVOTED.* 

Stem  faces  were  around  them  bent,  and  eyes  of  vengeful  ire. 
And  fearful  were  the  words  they  spake  of  torture,  stake,  and  fire : 
Tet  ojtlmly  in  the  midst  she  stood,  with  eye  undimm'd  and  dear, 
And  though  her  lip  and  cheek  were  white,  she  wore  no  sign  of  fear. 

**  Where  is  thy  traitor-spouse  ?"  they  said.    A  half-formed  smile  of 

scorn, 
That  cnrl'd  upon  her  haughty  lip,  was  back  for  answer  borne. 
**  Where  is  thy  traitor-spouse  V^  again,  in  fiercer  notes,  they  said, 
And  sternly  pointed  to  the  rack,  all  rusted  o*er  with  red  I 

*  It  was  a  beantifnl  turn  given  by  a  great  lady,  who  being  asked  where  her 
husband  was,  when  he  lay  concealed  for  havins  been  dfeefMy  concerned  in  a 
eosspiraoy,  resolately  answered  that  she  had  hidden  him.  This  confession 
eaased  her  to  be  oaniea  before  the  governor,  who  told  her  that  nought  but 
eonfossing  wA«r«  she  had  hidden  him  could  save  her  from  the  torture.  '*  And 
win  thai  do  ? "  said  she.  •  *  Yes, '  *  replied  the  ffovemor,  •  *  I  will  nass  my  word 
for  your  safoty,  on  that  condition."  *'  Then/'  replied  she,  "I  have  hidden 
him  la  my  heart,  where  you  may  find  him." 
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Her  heart  and  pulse  beat  firm  and  free ;  bat  in  a  crimson  flood. 
O'er  pallid  lip  and  cheek  and  brow,  rush'd  up  the  burning  blood ; 
She  spake,  but  prondlj  rose  her  tones,  as  when  in  hall  or  bower 
The  haughtiest  chief  that  roond  her  stood  had  meekly  owned  their 
power : 

"  My  noble  lord  is  placed  within  a  safe  and  sure  retreat" — 
<*  Now  tell  us  where,  thou  lady  bright,  as  thou  wouldst  meroy  meet. 
Nor  deem  thy  life  can  purchase  his ;  he  cannot  *8cape  our  wrath. 
For  many  a  warrior's  watchful  eye  is  placed  o'er  every  path. 

**  But  thou  may*8t  win  his  broad  estates  to  grace  thine  infant  heir, 
'*  And  life  and  honor  to  thyself,  so  thou  his  haunts  declare.*' 
She  laid  her  hand  upon  her  heart ;  her  eye  flash'd  proud  and  dear. 
And  firmer  grew  her  haughty  tread — **  My  lord  is  hidden  here  ! 

"  And  if  ye  seek  to  view  his  form,  ye  first  must  tear  away, 
From  round  his  secret  dwelling-place,  these  walls  of  living  day !" 
They  quail'd  beneath  her  haughty  glance,  they  silent  tum'd  aside. 
And  left  her  all  unharm'd  amidst  her  loveliness  and  pride ! 


THE  SLAYE-MOTHSa'S  FAOEWSLL. 

May  God  have  mercy  on  thee,  son,  for  man's  stem  heart  hath  none ! 
My  gentle  boy,  my  beautiful,  my  loved  and  only  one! 
I  would  the  bitter  tears,  that  steep  thy  young  and  grief-doomed  head. 
Were  springing  from  a  broken  heart,  that  moum'd  thee  with  the  dead. 

And  yet  how  often  have  I  watch'd  above  thine  infant  sleep. 
With  love  whose  gushing  tenderness  strove  vainly  not  to  weep. 
When,  starting  through  my  timid  heart,  the  thought  that  thou  couldst 

die 
Shot,  even  amidst  a  mother's  bliss,  a  pang  of  agony. 

My  boy !  my  boy  I    Oh  cling  not  thtis  around  me  in  thy  grief  I 
Thy  mother's  arm,  thy  mother's  love  can  yidd  thee  no  relief ; 
The  tiger's  bloody  jaw  hath  not  a  gripe  more  fierce  and  fdl 
Than  that  which  tears  thee  from  my  arms — thou  who  wert  loved  ao 
well! 

How  may  I  live  bereft  of  thee  ?    Thy  smile  was  all  that  fiung 
A  ray  of  gladness  'midst  the  gloom,  forever  round  me  hung : 
How  may  a  mother's  heart  endure  to  think  upon  thy  fate, 
Thou  doom'd  to  misery  and  chains  I — so  young  and  desolate  t 

Farewell!  farewell! — They  tear  thee  hence!— and  yet  my  he&K  beats 

on ; 
How  can  it  bear  the  weight  of  life  when  thou  art  from  me  gone  T 
Mine  own !  mine  own !     Yet  cruel  hands  have  bltrtered  thee  for  gold, 
And  torn  thee,  with  a  ruthless  grasp,  forever  from  my  hold  I 
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THE  PARTING.' 

It  has  been  well  and  beantifunj  said  that  there  is  no  medi- 
cine for  a  wounded  heart,  like  the  sweet  influences  of  Nature. 
The  broad,  still,  beautiful  expansion  of  a  summer  landscape — 
the  stealing  in  of  the  sunlight  by  glimpses  among  the  trees — 
the  unexpected  meeting  with  a  favorite  blossom,  half  hidden 
among  the  luxuriant  verdure — the  sudden  starting  of  a  wild 
bird,  almost  from  beneath  your  feet — the  play  of  light  and 
shade  upon  the  surface  of  the  gliding  brook,  and  the  ceaseless, 
glad,  musical  ripple  of  its  waters — the  gushing  melody  poured 
from  a  thousand  throats,  or  the  rapid  and  solitary  warble,  break- 
ing out  suddenly  on  the  stillness,  and  withdrawn  again  almost 
as  soon  as  heard — the  soft,  hymn-like  murmur  of  the  honey- 
bees— and  above  all,  the  majesty  of  the  blue,  clear,  bending 
sky  I — ^from  all  these  steals  forth  a  spirit  of  calm  enjoyment, 
that  mingles  silently  with  the  darker  thoughts  of  the  heart,  and 
removes  their  bitterness. 

"  If  thou  art  worn  and  hard  beset. 
With  sorrows  that  thon  wonldst  forget — 
If  thou  wonldst  read  a  lesson  that  will  keep 
The  heart  from  fainting,  and  the  sonl  from  sleep, 
Go  to  the  woods  and  hills  ! — no  tears 
Dim  the  sweet  look  that  Nature  wears." 

Yet  there  are  ipoods  of  the  soul  that  even  the  ministering 
euderness  of  Nature  cannot  brighten.  There  are  Borrows 
ivhicb  she  cannot  soothe,  and,  too  often,  alas  I  darker  passions, 
rbich  all  her  sweet  and  balmy  influences  cannot  hush  into 
ranquillity.  When  the  human  heart  is  foul  with  avarice,  and 
he  onblest  impulses  of  tyranny,  the  eloquence  of  her  meek 
)eauty  is  breathed  in  vain.  The  most  sublime  and  lovely 
scenes  of  nature  have  been  made  the  theatre  of  wrong  and 
riolence;  and  the  stony  heart  of  the  oppressor,  though  sur- 
'ounded  by  the  broad  evidences  of  omnipotent  love,  has  per- 
sisted, unrelenting,  in  the  selfishness  of  its  own  device. 

There  was  all  the  gloriousness  of  summer  beauty  round  the 
ittle  bay,  in  whose  sleeping  waters  rested  a  small  vessel,  almost 
reighted  for  her  departure.  A  few  human  beings,  only,  were 
o  be  added  to  her  cargo,  an4  as  her  spiry  masts  caught  the  first 

»  Heart-rending  as  thi«  '*  Parting*'  is,  the  author  assnrei  as  in  a  note  thai 
t  U  bat  a  description  of  what,  to  her  own  knowledge,  bad  actnally  ocoorred. 
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rajs  of  the  beaming  sunlight,  the  freqaent  hoarse  and  bri^ 
command,  and  the  ready  response  of  the  seamen,  told  that  thej 
were  aboat  to  weigh  anchor  and  depart.  Among  those  who 
approached  the  shore,  was  a  household  gronp,  a  mother  and 
her  babes,  the  price  of  whose  limbs  lay  heaped  in  the  coffers 
of  one  who  called  himself  a  Christian,  and  who  were  now 
aboat  to  be  torn  from  the  hasband  and  the  father  forcTer.  It 
was  a  Christian  land ;  and,  perchance,  if  the  bnstle  of  the  de- 
parting Tessel  had  not  drowned  its  marmar,  the  voice  of  praise 
and  prayer  to  the  merciful  and  just  God  might  have  been 
dimly  heard  floating  off  upon  the  still  waters.  Bot  there  was 
no  one  to  save  those  unhappy  beings  from  the  grasp  of  nnright- 
eons  tyranny.  The  husband  had  been  opon  the  beach  since 
daybreak,  pacing  the  sands  with  a  troubled  step,  or  lying  in 
moody  anguish  by  the  water's  edge,  covering  his  face  from  the 
breaking  in  of  the  glorious  sunlight,  and  pleading  at  times  with 
the  omnipotent  God,  whom,  slave  as  he  was,  he  had  learned  to 
worship,  for  strength  to  subdue  the  passionate  grief  and  indig- 
nation of  his  heart,  and  for  humility  patiently  to  endure  hia 
many  wrongs.  v 

A  little  fond  arm  was  twined  about  his  neck,  and  the  soft 
lip  of  a  young  child  was  breathing  loviug,  but  half  sorrowful 
kisses  all  over  his  burning  forehead. 

"  Father  I  dear  father  I  we  are  going  I  will  you  not  come 
with  us  ?  look  where  my  mother,  and  my  sisters  and  brothers 
are  waiting  for  you." 

With  a  shuddering  and  convulsive  groan  the  unhappy  man 
arose,  and  lifted  the  frighted  child  to  his  bosom. 

"  Will  yon  not  go  with  us,  father  ?**  repeated  the  boy :  but 
the  slave  made  him  no  answer,  except  by  straining  him  to  his 
bosom  with  a  short  bitter  laugh,  and  imprinting  one  of  his  sob- 
bing kisses  upon  his  cheek.  With  a  convulsive  effort  for  the 
mastery,  he  subdued  the  workings  of  his  features,  and  with  a 
seemingly  calm  voice  and  countenance,  approached  his  children. 
One  by  one  he  folded  them  in  his  arms,  and,  breathing  over 
them  a  prayer  and  a  blessing,  gave  them  up  forever.  Then 
once  more  he  strove  to  nerve  his  heart  for  its  severest  trial. — 
There  was  one  more  parting — one  more  sad  embrace  to  be 
given  and  returned — There  stood  the  mother  of  his  children 
— his  own  fond  and  gentle  wife,  who  had  been  for  so  many 
years  his  hearths  dearest  blessing;  and  who,  ere  one  short  hour 
had  passed,  was  to  be  to  him  as  if  the  sea  had  swallowed  her 
up  in  its  waves,  or  the  dark  gloomy  earth  had  hidden  her  be- 
neatli  its  bosom !    A  thousand  recollections  and  agonizing  feel- 
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logs  came  rashing  at  once  npon  his  heart,  and  he  stood  gazing 
on  her,  seemingly  bewildered  and  stupefied,  motionless  as  a 
8Utae»  and  with  features  to  which  the  very  intensity  of  his  pas- 
sion gave  the  immobility  of  marble ;  till,  suddenly  flinging  np 
his  arms  with  a  wild  cry,  he  dropped  at  once  senseless  to  the 
earth,  with  the  blood  gushing  in  torrents  from  his  month  and 
nostrils.  And  the  miserable  wife,  amid  the  shrieks  of  her  de- 
spair, was  hurried  on  board  the  vessel,  and  borne  away  from 
bim,  over  the  calm,  sleeping,  and  beautiful  sea,  forever. 


SAMUEL  J.  SMITH,  1771—1835. 

This  excellent  man  and  tnie  poet  was  one  of  the  Smiths  of  Bnrling 
ton,  New  Jersej,  and  was  the  grandson  of  the  historian  of  that  State. 
He  passed  a  life  of  singnlar  aeclnsion  on  his  paternal  estate  near  the 
citj  of  Bnrlingtdn,  in  the  practice  of  all  the  virtues  that  pnrify  and 
ennohle  the  character.  Affluent,  nnambitions,  fond  of  general  reading 
and  of  the  parsnits  of  a  country  life,  and  shrinking  from  intercourse 
with  strangers,  he  devoted  himself  to  the  duties  of  his  private  station ; 
was  the  coxmsellor  and  benefactor  of  the  poor  around  him ;  and  to  the 
few  friends  who  enjoyed  his  intimacy,  one  of  the  most  charming  of 
companions.  His  verses  were  the  careless  effusions  of  a  man  of  genius, 
indifferent  to  fame ;  a  shrewd  observer  of  life  and  manners,  of  keen 
utiric  wit,  of  tender  sensibility,  of  earnest  and  humble  piety.  A 
volume  of  his  poetry  was  published  after  his  death,  which  occurred 
in  1835.  It  is  of  various  and  unequal  merit,  and  has  never  been 
widely  circulated.  From  this  volume  the  following  pieces  are  selected. 
We  know  of  no  Scripture  paraphrase  that  surpasses  the  stanzaa  on  the 
8th  chapter  of  Matthew.  Their  chaste  and  classical  beauties,  their 
pare  morality  and  religious  feeling,  claim  for  them  a  place  in  every 
eollection  of  American  poetry. 


OH,  HOW  GREAT  18  THY  GOODNESS. 
PSALM  zxxi.  19. 

When  I  look  round,  and  see  the  love,  the  care. 
Of  boundless  goodness  fill  the  smiling  land, 

Existence  spread  through  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
And  beauti/  lavi3hed  with  exhan.stless  hand. 
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Can  I  pass  on,  "  with  brute  nnoonscions  gaze," 
Nor  with  one  faltering  accent  whisper  praise  f 

From  those  bright  orbs,  which,  through  the  realms  of  spaoe. 

Pursue  majestic  their  unvarying  way, 
Town  through  creation,  far  as  we  may  trace 

Of  powers  almighty  the  sublime  display ; 
All  that  I  see  aud  feel  combine  to  prove 
That  power  is  governed  by  unbounded  love. 

What  vivid  hues  the  floral  tribes  adorn ! 

What  fragrance  floats  upon  the  gales  of  even ! 
What  floods  of  radiance  gild  the  unfolding  mom ! 

And  dazzling  splendor  gems  the  midnight  heaven  1 
What  glorious  scenes  on  every  hand  impart 
A  glow  of  transport  to  the  untainted  heart  t 

How  sweet,  though  transient,  man !  thy  tarriance  here  I 
If  peace  around  thee  spread  her  cheering  rays, 

If  conscience  whispers  in  th^r  trembling  ear 
No  tale  unpleasing  of  departed  days, 

Then  smile  exulting  at  the  lapse  of  time 

Which  wafts  thee  gently  to  a  happier  clime. 

Saw'st  thou  the  worm  his  humble  path  pursue, 
To  varied  dangers,  doubts  and  fears,  a  prey  f 

Joy  in  his  cup  some  sweet  ingredients  threw, 
Yet  darkness  snatched  him  from  the  treat  away ; 

The  poor  chrysalis,  in  his  lonely  grave. 

Seemed  sinking  hopeless  in  oblivion's  wave. 

But  lo  1  what  magic  bursts  the  dreary  tomb  I 

What  voice  angelic  bids  the  sleeper  rise ! 
He  wakes,  arrayed  in  beauty's  living  bloom, 

His  new-bom  plumage  tinged  with  rainbow  dyes ; 
In  air  gay  floating,  while  the  sunbeam  flings 
A  blaze  of  splendor  o'er  his  glossy  wings. 

Thy  emblem  this !  for  death  must  quickly  hide 

This  fair  creation  from'  thy  raptured  eye  ; 
Thy  fragile  form,  to  the  poor  worm  allied. 

Cold  and  unconscious  in  the  grave  must  lie  ; 
But  can  the  shackles  of  the  tomb  control 
This  active  spirit,  this  aspiring  soul  ? 

No !  there  are  worlds  in  bloom  immortal  drest, 

Where  love  divine  in  full  effulgence  glows, 
Where,  safely  centered  in  eternal  rest, 

Departed  spirits  of  the  good  repose ; 
With  powers  enlarged  their  Maker's  works  explore, 
Aud  find,  through  endless  years,  new  cause  to  wonder  and  adore. 
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"  PEACE — BE  STILL. "  * 

When  on  his  mission  from  his  home  in  heaven, 
In  the  frail  bark  the  Saviofir  deigned  to  sleep ; 

The  tempest  rose— with  headlong  fury  driven, 
The  wave-tossed  vessel  whirled  along  the  deep : 

Wild  shrieked  the  storm  amid  the  parting  shrouds, 

And  the  vex'd  billows  dashed  the  darkenhig  oloads. 

Ah !  then,  how  fatile  human  skill  and  power — 
"  Save  us  I  we  perish  in  the  overwhelming  wave/' 

Thiy  cried,  and  found,  in  that  tremendous  hour, 
"  An  eje  to  pitj,  and  a  hand  to  save." 

He  spoke,  and  lo !  obedient  to  his  will. 

The  raging  waters  and  the  winds  were  still. 

And  thon,  poor  trembler  on  life's  stormy  sea  t 
Where  dark  the  waves  of  sin  and  sorrow  roll, 

To  Him  for  refuge  from  the  tempest  flee~« 
To  Him,  confiding,  trust  the  sinking  soul : 

For  oh !  He  came  to  calm  the  tempest  toss'd, 

To  seek  the  wandering  and  to  save  the  lost. 

For  thee,  and  such  as  thee,  impelled  by  love. 
He  left  the  mansions  of  the  blest  on  high  ; 

Mid  sin,  and  pain,  and  grief,  and  fear,  to  move — 
With  lingering  anguish  and  with  shame,  to  die. 

The  debt  to  justice,  boundless  mercj  paid. 

For  hopeless  guilt  complete  atonement  made. 

Oh !  in  return  for  such  surpassing  grace. 

Poor,  blind,  and  naked,  what  canst  thou  impart  ? 
Canst  thou  no  offering  on  His  altar  place  7 

Yes,  lowly  mourner  I  give  him  all  thy  heart : 
That  simple  offering  he  will  not  disown- 
That  living  incense  may  approach  his  throne. 

He  asks  not  herds,  and  flocks,  and  seas  of  oil — 
No  vain  oblations  please  the  all-knowing  Mind  ; 

But  the  poor,  weary,  sin-sick,  spent  with  toil. 
Who  humbly  seek  it  shall  deliverance  find : 

Like  her,  the  sufferer,  who  in  secret  stole 

To  touch  his  garment,  and  M  once  was  whole. 

Oh,  for  a  voice  of  thunder  I  which  might  wake 
The  slumbering  sinner,  ere  he  sink  in  death ; 

Oh,  for  a  tempest,  into  dust  to  shake 

His  sand-built  dwelling,  while  he  yet  has  breath  t 

*  Lines  oooaaioned  by  reading  Matt.  viii.  2i — 26. 

21 
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A  yiewleas  hand,  to  piotnre  on  the  wall 
His  fearful  sentenoOi  ere  the  oortaln  fall. 

Child  of  the  dnst  I  from  torpid  ruin  rise- 
Be  earth's  delusions  from  thy  bosom  hurled ; 

And  strive  to  measure  wi^h  eoAightened  eyes 
The  dread  importance  of  the  eternal  world. 

Thn  shades  of  night  are  gathering  round  thee  fast— 

Ar"     to  labor  ere  thy  day  be  past  1 

In  darkness  tottering  on  the  slippery  yerge 

Of  frail  existence,  soon  to  be  no  more ; 
Death's  rude,  tempestuous,  eyer-nearing  surge 

Shan  quickly  dash  thee  frt>m  the  sinking  shore.   « 
Bat  ah  1  the  secrets  of  the  following  day 
What  tongue  shall  utter,  or  what  eye  survey  I 

Oh  f  think  in  time,  then,  what  the  meek  inherit — 
What  the  peace-maker's,  what  the  mourner's  part ; 

The  allotted  portion  of  the  poor  in  spirit — 
The  promised  vision  of  the  pure  in  heart. 

For  yet  in  Gilead  there  is  balm  to  spare. 

And  prompt  to  succor  a  Physician  there. 


A  MOBNINO  HYMN. 

Arise,  my  soul  t  with  rapture  rise, 
And,  fiUed  with  love  and  fear,  adore 

Tlie  awful  Sov'reign  of  the  skies. 
Whose  mercy  lends  me  one  day  more. 

And  may  this  day,  indulgent  Power  I 

Nor  idly  pass,  nor  fruitless  be ; 
But  may  each  swiftly  flying  hour 

Advance  my  soul  more  nigh  to  Thee. 

But  can  it  be  that  Power  divine, 

Whose  throne  is  light's  unbounded  blaxe, 
While  countless  worlds  and  angels  join 

To  swell  the  glorious  song  of  praise, 

Will  deign  to  lend  a  favoring  ear 
When  I,  poor  abject  mortal,  pray  ? 

Yes,  boundless  Goodness  1  he  will  hear. 
Nor  cast  the  meanest  wretch  away. 

Then  let  me  serve  thee  all  my  days. 
And  may  my  seal  with  years  increase ;    - 

For  pleasant.  Lord  I  are  all  tby  ways, 
And  all  thy  paths  are  paths  of  peace. 
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JAMES  MADISON,  1751—1836. 

Jambb  Madibov,  the  fourth  President  of  the  United  State/  was  bom 
in  Orange  Goonty,  Virginia,  on  the  6th  of  March  (0.  8.))  7*^1*  After 
the  nsnal  preparatory  studies,  he  entered  Princeton  College  in  1767, 
and  graduated  in  1771.  While  at  college,  he  studied  so  intensely  as 
to  impair  his  health,  which  it  took  some  years  to  recover  after  his 
return  home,  during  which  he  devoted  a  portion  of  his  time  t*)  reading 
law  and  to  miscellaneous  literature.  In  1776,  he  was  electedH  member 
of  the  Qeneral  Assembly  of  his  native  State.  The  next  year,  he  was 
i^pointed  by  the  Assembly  a  member  of  the  Council  of  State,  which 
place  he  held  till  1779,  when  he  was  elected  a  delegate  to  the  Conti- 
nental Congress,  of  which  he  continued  a  member  till  1784.  In  1787, 
he  was  elected  a  member  of  Congress,  and  in  the  same  year  a  delegate 
to  the  Convention  at  Philadelphia,  which  formed  the  present  Constitu- 
tion of  the  United  States.  Of  the  debates  of  this  remarkable  body, 
he  is  the  only  one  that  preserved  the  records,  which  were  published 
after  his  death,  and  are  among  the  most  valuable  materials  of  our 
country's  history.  ■  In  the  interval  between  the  close  of  the  Conven- 
tion and  the  meeting  of  the  State  Conventions  to  sanction  the  Federal 
Constitution,  Mr.  Madison,  in  conjunction  with  Alexander  Hamilton 
and  John  Jay,  wrote  a  series  of  articles  in  the  public  prints,  in  favor 
of  the  Constitution,  which  were  afterwards  collected  in  a  volume, 
entitled  ''The  Federalist,'"  and  which,  for  half  a  century,  was  a  text- 
book in  our  best  colleges.  On  the  adoption  of  the  Constitution,  he  was 
elected  a  representative  to  Congress,  and  continued  a  member  till  1797, 
the  end  of  Washington's  administration. 

On  the  accession  of  Mr.  Jefferson  to  the  presidency  in  1801,  Mr. 
Madison  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State,  which  office  he  held  during 
the  eight  years  of  Mr.  Jefferson's  administration ;  and  in  1809,  he 
succeeded  his  friend  and  coadjutor  as  President  of  the  United  States. 
^        

■Many  of  the  views  adrooated  by  Mr.  Msditon  in  the  Convention  for 
framing  the  Constitution  will  ever  be  an  honor  to  hfs  character.  He  thonght 
the  elante  allowing  the  **  importation  of  such  persons  as  any  State  might 
think  proper,"  till  1808,  "dishonorable  to  the  American  character."  And 
again :  "Mr.  Madiaon  thought  it  wrong  to  admit  in  the  Constitution  the  idea 
that  there  could  be  property  in  men." 

*  Of  the  eightj-flve  numbers  of  this  work,  Hamilton  wrote  Nos.  1,  6,  7,  8,  9, 
11,  12,  18,  1ft,  16,  17,  31  to  36  inclusive,  59,  60,  61,  and  65  to  86  inclusive, 
thus  writing  the  Hxsi  and  last  number ;  Madiaon  wrote  Nos.  10,  U,  18,  19, 
20, 17  to  68  inolosiTe,  and  62  and  63 ;  and  Jay,  Nos.  2,  3, 4,  5,  64. 
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After  having  filled  the  ofllce  for  two  terms,  lie  retired  to  his  seat* 
Montpelier,  where  he  passed  his  remaining  years,  ohieflj  as  a  priTate 
oitizen,  declining  political  office,  except  that  he  acted  as  visitor  and 
rector  of  the  University  of  Virginia,  and  as  a  member  of  the  State 
Convention  to  amend  the  Constitntion  of  Virginia.  He  died  on  the 
28th  of  Jane,  1836,  distinguished  for  his  talents  and  acqnirements,  for 
the  important  offices  which  he  filled,  and  for  his  virtues  in  private  life. 


OUR  country's  RE8P0NSIBILITIB8  TO  THE  WORLD. 

Let  It  be  remembered,  that  it  has  ever  been  the  pride  and 
boast  of  America  that  the  rights  for  which  she  contended  were 
the  rights  of  human  nature.  Bj  the  blessing  of  the  Author 
of  these  rights  on  the  meiins  exerted  for  their  defence,  tbey 
have  prevailed  over  all  opposition.  *  *  *  Xo  instance 
has  heretofore  occurred,  nor  can  any  instance  be  expected  here- 
after to  occur,  in  which  the  unadulterated  forms  of  republican 
government  can  pretend  to  so  fair  an  opportunity  of  justifying 
themselves  by  their  fruits.  In  this  view,  the  citizens  of  the 
United  States  are  responsible  for  the  greatest  trust  ever  con- 
fided to  a  political  society.  If  justice,  good  faith,  honor, 
gratitude,  and  all  the  other  qualities  which  ennoble  the  cha- 
racter of  a  nation,  and  fulfil  the  ends  of  government,  be  the 
fruits  of  our  establishments,  the  cause  of  Liberty  will  acquire 
a  dignity  and  lustre  which  it  has  never  yet  enjoyed;  and  an 
example  will  be  set  which  cannot  but  have  the  most  favorable 
influence  on  the  rights  of  mankind.  If,  on  the  other  side,  our 
governments  should  be  unfortunately  blotted  with  the  reverse 
of  these  cardinal  and  essential  virtues,  the  great  cause  which 
we  have  engaged  to  vindicate  will  be  dishonored  and  betrayed; 
the  last  and  fairest  experiment  in  favor  of  the  rights  of  human 
nature  will  be  turned  against  them;  and  their  patrons  and 
friends  exposed  to  be  insulted  and  silenced  by  the  votaries  of 
tyranny  and  usurpation. 


AN  APPEAL  FOR  THE  UNION. 

I  submit  to  you,  my  fellow-citizens,  these  considerations,  in 
full  confidence  that  the  good  sense  which  has  so  often  marked 
your  decisions  will  allow  them  their  due  weight  and  effect;  and 
that  you  will  never  suffer  difficulties,  however  formidable  in 
appearance,  or  however  fashionable  the  error  on  which  they 
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may  be  foanded,  to  drive  yoa  into  the  gloomy  and  perilous 
scenes  Into  which  the  advocates  for  disunion  would  conduct  you. 
Hearken  not  to  the  unnatural  voice  which  tells  you  that  the 
people  of  America,  knit  together  as  they  are  by  so  many  cords 
of  a^ection,  can  no  longer  live  together  as  members  of  the  same 
familj ;  can  no  longer  continue  the  mutual  guardians  of  their 
mntaal  happiness;  can  no  longer  be  fellow-citizens  of  one  great, 
respectable,  and  flourishing  empire.    Hearken  not  to  the  voice 
which  petulantly  tells  you  that  the  form  of  governmeut  recom- 
mended for  your  adoption  is  a  novelty  in  the  political  world ; 
that  it  has  never  yet  had  a  place  in  the  theories  of  the  wildest 
projectors;  that  it  rashly  attempts  what  it  is  impossible  to 
accomplish.    No,  my  countrymen,  shut  your  ears  against  this 
unhallowed  language.     Shut  your  hearts  against  the  poison 
whicb  it  conveys ;  the  kindred  blood  which  flows  in  the  veins 
of  American  citizens,  the  mingled^blood  which  they  have  shed 
in  defence  of  their  sacred  rights,  consecrate  their  union,  and 
excite  horror  at  the  idea  of  their  becoming  aliens,  rivals, 
enemies.     And  if  novelties  are  to  be  shunned,  believe  me,  the 
most  alarming  of  all  novelties,  the  most  wild  of  all  projects,  the 
most  rash  of  all  attempts,  is  that  of  rending  us  in  pieces,  in 
order  to  preserve  our  liberties  and  promote  our  happiness. 
Bat  why  is  the  experiment  of  an  extended  republic  to  be  re- 
jected, merely  because  it  may  comprise  what  is  new?    Is  it  not 
the  glory  of  the  people  of  America  that,  whilst  they  have  paid 
a  decent  regard  to  the  opinions  of  former  times  and  other 
nations,  they  bave  not  suffered  a  blind  veneration  for  antiquity, 
for  custom,  or  for  names,  to  overrule  the  suggestions  of  their 
own  good  sense,  the  knowledge  of  their  own  situation,  and  the 
lessons  of  their  own  experience  f    To  this  manly  spirit  posterity 
will  be  indebted  for  the  possession,  and  the  world  for  the  ex- 
ample, of  the  numerous  innovations  displayed  on  the  American 
theatre,  in  favor  of  private  rights  and  public  happiness.     Had 
no  important  step  been  taken  by  the  leaders  of  the  revolution, 
for  which  a  precedent  could  not  be  discovered;  had  no  govern- 
ment been  established,  of  which  an  exact  model  did  not  present 
itself,  the  people  of  the  United  States  might,  at  this  moment, 
have  been  numbered  among  the  melancholy  victims  of  misguided 
counsels ;  must  at  best  have  been  laboring  under  the  weight  of 
some  of  those  forms  which  have  crushed  the  liberties  of  the 
rest  of  mankind.     Happily  for  America,  happily,  we  trust,  for 
tht  whole  human  race,  they  pursued  a  new  and  more  noble 
course.    They  accomplished  a  revolution  which  has  no  parallel 

21* 
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in  the  annals  of  human  society.  Thej  reared  fabrics  of  govern- 
ment which  have  no  model  on  the  face  of  the  globe.  Thej 
formed  the  design  of  a  great  confederacy,  which  it  is  inenm- 
bent  on  their  saccessors  to  improve  and  perpetuate.  If  their 
works  betray  imperfections,  we  wonder  at  the  fewness  of  them. 
If  they  erred  most  in  the  strnctare  of  the  union,  this  was  the 
work  most  difficult  to  be  executed ;  this  is  the  work  which  has 
been  new-modelled  by  the  act  of  your  convention,  and  it  is  that 
act  on  which  you  are  now  to  deliberate  and  decide. 


MARaARET  MILLER  DAVIDSON,  1823—1838. 

Maboabbt  MiLLBB  Davidsov,  the  sifiier  of  Laoretia,  and  qaii«  as 
remarkable  for  precocity  of  intellect,  was  bom  at  Plattsbnig,  N.  Y., 
on  the  26th  of  March,  1823.  Like  her  sister,  she  was  of  delicate  and 
feeble  frame  from  her  infancy,  and,  like  her,  she  had  an  early  passion 
for  knowledge.  Her  mother  endeavored  to  keep  her  back ;  bnt,  before 
she  could  write  or  even  read  well,  she  would  talk  in  the  language  of 
poetry— of  "  the  pale  cold  moon,"  of  the  stars  "  that  shone  like  the 
eyes  of  angels,*'  &c.  At  six  years  old,  she  was  so  far  advanced  in 
literature  and  intelligence  as  to  be  the  companion  of  her  mother  whesk 
confined  to  her  room  by  protracted  illness.  She  read  not  only  well, 
but  elegantly ;  her  love  of  reading  amounted  to  a  paslbion,  and  her 
intelligence  surpassed  belief.  Strangers  viewed  with  astonishment  a 
child,  not  seven  y^rs  old,  ifeading  with  enthusiastic  delight  Thom- 
son's "Seasons,"  the  "Pleasures  of  Hope,"  Cowi>er*8  "Task,"  and  even 
Milton ;  and  marking  with  taste  and  discrimination  the  passages  that 
struck  her.  But  the  Bible  was  her  daily  study,  over  which  she  did 
not  hurry  as  a  task,  but  would  spend  an  hour  or  two  in  commenting 
with  her  mother  on  the  oontents  of  the  chapter  she  had  read* 

In  1833,  when  she  was  ten  years  old,  she  had  a  severe  attack  oi 
scarlet  fever,  from  which  she  recovered  but  slowly ;  and  her  father, 
thinking  that  the  climate  and  situation  of  Saratoga  would  be  better 
for  her,  removed  there  that  year.  But  she  showed  her  love  for  the 
wilder  scenes  of  her  "  Native  Lake,"  in  the  following  sweet  verses 
^remarkable  for  one  so  young — on  the  charms  of 
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LAKE  OHAMPLAIN. 

Thj  verdant  banks,  thj  lucid  stream, 
Lit  by  the  sun's  resplendent  beam, 
Reflect  each  bending  tree  so  light 
Upon  thy  bounding  bosom  bright — 
Could  I  but  see  thee  once  again, 
My  own,  my  beautiful  Champlain  t 

The  little  isles  that  deck  thy  breast, 

And  calmly  on  thy  bosom  rest, 

How  often  in  my  childish  glee 

IVe  sported  round  them  bright  and  free ! 

Could  I  but  see  thee  once  again, 

My  own,  my  beautiful  Champlain  t 

How  oft  IVe  watched  the  freshening  shower 
Bending  the  summer  tree  and  flower, 
And  felt  my  little  heart  beat  high 
As  the  bright  rainbow  graced  the  sky  I 
Could  I  but  see  thee  once  again, 
My  own,  my  beautiful  Champlain  t 

And  shall  I  never  see  thee  more, 

My  native  lake,  my  much-loved  shore  f 

And  must  I  bid  a  long  adieu. 

My  dear,  my  infant  home,  to  you  ? 

Shall  I  not  see  thee  once  again. 

My  own,  my  beautiful  Champlain  ? 

In  1834,  she  was  again  seized  by  illness — a  liver  complaint,  which 
by  sympathy  affected  her  lungs,  and  confined  her  to  her  room  for 
tour  months.  On  her  recovery,  her  genius,  which  had  seemed  to 
lie  dormant  in  sickness,  broke  forth  with  a  brilliancy  that  astonished 
her  fHends  ;  and  she  poured  out,  in  rapid  succession,  some  of  her  best 
pieces.  But  her  health  was  evidently  declining.  The  death  of  a 
beloved  brother,  in  1835,  affected  her  deeply;  and  with  short  and 
transient  gleams  of  health  amid  dark  and  dismal  prospects^  this  ami- 
able and  gifted  child  slept,  as  she  herself  trusted,  in  the  arms  of  her 
Redeemer,  on  the  25th  of  November,  1838,  aged  fifteen  years  and 
eight  months.' 

In  1833,  while  on  a  visit  to  New  York,  she  expressed,  in  the  follow- 
ing beautiful  lines,  her 


'  Read  an  article  in  the  "London  Qoarterly  Review,"  by  the  poet  Southey, 
Tol.  Ixix.  p.  91. 
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YEARNINGS  FOB  HOME. 

I  would  fly  from  the  city,  would  fly  from  its  care, 

To  my  own  native  plants  and  my  flowerets  so  fair ! 

To  the  cool  grassy  shade,  and  the  rivulet  bright 

Which  reflects  the  i>ale  moon  on  its  bosom  of  light. 

Again  would  I  view  the  old  mansion  so  dear, 

Where  I  sported,  a  babe,  without  sorrow  or  fear. 

I  would  leave  this  great  city,  so  brilliant  and  gay. 

For  a  peep  at  my  home  on  this  pure  summer-day. 

I  have  friends  whom  I  love,  and  would  leave  with  regret, 

But  the  love  of  my  home,  oh  'tis  tenderer  yet  1 

There  a  sister  reposes,  unconscious,  in  death — 

'Twas  there  she  first  drew,  and  there  yielded  her  breath ; 

A  father  I  love  is  away  from  me  now— • 

Oh  could  I  but  print  a  sweet  kiss  on  his  brow. 

Or  smooth  the  gray  locks  to  my  fond  heart  so.  dear, 

How  quickly  would  vanish  each  trace  of  a  tear  1 

Attentive  I  listen  to  pleasure's  gay  call ; 

But  my  own  darling  Home,  it  is  dearer  than  all. 


TO  HER  SISTER. 

Oh  thou,  so  early  lost,  so  long  deplored  t 
Pure  spirit  of  my  sister,  be  thou  near !   . 

And  while  I  touch  this  hallowed  harp  of  thine. 
Bend  from  the  skies,  sweet  sister,  bend  and  hear. 

For  thee  I  pour  this  unaffected  lay ; 

/To  thee  these  simple  numbers  all  belong : 
For,  though  thine  earthly  form  has  passed  away, 

Thj  memory  still  inspires  my  childish  song. 

Take,  then,  this  feeble  tribute — 'tis  thine  own — 
Thy  fingers  sweep  my  trembling  heart-strings  o'er, 

Arouse  to  harmony  each  buried  tone. 
And  bid  its  wakened  musio  sleep  no  more ! 

Long  has  thy  voice  been  silent ;  and  thy  lyro 
Hung  o'er  thy  grave,  in  death's  unbroken  rest ; 

But,  when  its  last  sweet  tones  were  borne  away, 
One  answering  echo  lingered  in  my  breast. 

Oh  thou  pure  spirit  I  if  thou  hoverest  near. 
Accept  these  lines,  unworthy  though  they  be. 

Faint  echoes  from  thy  fount  of  song  divine, 
By  thee  inspired,  and  dedicate  to  thee  1 
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TO  HER  MOTHER.* 

Oh,  mother!  would  the  power  were  mine 
To  wake  the  strain  thou  lovest  to  hear, 

And  breathe  each  trembling  new-bom  thought 
Within  thy  fondly  listening  ear, 

As  when,  in  days  of  health  and  glee, 

My  hoi>es  and  fancies  wandered  free. 

But,  mother !  now  a  shade  hath  passed 
Athwart  my  brightest  visions  here ; 

A  cloud  of  darkest  gloom  hath  wrapped 
The  remnant  of  my  brief  career : 

No  song,  no  echo  can  I  win ; 

The  sparkling  fount  hath  dried  within. 

The  torch  of  earthly  hope  bums  dim, 

And  fancy  spreads  her  wings  no  more ; 
And  oh,  how  vain  and  trivial  seem 

The  pleasures  that  I  prized  before ; 
My  soul,  with  trembling  steps  and  slow, 

Is  struggling  on  through  doubt  and  strife ; 
Oh,  may  it  prove,  as  time  rolls  on. 

The  pathway  to  eternal  life  1 
Then,  when  my  cares  and  fears  are  o*er, 
III  sing  thee  as  in  "days  of  yore." 

I  said  that  Hoi)e  had  passed  from  earth — 
'Twas  but  to  fold  her  wings  in  heaven. 

To  whisper  of  the  souVs  new  birth, 
Of  sinners  saved  and  sins  forgiven : 

When  mine  are  washed  in  tears  away. 

Then  shall  my  spirit  swell  the  lay. 

When  God  shall  guide  my  soul  above 
By  the  soft  chords  of  heavenly  love — • 
When  the  vain  cares  of  earth  depart. 
And  tuneful  voices  swell  my  heart, 
Then  shall  each  word,  each  note  I  raise. 
Burst  forth  in  pealing  hymns  of  praise : 
And  all  not  offered  at  his  shrine. 
Dear  mother,  I  will  place  on  thine. 


*  This  was  the  la«t  poem  she  ever  wrote. 
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TIMOTHY  FLINT,  1780—1840. 

This  early  historian  and  soene-painter  of  our  Western  ooontrj  was 
bom  in  Reading,  Massachusetts,  in  1780,  and  graduated  at  Harrard 
College,  in  1800.  After  devoting  two  years  to  the  study  of  theology, 
he  became  pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church  in  Lunenburg,  Massa- 
chusetts, where  he  continued  till  1814.  His  health  haying  by  this 
time  become  impaired  by  too  sedentary  pursuits,  he  deemed  it  best  to 
seek  a  milder  climate,  and  in  1815  became  a  missionary  in  the  Valley 
of  the  Biississippi.  After  passing  a  winter  at  Cincinnati,  he  journeyed 
through  portions  of  Ohio,  Indiana,  and  Kentucky,  and  then  took  up 
his  abode  at  St.  Charles,  Missouri,  where  he  remained  nearly  three 
years.  In  1822,  he  removed  to  New  Orleans,  and  the  year  after,  he 
went  to  Alexandria,  on  the  Red  River,  where  he  took  charge  of  a 
literary  institution.  Here  he  began  to  write  his  "Recollections  of 
Ten  Years  passed  in  the  Valley  of  the  Mississippi,"  which  was  pub- 
lished in  Boston  in  1826 ;  and  which  at  that  time  was  the  most  im- 
portant contribution  to  American  geography  that  had  been  made. 
In  the  following  year,  he  published  a  novel,  entitled  **  Francis  Berrian ; 
or  the  Mexican  Patriot,"  a  story  of  romantic  adventure  with  the 
Camanches,  connected  with  the  Mexican  struggle  for  independenee. 
This  was  followed,  in  1828,  by  "  Arthur  Clenning*'— a  very  hasard- 
ous  attempt  to  write  one  more  Robinson  Crusoe.  "  George  Mason,  the 
Young  Backwoodsman,"  followed,  but  without  increasing  the  author's 
reputation.  The  last  of  his  novels  was  "The  Shoshonee  Valley," 
published  in  Cincinnati  in  1830,  the  scene  of  which  was  laid  among 
the  Indians  of  Oregon. 

In  1832,  Mr.  Fliift  published,  in  Boston,  "  Lectures  upon  Natural 
History,  Geology,  Chemistry,  the  Application  of  Steam,  and  Interest- 
ing Discoveries  in  the  Arts."  In  1834,  he  removed  to  Cincinnati,  and 
became  the  editor  of  the  "  Western  Monthly  Magazine,"  which  he 
conducted  with  much  ability ;  writing  more  or  less  for  every  number, 
for  three  years.  He  then  removed  to  Louisiana,  being  in  quite  feeble 
health,  and  hoping  to  be  benefited  by  that  climate.  But  he  was  dis- 
appointed, and  in  May,  1840,  he  resolved  to  return  to  his  own  New 
England,  to  see  what  his  native  air  would  do  for  him.  But  all  was  of 
no  avail,  and  he  expired  at  Reading,  Massachusetts,  August  18th,  1840. 

BCr.  Flint  will  always  be  known  as  one  of  the  earliest  geographers 
of  our  country,  whose  works,  from  their  clear  and  beautiful  descrip- 
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tionB  of  scenery,  and  from  their  piotnres  of  oar  western  wilds  and 
prairies  before  trodden  by  the  feet  of  oivilization,  will  always  main- 
tain a  position  in  our  early  literatnre,  and  be  read  with  interest. 


INDIAN  MOUNDS. 

At  first  the  eye  mistakes  these  moands  for  hills ;  bat  when  it 
catches  the  regnlarity  of  their  breast-works  and  ditches,  it  dis- 
covers, at  ODce,  that  they  are  the  labors  of  art  and  of  men. 
When  the  evidence  of  the  senses  convinces  ns  that  human  bones 
monlder  in  these  masses ;  when  yoo  dig  about  them,  and  bring 
to  light  domestic  utensils,  and  are  compelled  to  believe  that  the 
bnsj  tide  of  life  once  flowed  here;  when  yon  see,  at  once,  that 
these  races  were  of  a  very  different  character  from  the  present 
generation,  you  begin  to  inquire  if  any  tradition,  if  any,  the 
funtest  records,  can  throw  any  light  upon  these  habitations  of 
men  of  another  age.  Is  there  no  scope,  beside  these  mounds, 
for  imagination  and  for  contemplation  of  the  past?  The  men, 
their  joys,  their  sorrows,  their  bones,  are  all  buried  together. 
But  the  grand  features  of  nature  remain.  There  is  the  beauti- 
ful prairie  over  which  they  "strutted  through  life's  poor  play." 
The  forests,  the  hills,  the  mounds,  lift  their  heads  in  unalterable 
repose,  and  furnish  ^he  same  sources  of  contemplation  to  us 
that  they  did  to  those  generations  that  have  passed  away. 

These  mounds  must  date  back  to  remote  depths  in  the  olden 
time.  From  the  ages  of  the  trees  on  them,  we  can  trace  them 
back  six  hundred  years,  leaving  it  entirely  to  the  imagination 
to  descend  further  into  the  depths  of  time  beyond.  And  yet, 
after  the  rains,  the  washing,  and  the  crumbling  of  so  many 
ages,  many  of  them  are  still  twenty-five  feet  high.  Some  of 
them  are  spread  over  an  extent  of  acres.  I  have  seen,  great 
and  small,  I  should  suppose,  a  hundred.  Though  diverse  in 
position  and  form,  they  all  have  an  uniform  character.  They 
are,  for  the  most  part,  in  rich  soils,  and  in  conspicuous  situa- 
tions. Thos6  on  the  Ohio  are  covered  with  very  large  trees. 
But  in  the  prairie  regions,  where  I  have  seen  the  greatest  num- 
bers, they  ate  covered  with  tall  grass,  and  are  generally  near 
beaches,  which  indicate  the  former  courses  of  the  rivers,  in  the 
finest  situations  for  present  culture ;  and  the  greatest  popula- 
tion clearly  has  been  in  those  very  positions  where  the  most 
dense  future  population  will  be. 
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FASHION  AND  RUIN  verSUS  INDU6TBT  AND  INDXPSNDENGK. 

We  have  not  the  elements  on  which  to  base  the  calcnlatioD ; 
bat  we  may  assume  that  there  are  in  the  United  States  a  hun- 
dred thousand  young  ladies,  at  least,  brought  up  to  do  nothing 
except  dress  and  pursue  amusement.  Another  hundred  thou- 
sand learn  music,  dancing,  and  what  are  called  the  fashionable 
accomplishments.  It  has  been  said  that  ''revolutions  never 
move  backwards."  It  is  equally  true  of  emulation  of  the 
fashion.  The  few  opulent,  who  can  afford  to  be  good  for 
nothing,  precede.  Another  class  presses  as  closely  as  they  can 
upon  their  steps ;  and  the  contagious  mischief  spreads  doim- 
ward,  till  the  fond  father,  who  lays  everything  under  contribo- 
tion  to  furnish  the  means  for  purchasing  a  piano  and  hiring  a 
music  master  for  his  daughters,  instead  of  being  served,  when 
he  comes  in  from  the  plough,  by  the  ruined  favorites  for  whom 
he  has  sacrificed  so  much,  finds  that  a  servant  must  be  hired 
for  the  young  ladies. 

Here  is  not  the  end  of  the  mischiefl  Every  one  knows  that 
mothers  and  daughters  give  the  tone  and  laws — more  unalter- 
able than  those  of  the  Medes  and  Persians — to  society.  Here 
is  the  root  of  the  matter,  the  spring  of  bitter  waters.  Here  is 
the  origin  of  the  complaint  of  hard  times,  bankruptcies,  greedi- 
ness, avarice,  and  the  horse-leech  cry  "  Give,  give  I"  Here  is 
the  reason  why  every  man  lives  up  to  his  income,  and  so  many 
beyond  it.  Here  is  the  reason  why  the  young  trader,  starting 
on  credit,  and  calling  himself  a  merchant,  hires  and  furnishes 
such  a  house  as  if  he  really  was  one,  fails,  and  gives  to  his  cre- 
ditors a  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes  and  misapplied  sales. 
He  has  married  a  wife  whose  vanity  and  extravagance  are 
fathomless,  and  his  ruin  is  explained.  Hence  the  general  and 
prevalent  evil  of  the  present  times,  extravagance — conscious 
shame  of  the  thought  of  being  industrious  and  useful  Hence 
the  concealment  of  these,  their  good  deeds,  with  as  much  care 
as  if  they  were  crimes,  by  so  many  thousand  young  ladies,  who 
have  not  yet  been  touched  by  the  extreme  of  modem  degene- 
racy, and  who  still  occasionally  apply  their  hands  to  domestic 
employment.  Every  body  is  ashamed  not  to  be  expensive  and 
fashionable ;  and  every  one  seems  equally  ashamed  of  honest 
industry.        *****  * 

I  cannot  conceive  that  mere  idlers,  male  or  female,  can  have 
respect  enough  for  themselves  to  be  comfortable.     I  have  no 
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eooception  of  a  beaatifal  woman,  or  a  fine  roan,  in  whose  eye, 
in  whose  port,  in  whose  whole  expression,  this  sentiment  does 
not  stand  embodied :  "  I  am  called  by  my  Creator  to  dnties ;  I 
haTc  employment  on  the  earth ;  my  sterner,  bnt  more  endnring 
pleasures  are  in  discharging  my  dnties." 

Compare  the  sedate  expression  of  this  sentiment  in  the  conn- 
tenance  of  man  or  woman,  when  it  is  known  to  stand,  as  the 
index  of  character  and  the  fact,  with  the  superficial  gaudiness 
of  a  simple,  good-for-nothing  belle,  who  disdains  usefulness 
and  employment,  whose  empire  is  a  ball-room,  and  whose  sub- 
jects dandies,  as  silly  and  as  useless  as  herself.  Who,  of  the 
two,  has  most  attractions  for  a  man  of  sense  f  The  one  a  help- 
mate, a  fortune  in  herself,  who  can  aid  to  procure  one,  if  the 
husband  has  it  not ;  who  can  soothe  him  under  the  loss  of  it, 
and,  what  is  more,  aid  him  to  regain  it ;  and  the  other  a 
painted  butterfly,  for  ornament  only  during  the  vernal  and 
sunny  months  of  prosperity,  and  then  not  becoming  a  chrysalis, 
an  inert  moth  in  adversity,  but  a  croaking,  repining,  ill-tem- 
pered termagant,  who  can  only  recur  to  the  days  of  her  short- 
liyed  triumph,  to  embitter  the  misery,  and  poverty,  and  hope- 
lessness of  a  husband,  who,  like  herself,  knows  not  to  dig,  and 
is  ashamed  to  beg. 

We  are  obliged  to  avail  ourselves  of  severe  language  in  appli- 
cation to  a  deep-rooted  malady.  We  want  words  of  power.  We 
need  energetic  and  stem  applications.  No  country  ever  verged 
more  rapidly  towards  extravagance  and  expense.  In  a  young 
repoblic,  like  ours,  it  is  ominous  of  anything  but  good.  Men 
of  thought,  and  virtue,  and  example,  are  called  upon  to  look 
to  this  evil.  Te  patrician  families,  that  croak,  and  complain, 
and  forebode  the  downfall  of  the  republic,  here  is  the  origin  of 
yoar  evils.  Instead  of  training  your  son  to  waste  his  time,  as 
an  idle  young  gentleman  at  large ;  instead  of  inculcating  pn 
your  daughter,  that  the  incessant  tinkling  of  a  harpsichord,  or 
a  scornful  and  lady-like  toss  of  the  head,  or  dexterity  in  waltz- 
ing, are  the  chief  requisites  to  make  her  way  in  life ;  if  you  can 
find  no  better  employment  for  them,  teach  him  the  use  of  the 
grubbing  hoe,  and  her  to  make  up  garments  for  vour  servants. 
Train  your  son  and  daughter  to  an  employment,  to  frugality, 
to  hold  the  high  front,  and  to  walk  the  fearless  step  of  inde- 
pendence. When  your  children  have  these  possessions,  you 
may  go  down  to  the  grave  in  peace,  as  regards  their  temporal 
fortunes. 

Western  JR&vi€w. 
22 
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THE  8H0BX8  OF  THS  OHIO. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  November.  The  weatbw*  np  to 
this  time  had  been,  with  the  exception  of  a  couple  of  days  of 
fog  and  rain,  delightful.  The  sky  has  a  milder  and  lighter 
aznre  than  that  of  the  Northern  States.  The  wide,  clean  sasd- 
bars  stretching  for  miles  together,  and  now  and  then  a  fiock  of 
wild  geese,  swans,  or  sand-hill  cranes,  and  pelicans,  staMdag 
along  on  them;  the  infinite  varieties  of  form  of  the  towering 
blnffs;  the  new  tribes  of  shrubs  and  plants  on  the  shores;  the 
exuberant  fertility  of  the  soil,  evidencing  itself  in  the  natoral 
as  well  as  cultivated  vegetation ;  in  the  height  and  size  of  the 
com,  of  itself  alone  a  matter  of  astonishment  to  an  inhabitant 
of  the  Northern  States;  in  the  thrifty  aspect  of  the  young 
orchards,  literally  bending  under  their  fruit;  the  surprising 
size  and  rankness  of  the  weeds,  and,  in  the  inclosures  where 
cultivation  had  been  for  a  while  suspended,  the  matted  abund- 
ance of  every  kind  of  vegetation  that  ensued — all  these  cir- 
cumstances united  to  give  a  novelty  and  freshness  to  the 
scenery.  The  bottom  forests  everywhere  display  the  huge 
sycamore,  the  king  of  the  western  forest,  in  all  places  an  inte- 
resting tree,  but  particularly  so  here,  and  in  autumn,  when 
you  see  its  white  and  long  branches  among  its  red  and  yellow 
fading  leaves.  Ton  may  add,  that  in  all  the  trees  Uiat  have 
been  stripped  of  their  leaves,  you  see  them  crowned  with 
verdant  tufts  of  the  viscus  or  mistletoe,  with  its  beaotifiil 
white  berries,  and  their  trunks  entwined  with  grape-vines,  some 
of  them  in  size  not  much  short  of  the  human  body.  To  add 
to  this  union  of  pleasant  circumstances,  there  is  a  delightfal 
temperature  of  the  air,  more  easily  felt  than  described.  la 
New  England,  when  the  sky  was  partially  covered  with  fleecy 
clouds,  and  the  wind  blew  very  gently  from  the  southwest,  I 
have  sometimes  had  the  same  sensations  from  the  temperatore 
there.  A  slight  degree  of  languor  ensues;  and  the  irritability 
that  is  caused  by  the  rougher  and  more  bracing  air  of  the 
north,  and  wffich  is  more  favorable  to  physical  strength  and 
activity  than  enjoyment,  gives  place  to  a  tranquillity  highly 
propitious  to  meditation.  There  is  something,  too,  in  the 
gentle  and  almost  imperceptible  motion,  as  you  sit  on  the  deek 
of  the  boat,  and  see  the  trees  apparently  moving  by  yon,  and 
new  groups  of  scenery  still  opening  upon  your  eye,  together 
with  the  view  of  these  ancient  and  magnificent  forests,  which 
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tbe  axe  has  not  yet  despoiled,  the  broad  and  beanUfol  river, 
the  earth  and  the  sky,  which  render  snch  a  trip  at  this  season 
the  yery  element  of  poetry. 


OHARAOXIB  or  THE  INDIAN. 

An  Indian  seldom  jests.  He  usually  speaks  low,  and  nnder 
his  breath.  Loquacity  is  with  him  an  indication  of  being  a 
trifling  character,  and  of  deeds  inversely  less  as  his  words  are 
more.  The  young  men,  and  even  the  boys,  have  a  sullen,  moody, 
and  unjoyous  countenance;  and  seem  to  have  little  of  that 
elastic  gayety  with  which  the  beneyolence  of  Providence  has 
endowed  the  first  days  of  the  existence  of  most  other  beings. 
In  this  general  remark,  we  ought  not,  perhaps,  to  include  the 
squaw,  who  shows  some  analogy  of  feeling  to  the  white  female. 

The  males  evidently  have  not  the  quick  sensibilities,  the  acute 
perceptions,  of  most  other  races.  They  do  not  easily  sy  mpathisKe 
with  what  is  enjoyment  or  suffering  about  them.  Nothing  but 
an  overwhelming  excitement  can  arouse  them.  They  seem 
callous  to  all  the  passions,  but  rage.  Every  one  has  remarked 
how  little  surprise  they  express  for  whatever  is  new,  strange,  or 
striking.  True,  it  is  partially  their  pride  that  induces  them  to 
affect  this  indifference — for,  that  it  is  affected,  we  have  had 
Bumberiess  opportunities  to  discover.  It  is,  with  them,  not 
only  pride,  but  calculation,  to  hold  in  seeming  contempt  things 
which  they  are  aware  ^hey  cannot  obtain  and  possess.  But 
they  seem  to  be  bom  with  an  instinctive  determination  to  be 
independent^  if  possible,  of  nature  and  society,  and  to  concen- 
trate within  themselves  an  existence,  which,  at  any  moment, 
they  seem  willing  to  lay  down. 

Their  impassible  fortitude  and  epdarance  of  suffering,  their 
contempt  of  pain  and  death,  invest  their  character  with  a  kind 
of  moral  grandeur.  Some  part  of  this  may  be  the  result  of 
their  training,  discipline,  and  exercise  of  self-control ;  but  it  is 
to  be  doubted  whether  some  part  be  not  the  result  of  a  more 
than  ordinary  degree  of  physical  insensibility.  It  has  been 
said,  but  with  how  mnch  truth  we  do  not  pretend  to  say,  that, 
In  undergoing  amputation,  and  other  surgical  operations,  their 
nerves  do  not  shrink,  or  show  the  same  tendency  to  spasms, 
with  those  of  the  whites.  When  the  savage— to  explain  his 
insensibility  to  cold— called  upon  the  white  man  to  recollect 
how  little  his  own /ace  was  affected  by  it,  in  consequence  of  its 
constant  exposure,  the  savage  added,  "My  body  %$  aUfaceJ^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


256  TIMOTHT  lUMT.  [1780-1840. 

As  regards  their  vanitj,  we  have  not  often  had  the  fortone 
to  contemplate  a  joang  sqaaw  at  her  toilet;  bat,  from  the 
studied  arrangement  of  her  calico  jacket;  from  the  glaring  cir- 
cles of  Termilion  on  her  plamp  and  circular  face;  from  the  arti- 
ficial manner  in  which  her  hair,  of  intense  black,  is  clobbed  in 
a  coil  of  the  thickness  of  a  man's  wrist;  from  the  long  time  it 
takes  her  to  complete  these  arrangements,  from  the  manner  in 
which  she  minces  and  ambles,  and  plays  off  her  prettiest  airs, 
after  she  has  put  on  all  her  charms,  we  should  clearly  infer  that 
dress  and  personal  ornament  occupy  the  same  portion  of  her 
thoughts  that  they  do  of  the  fashionable  woman  of  ciTilixed 
society.  In  regions  contiguous  to  the  whites,  the  squaws  hare 
generally  a  calico  shirt  of  the  finest  colors. 

A  young  Indian  warrior  is  notoriously  the  most  thorough- 
going beau  in  the  world.  Bond  Street  and  Broadway  furnish 
no  subjects  that  will  undergo  as  much  crimping  and  confine- 
ment, to  appear  in  full  dress.  We  are  confident  that  we  haTe 
observed  such  a  character,  constantly  occupied  with  his  paints 
and  his  pocket-glass,  three  full  hours,  laying  on  his  colors,  and 
arranging  his  tresses,  and  contemplating,  from  time  to  time, 
with  visible  satisfaction,  the  progress  of  his  growing  attrac- 
tions. When  he  has  finished,  the  proud  triumph  of  irresistible 
charms  is  in  his  eye.  The  chiefs  and  warriors,  in  full  dress, 
have  one,  two,  or  three  broad  clasps  of  silver  about  their  arms ; 
generally  jewels  in  their  ears,  and  often  in  their  noses ;  and 
nothing  is  more  common  than  to  see  a  thin,  circular  piece  of 
silver,  of  the  size  of  a  dollar,  depending  from  the  nose,  a  little 
below  the  upper  lip. 

Nothing  shows  more  clearly  the  influence  of  fashion :  this 
ornament,  so  painfully  inconvenient,  as  it  evidently  is  to  them, 
and  so  horridly  ugly  and  disfiguring,  seems  to  be  the  utmost 
finish  of  Indian  taste.  Pointed  porcupine-quills  are  twisted 
in  their  hair.  Tails  of  animals  hang  from  their  hair  behind. 
A  necklace  of  bear's  or  alligator's  teeth,  or  of  claws  of  the 
bald  eagle,  hangs  loosely  down,  with  an  interior  and  smaller 
circle  of  large  red  beads ;  or,  in  default  of  them,  a  rosary  of 
red  hawthorns  surrounds  the  neck.  From  the  knees  to  the 
feet,  the  legs  are  ornamented  with  great  numbers  of  little,  per- 
forated, cylindrical  pieces  of  silver  or  brass,  that  emit  a  simul- 
taneous tinkle  as  the  person  walks.  If  to  all  this  he  add  an 
American  hat,  and  a  soldier's  coat  of  blue,  faced  with  red,  over 
the  customary  calico  shirt  of  the  gaudiest  colors  that  can  be 
found,  he  lifts  his  feet  high,  and  steps  firmly  on  the  ground,  to 
give  his  tinklers  an  uniform  and  full  sound,  and  apparently 
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considers  his  appearance  with  as  mnch  complacency  as  the  ha- 
man  bosom  can  be  supposed  to  feel.  This  is  a  very  curtailed 
view  of  an  Indian  beau ;  bat  every  reader  competent  to  jadge 
will  admit  its  fidelity,  as  far  as  it  goes,  to  the  description  of  a 
yoong  Indian  warrior,  when  prepared  to  take  part  in  a  pnblic 
dance. 


JAMES  A.  HILLHOUSB,  1789—1841. 

Thb  Hillhonae  familj  held  a  high  social  position  in  Deny,  Ireland. 
One  of  the  members  emigrated  to  America,  and  settled  in  Connecticnt 
in  1720.  The  grandfather  of  onr  poet,  Hon.  William  Hillhonae,  was 
engaged  for  more  than  fiftj  years  in  the  pnbHo  service,  as  a  repre- 
sentative, a  member  of  the  council,  and  an  efficient  officer  in  other 
places  of  tmst  and  dignitj.  The  father  of  the  poet,  Hon.  James  Hill- 
boose,  who  died  in  1833,  filled  varioos  offices  in  his  native  State,  and 
waa  fur  manj  jears  a  leading  member  of  Congress. 

The  subject  of  the  present  sketch  was  bom  in  New  Haven,  on  the 
26th  of  September,  1789.  At  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  entered  Tale 
College,  and  graduated  in  1808,  with  a  high  reputation  for  scholar- 
ship. At  the  Commencement  of  1812,  he  delivered  before  the  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  Societj  a  descriptive  poem,  entitled  ''The  Judgment,'* 
which  gained  him  high  reputation.  It  is  in  the  form  of  a  **  vision,*' 
and  is  designed  to  represent  the  fearful  events  of  the  great  daj  of  final 
retribution.  In  our  opinion,  all  such  attempts  must  be  as  signal 
f&ilures,  as  Martin's  to  "  illustrate"  the  sublime  conceptions  of  Milton. 
The  moment  you  describe  or  localize,  the  boundless  plaj  of  the  ima- 
gination is  gone. 

In  1819,  he  visited  Europe  upon  business  engagements,  and  while 
in  London  revised  what  had  long  been  written  and  published, "  Percj's 
Masque,  a  Drama  in  Five  Acts,"  which  was  republished  in  this  country 
in  1820.  It  is  founded  upon  the  ballad  of  **  The  Hermit  of  Wash- 
w<nih,"  by  Bishop  Percy.  In  1822,  Mr.  Hillhouse  married  Cornelia 
Lawrence,  daughter  of  Isaac  Lawrence,  Esq.,  of  New  York,  and  soon 
after  returned  to  New  Haven,  where  he  resided  at  "  Sachem's  Wood," 
the  name  of  his  beautiful  seat,  occupied  with  the  pursuits  of  a  man 
of  taste  and  fortune. 

During  the  year  1824,  "  Hadad,  a  Dramatic  Poem,"  was  written,  and 
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the  next  jear  was  committed  to  the  press.  It  is  based  upon  the  belief 
in  a  former  intercourse  between  mankind  and  the  good  and  evil  beings 
of  the  spiritual  world,  and  the  scene  is  laid  in  Judea,  in  the  time  of 
King  David.  Hadad,  a  Syrian  prince,  is  in  Jerusalem,  and  falls  in 
love  with  Tamar,  the  sister  of  Absalom ;  but  she  will  give  no  en- 
couragement to  him,  unless  he  shall  renounce  his  heathenism,  and 
conform  to  the  Jewish  worship,  &c.  This  is  generally  considered  the 
best  of  his  productions.  In  1839,  he  published  in  Boston,  in  two 
volumes,  all  the  above-mentioned  poems,  with  "  Demetria,  a  Tragedjr 
in  Five  Acts,"  founded  on  an  Italian  tale  of  love,  jealousy,  and  re- 
venge ;  and  "  Sachem's  Wood,"  together  with  several  orations  w^ich 
he  had  delivered  on  public  occasions.  For  some  time  previous  to  this 
his  health  had  been  failing,  and  in  the  autumn  of  1840  he  left  home, 
for  the  last  time,  to  visit  his  friends  in  Boston.  He  returned  some- 
wliat  benefited ;  but,  on  the  second  day  of  the  following  January,  his 
disorder  assumed  an  alarming  form,  which  terminated  fatally  on  the 
evening  of  the  fourth  of  that  month. 


SCENE  FROM  HADAD. 

The  garden  of  Absalom's  house  on  Mount  Zion,  near  the  palace,  orerlooklof  the  dtj. 
Tamab  sitting  bj  a  fountain.    [Enter  Uadad.] 

Had,    Delicious  to  behold  the  world  at  rest. 
Meek  Labor  wipes  his  brow,  and  intermits 
The  curse,  to  clasp  the  younglings  of  his  cot ; 
Herdsmen  and  shepherds  fold  their  flocks — and,  hark  I 
What  merry  strains  they  send  from  Olivet ! 
The  jar  of  life  is  still ;  the  city  speaks 
In  gentle  murmurs ;  voices  chime  with  lutes 
Waked  in  the  streets  and  gardens  ;  loving  pairs 
Eye  the  red  west,  in  one  another's  arms  ; 
And  nature,  breathing  dew  and  fragrance,  yields 
A  glimpse  of  happiness,  which  he,  who  formed 
Earth  and  the  stars,  had  power  to  make  eternal. 

Tarn,    Ah,  Hadad,  meanest  thou  to  reproach  the  Friend 
Who  gave  so  much,  because  he  gave  not  all  ? 

Had,    Perfect  benevolence,  methinks,  had  willed 
Unceasing  happiness,  and  peace,  and  joy ; 
Filled  the  whole  universe  of  human  hearts 
With  pleasure,  like  a  flowing  spring  of  life. 

Tarn,    Our  Prophet  teaches  so,  till  man  rebelled. 

Had.    Mighty  rebellion !  Had  he  *leagured  heaven 
With  beings  powerful,  numberless,  and  dreadful, 
Strong  as  the  enginery  that  rocks  the  world 
When  all  its  pillars  tremble  ;  mixed  the  fires 
Of  onset  with  annihilating  bolts 
DefenRive  volleyed  from  the  throne ;  this,  this 
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HjuI  been  rebellion  woiihj  of  the  name, 
Worthj  of  pnniBhment.     But  what  did  man  f 
Tasted  an  apple !  and  the  fragile  scene, 
Eden,  and  innocence,  and  human  bliss, 
The  nectar-flowing  streams,  life-giving  fruits. 
Celestial  shades,  and  amaranthine  flowers. 
Vanish ;  and  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain,  and  death 
Cleave  to  him  by  an  everlasting  cnrse. 

7am.    Ah  I  Ulk  not  thos. 

Had.    Is  this  benevolence  f — 
Nay,  loveliest,  these  things  sometimes  trouble  me ; 
For  I  was  tutored  in  a  brighter  faith. 
Our  Syrians  deem  each  lucid  fount,  and  stream. 
Forest,  and  mountain,  glade,  and  bosky  dell, 
Peopled  with  kind  divinities,  the  friends 
Of  man,  a  spiritual  race,  allied 
To  him  by  many  sympathies,  who  seek 
His  happiness,  inspire  him  with  gay  thoughts, 
Cool  with  their  waves,  and  fan  him  with  their  airs. 
O'er  them,  the  Spirit  of  the  Universe, 
Or  Soul  of  Nature,  circumfuses  all 
With  mild,  benevolent,  and  sun-like  radiance ; 
Pervading,  warming,  vivifying  earth, 
As  spirit  does  the  body,  M\\  green  herbs, 
And  beauteous  flowers,  and  branchy  cedars,  rise ; 
And  shooting  stellar  influence  through  her  oaves ; 
Whence  minerals  and  gems  imbibe  their  lustre. 

Tarn,    Breams,  Hadad,  empty  dreams. 

Had.    These  deities 
They  invocate  with  cheerful,  gentle  rites. 
Hang  garlands  on  their  altars,  heap  their  shrines 
With  Nature's  bounties,  fruits,  and  fragrant  flowers. 
Not  like  yon  gory  mount  that  ever  reeks — 

Tarn.    Cast  not  reproach  upon  the  holy  altar. 

Had.    Nay,  sweet. — Having  enjoyed  all  pleasures  here 
That  Nature  prompts,  but  chiefly  blissful  love. 
At  death,  the  happy  Syrian  maiden  deems 
Her  immaterial  flies  into  the  fields, 
Or  circumambient  clouds,  or  crystal  brooks. 
And  dwells,  a  Deity,  with  those  she  worshipped, 
Till  time  or  fate  return  her  in  its  course 
To  quaff^  once  more,  the  cup  of  human  joy. 

Tarn.    But  thou  believ'st  not  this. 

Had.    I  almost  wish 
Thou  didst ;  for  I  have  feared,  my  gentle  Tamar, 
Thy  spirit  is  too  tender  for  a  law 
Announced  in  terror,  coupled  with  the  threats 
Of  an  inflexible  and  dreadful  Being. 

Tarn,    {In  tearSf  clasping  her  hands.) 
Witness,  ye  heavens !  Eternal  Father,  witness ! 
Blest  God  of  Jacob  1  Maker  1  Friend,  Preserver  I 
That,  with  my  heart,  my  undivided  soul. 
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I  lore,  adore,  and  pndse  thy  glodoas  name, 
Confess  thee  Lord  of  all,  believe  thy  laws 
Wise,  jast,  and  meroifol,  as  they  are  true. 

0  Hadad,  Hadad  I  3roa  misoonstme  mnoh 
The  sadness  that  osarps  me :  'tis  for  thee 

1  grieve— for  hopes  that  fade— for  yoor  lost  so«il, 
And  my  lost  happiness. 

'Had.    O  say  not  so, 
Beloved  princess.    Why  distrust  my  faith  ? 

Tarn.    Thou  know*st,  alas  t  my  weakness ;  but  remember, 
I  never,  never  will  be  thine,  although 
The  feast,  the  blessing,  and  the  song  were  past, 
Though  Absalom  and  David  called  me  bride, 
Till  sure  thou  own'st,  with  truth  and  love  sincere, 
The  Lord  Jehovah. 


HADAD'S  DESOaiPTION  Off  THX  OITT  OF  DAVID. 

'Tis  so ; — ^the  hoary  harper  sings  aright ; 
How  beautiful  is  Zioii  I — Like  a  queen. 
Armed  with  a  helm  in  virgin  loveliness, 
Her  heaving  bosom  in  a  bossy  cuirass. 
She  sits  aloft,  begirt  with  battlements 
And  bulwarks  swelling  from  the  rock,  to  guard 
The  sacred  courts,  pavilions,  palaces. 
Soft  gleaming  through  the  umbrage  of  the  woods, 
Which  tuft  her  summit,  and,  like  raven  tresses, 
Wave  their  dark  beauty  round  the  tower  of  David. 
Resplendent  with  a  thousand  golden  bucklers. 
The  embrasures  of  alabaster  shine ; 
Hailed  by  the  pilgrims  of  the  desert,  bound 
To  Judah*s  mart  with  orient  merchandise. 
But  not,  for  thou  art  flair  and  turret-crowned, 
Wet  with  the  choicest  dew  of  heaven,  and  blessed 
With  golden  fruits,  and  gales  of  frankincense. 
Dwell  I  beneath  thine  ample  curtains.    Here, 
Where  saints  and  prophets  teach,  where  the  stem  law 
Still  speaks  in  thunder,  where  chief  angels  watch. 
And  where  the  Glory  hovers,  here  I  war. 


EVENING  MUSIO  OF  THE  ANGEL& 

Low  warblings,  now,  and  solitary  harps. 
Were  heard  among  the  angels,  touched  and  tuned 
As  to  an  evening  hymn,  preluding  soft 
To  cherub  voices.     Louder  as  they  swelled. 
Deep  strings  struck  in,  and  hoarser  instruments, 
Mixed  with  clear  silver  soundB,  till  concord  rose 
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Full  aa  the  hAnnon j  of* winds  to  heaTen ; 
Yet  sweet  as  nature's  springtide  melodies 
To  some  worn  pilgrim,  first,  with  glistening  eyes, 
Greeting  his  native  vallej,  whence  the  sounds 
Of  rural  gladness,  herds,  and  bleating  flocks, 
The  chirp  of  birds,  blithe  Toiees,  lowing  kine, 
The  dash  of  waters,  reed,  or  rustic  pipe. 
Blent  with  the  dulcet  distance-mellowed  bell, 
Come,  like  the  echo  of  his  early  joys. 
In  every  pause,  from  spirits  in  mid  air, 
Responsive  still  were  golden  viols  heard, 
And  heavenly  symphonies  stole  faintly  down. 


HOW  PAtERNAL  WEALTH  SHOULD  BE  EMPLOYED. 

The  mischievoos,  and  truly  American  notion,  that,  to  enjoy 
a  respectable  position,  every  man  most  traffic,  or  preach,  or 
practise,  or  hoti  an  office,  brings  to  beggary  and  infamy  many 
who  might  have  lived,  under  a  jaster  estimate  of  things,  nse* 
folly  and  happily;  and  cots  os  off  from  a  needful,  as  well  as 
ornamental,  portion  of  society.  The  necessity  of  laboring  for 
sostenance  is,  indeed,  the  great  safegoard  of  the  world,  the 
baUatt,  withoot  which  the  wild  passions  of  men  woold  bring 
commnnities  to  speedy  wreck.  Bat  man  will  not  labor  with- 
oot a  motive  ;  and  soccessfol  accomulation,  on  the  part  of  the 
parent,  deprives  the  son  of  this  impulse.  Instead,  then,  of 
vainly  contending  against  laws  as  insormoontable  as  those  of 
physics,  and  attempting  to  drive  their  children  into  locrative 
indostry,  why  do  not  men,  who  have  made  themselves  opolent, 
open  their  eyes,  at  once,  to  the  glaring  fact,  that  the  cause — 
the  caose  itself — which  braced  their  own  nerves  to  the  strag- 
gle for  fortune,  does  not  exist  for  their  offspring?  The  father 
has  taken  from  his  son  his  motive/ — a  motive  confessedly  im- 
portant to  happiness  and  virtue,  in  the  present  state  of  things. 
He  is  bound,  therefore,  by  every  consideration  of  prudence 
and  homanity,  neither  to  attempt  to  drag  him  forward  without 
a  cheering,  animating  principle  of  action — nor  recklessly  to 
abandon  him  to  his  own  guidance— nor  to  poison  him  with  the 
love  of  lucre  for  itself;  but,  under  new  circumstances,  with 
new  prospects,  at  a  totally  different  starting-place  from  his 
own,  to  supply  other  motives — drawn  from  our  sensibility  to 
reputation,  from  our  natural  desire  to  know,  from  an  en- 
larged view  of  our  capacities  and  enjoyments,  and  a  more 
high  and  liberal  estimate  of  our  relations  to  society.     Fearful, 
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indeed,  is  the  responsibility  of  leaVing  yontb,  withoat  mental 
resources,  to  the  temptations  of  splendid  idleness  f  Men  who 
have  not  considered  this  subject,  while  the  objects  of  their 
affection  yet  surround  their  table,  drop  no  seeds  of  generous 
sentiments,  animate  them  with  no  discoorse  on  tl»  hemitj  of 
disinterestedness,  the  paramount  Talue  of  the  mind,  and  tfaa 
dignity  of  that  renovm  which  is  the  echo  of  illustrious  actions. 
Absorbed  in  one  pursuit^  their  morning  precept^  their  mid-day 
example,  and  their  evening  moral,  too  often  conspire  to  teach 
a  single  maxim,  and  that  in  direct  contradiction  of  the  inculca- 
tion, so  often  and  so  yariously  repeated :  "  It  is  better  to  get 
wisdom  than  gold."  Right  views,  a  careful  choice  of  agents, 
and  the  delegation,  betimes,  of  strict  authority,  would  insure  the 
object.  Only  let  the  parent  feel,  and  the  son  be  early  taught, 
that,  with  the  command  of  money  and  leisure,  to  enter  on  man- 
hood without  having  mastered  every  attainable  accomplishment. 
Is  more  disgraceful  than  threadbare  garments,  and  we  might 
have  the  happiness  to  see  in  the  inheritors  of  paternal  .wealth, 
less  frequently,  idle,  ignorant  prodigals  and  heart-breakers, 
and  more  frequently,  high-minded,  highly  educated  young  men, 
embellishing,  if  not  called  to  public  trusts,  a  private  station. 

With  such  a  class  ornamenting  the  circles  of  our  chief  citiee, 
we  should  soon  see  a  modification  of  claims.  The  arrogance 
of  simple  wealth  would  stand  rebuked  before  the  double  title 
of  those  who  superadded  intellectual  distinction.  Accom- 
plished minds,  finding  the  air  of  fashionable  assemblies  more 
respirable,  would  more  frequently  venture  into  them.  Society 
might  be  lively,  various,  and  intelligent — an  alliance  of  wit. 
Teaming,  genius,  and  fortune,  on  terms  of  just  appreciation. 
Meanwhile,  the  higher  standard  of  public  sentiment  in  relation 
to  intellectual  pursuits  would  thrill  along  the  nerves  o(  litera- 
ture and  the  arts,  to  thousands,  who  now  act  in  the  belief 
that  money  is  the  true  and  only  Ealon.  With  the  juster  re- 
cognition of  mental  claims,  and  the  increasing  honors  paid  to 
letters  by  the  few,  would  follow  an  increase  of  respect  in  the 
man^.  Thence  would  ensue  rectified  perceptions  as  to  man's 
true  aims;  a  calmer  and  righter  mind;  and  a  less  blind  sub- 
serviency to  our  too-besetting  passions. 
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WILLIS  GAYLORD  CLABK,  1810—1841. 

Wnxm  Oatlobd  Culbk  wai  bom  in  Olisoo,  Onondaga  Countj,  New 
York,  in  the  jear  1810.  His  fktker  was  an  intelligent  fiftnner,  and 
earlj  saw  the  indiosftions  of  that  poetic  talent  which  manifested 
itself  in  manj  beantifal  eiftisions  while  he  was  yet  a  youth.  After 
completing  his  scholastic  course,  when  about  twenty  years  of  age,  he 
repaired  to  Philadelphia,  where  his  reputation  as  a  poet  had  already 
preceded  him,  and  under  the  auspices  of  his  friend,  the  Rer.  Ezra 
Stilee  Ely,  D.  D.,  he  commenced  a  weekly  miscellany,  similar  In  its 
design  and  character  to  the  **  Minor"  of  New  Yoric.  He  soon  found, 
however,  that  the  profits  were  disproportioned  to  the  labor,  and  was 
induced  to  abandon  it.  He  then  assumed,  in  conjunction  with  the 
Bev.  Dr.  Brantley,  the  charge  of  the  ^  Columbian  Star,"  a  religious  and 
literary  periodical  of  a  high  character.  While  connected  with  this, 
he  published  numerous  fngitiye  pieces  of  very  decided  merit. 

After  being  associated  a  few  years  with  the  editor  of  the  **  Columbian 
Star,"  he  was  solicited  to  take  charge  of  the  **  Philadelphia  Gazette," 
one  of  the  oldest  and  most  respectable  daily  papers  of  the  city.  He 
ultimately  became  its  proprietor,  and  conducted  it  with  great  ability 
to  the  time  of  his  death.  In  1836,  he  was  married  to  Anne  Poyntell 
Caldcleugh,  a  lady  of  great  personal  attractions  and  rare  accomplish- 
ments. But  of  a  naturally  delicate  constitution,  consumption  soon 
maiked  her  for  his  pr^,  and  after  a  period  of  protracted  suffering  she 
was  taken  away  in  the  very  prime  of  her  youth  and  happiness.  The 
blow  fell  with  a  crushing  weight  upon  her  husband,  and  from  this 
time  his  health  gradually  declined.  He  continued,  howerer,  to  write 
for  his  paper  until  the  last  day  of  his  life,  the  12th  of  June,  1841. 

"  Mr.  Clark's  distinguishing  traits  are  tenderness,  x>athos,  and  mel- 
ody. In  style  and  sentiment  he  is  wholly  original ;  but,  if  he  resemble 
any  writer,  it  is  Mr.  Bryant.  The  same  lofty  tone  of  sentiment,  the 
same  touches  of  melting  pathos,  the  same  refined  sympathies  with  the 
beauties  and  harmonies  of  nature,  and  the  same  melody  of  style, 
characterize,  in  an  almost  equal  degree,  these  delightful  poets.  The 
ordinary  tone  of  Mr.  Clark's  iK>etry  is  gentle,  solemn,  and  tender. 
His  efffisions  flow  in  melody  from  a  heart  full  of  the  sweetest  affec- 
tions, and  upon  their  surface  is  mirrored  all  that  is  gentle  and  beau- 
tiful in  nature,  rendered  more  beautiful  by  the  light  of  a  lofty  and 
religious  imagination.  He  is  one  of  the  few  writers  who  have  suc- 
ceeded in  making  the  poetry  of  religion  attractire.    Young  is  sad,  and 
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aiutere,  Cowper  is  at  timei  constrained,  and  Wordsworth  is  mudi  too 
dreamj  for  the  mass ;  but  with  Clark  religion  is  nnaffectedl j  blended 
with  the  simplest  and  sweetest  affections  of  the  heart.  His  poetiy 
glitters  with  the  dew,  not  of  Castalia,  bat  of  heaven.  No  man,  how- 
ever cold,  can  resist  the  winaing  and  natural  sweetness  and  melodj 
of  the  tone  of  piety  that  pervades  his  poems."* 


A  SONG  OF  MAT. 

The  Spring's  scented  bnds  all  aronnd  me  are  swelling, 

There  are  songs  in  the  stream,  there  is  health  in  the  gale ; 
A  sense  of  delight  in  each  bosom  is  dwelling, 

As  float  the  pare  daj-beams  o'er  mountain  and  vale ; 
The  desolate  reign  of  Old  Winter  is  broken, 

The  verdnre  is  fresh  apon  every  tree ; 
Of  Nature's  revival  the  charm — and  a  token 

Of  love,  oh  thoa  Spirit  of  Beauty  I  to  thee. 

The  sun  looketh  forth  from  the  halls  of  the  morning. 

And  flushes  the  clouds  that  begirt  his  career ; 
He  welcomes  the  gladness  and  glory,  returning 

To  rest  on  the  promise  and  hope  of  the  year. 
He  fills  with  rich  light  all  the  balm-breathing  flowers, 

He  mounts  to  the  zenith,  and  laughs  on  the  wave ; 
He  wakes  into  music  the  green  forest-bowers. 

And  gilds  the  gay  plains  which  the  broad  rivers  lave. 

The  young  bird  is  out  on  his  delicate  pinion— 

He  timidly  sails  in  the  infinite  sky ; 
A  greeting  to  May,  and  her  fairy  dominion, 
X  He  pours,  on  the  west-wind's  fragrant  sigh ;  ^ 
Around,  above,  there  are  peace  and  pleasure, 

The  woodlands  are  singing,  the  heaven  is  bright ; 
The  fields  are  unfolding  their  emerald  treasure. 

And  man's  genial  spirit  is  soaring  in  light. 

Alas  t  for  my  weary  and  care-haunted  bosom  t 

The  spells  of  the  spring-time  arouse  it  no  more ; 
The  song  in  the  wild- wood,  the  sheen  of  the  blossom, 

The  fresh-welling  fountain,  their  magic  is  o'er ! 
When  I  list  to  the  streams,  when  I  look  on  the  flowers, 

They  tell  of  the  Past  with  so  mournful  a  tone, 
That  I  call  up  the  throngs  of  my  long  vanished  hours, 

And  sigh  that  their  transports  are  over  and  gone. 

From  the  wide-spreading  earth,  from  the  limitless  heaven, 
There  have  vanished  an  eloquent  glory  and  gleam ; 

To  my  veil'd  mind  no  more  is  the  influence  given. 
Which  coloreth  life  with  the  hues  of  a  drwun : 

*  American  Quarterly  Review,  zxii.  462. 
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The  bloom-pnrpled  landsoi^  its  lovelinefls  keepeth— 

I  deem  that  a  light  as  of  old  gilds  the  wave : 
But  the  eye  of  my  spirit  in  heaviness  sleepeth, 

Or  sees  bat  my  yonth,  and  the  risions  it  gave. 

Tet  it  is  not  that  age  on  mj  jears  hath  descended, 

lis  not  that  its  snow-wreaths  encircle  my  brow ; 
Bat  the  newness  and  sweetness  of  Being  are  ended, 

I  feel  not  their  love-kindling  witchery  now ; 
The  shadows  of  death  o'er  my  path  have  been  sweeping ; 

There  are  those  who  have  loved  me,  debarred  from  the  day ; 
The  green  tnrf  is  bright  where  in  peace  they  are  sleeping, 

And  on  wings  of  remembrance  my  soal  is  away. 

It  is  shat  to  the  glow  of  this  present  existence, 

It  hears,  from  the  Past,  a  faneral  strain ; 
And  it  eagerly  tarns  to  the  high-seeming  distance 

Where  the  last  blooms  of  earth  will  be  garnered  again ; 
Where  no  mildew  the  soft  damask-rose  cheek  shall  nourish. 

Where  Qrief  bears  no  longer  the  poisonous  sting ; 
Where  pitiless  Death  no  dark  sceptre  can  flourish. 

Or  stain  with  his  blight  the  luxuriant  spring. 

It  is  thus  that  the  hopes  which  to  others  are  given 

Fall  cold  on  my  heart  in  this  rich  month  of  May ; 
I  hear  the  clear  anthems  that  ring  through  the  heaven, 

1  drink  the  bland  airs  that  enliven  the  day ; 
And  if  gentle  Nature,  her  festival  keeping, 

Delights  not  my  bosom,  ah  1  do  not  condemn ; 
O'er  the  lost  and  the  lovely  my  spirit  is  weeping. 

For  my  heart's  fondest  raptures  are  buried  with  them. 


THE  YOUTHFUL  DEAD. 

*'  Weep  not  for  the-Toathfttl  Dead, 
Bleeping  In  their  lowly  bed  ; 
They  are  happier  than  we, 
Howaoerer  blest  we  be !" 

I. 
Can  the  sigh  be  poured  for  the  Early  Dead, 

On  their  pillows  of  dust  reposing  ? 
Should  the  tear  of  Pain,  in  that  hour  be  shed, 

When  the  earth  o'er  their  slumber  is  dosing  ? 
Should  the  winds  of  heaven  in  Evening's  hour 

Bear  the  sighs  of  the  laden  bosom ; 
When  the  Young  are  borne  from  Affliction's  power. 

Like  the  Spring's  unsullied  blossom  ? 
Ere  the  blight  of  crime  on  the  spirit  came — 
Ere  passion  awakened  its  inward  flame ; 
While  the  heart  was  pure,  while  the  brow  was  fair, 
Ere  the  records  of  Evil  had  gathered  there  f 
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n. 
Thej  ha^e  passed  from  the  shadows  thai  haunt  oa  round, 

From  the  clouds  that  enthral  existence, 
When  we  look  at  Tenth  In  the  backward  ground, 

And  at  Death  in  the  forward  distance  I 
No  more  will  the  sombre  pall  of  Fate 

Like  a  mantle  around  them  gather ; 
The  J  have  gone,  ere  Affection  grew  desolate, 

Or  Hope's  garland  began  to  wither : 
And  thej  sleep  like  stars  in  the  upper  air. 
When  the  skies  of  erening  are  deep  and  fair ; 
There's  a  halo  of  peace  where  their  ashes  lie» 
As  the  ambient  night-winds  are  hurrying  bj. 


Thej  are  blest  In  death  I — fbr  no  bitter  care 

WiU  the  ferered  brow  be  flushing : 
They  departed  while  Being  was  bright  and  fair. 

While  the  Fountains  of  Feeling  were  gushing ; 
Then  let  them  sleep  "in  their  lowlj  bed ;" 

Let  Hope  be  amidst  our  sorrow ; 
There  is  peace  in  the  Night  of  the  Earlj  Dead^ 

It  will  yield  to  a  glorious  morrow  t 
Thej  will  rise  like  buds  from  the  glebe  of  spring, 
When  the  joung  birds  plaj  on  the  changeful  wing ; 
Thej  faded  ere  sin  could  beguile  the  breast ; 
Thej  will  wake  in  the  regions  of  Endless  Rest ! 


DEATH  or  THI  FIB8T-B0BN. 

Young  mother,  he  is  gone ! 
His  dimpled  cheek  no  more  will  touch  thj  breast ; 

No  more  th^  music-tone 
Float  from  his  lips,  to  thine  all  fondlj  press 'd ; 
His  smile  and  happj  laugh  are  lost  to  thee : 
Earth  must  his  mother  and  his  pillow  be. 

His  was  the  morning  hour. 
And  he  had  pass'd  in  beautj  from  the  daj, 

A  bud,  not  jet  a  flower, 
Tom,  in  its  sweetness,  from  the  parent  spraj ; 
The  death-wind  swept  him  to  his  soft  repose. 
As  frost,  in  spring-time,  blights  the  earlj  rose. 

Nerer  On  earth  again 
Will  his  rich  accents  charm  thj  listening  ear, 

Like  some  iBolian  strain. 
Breathing  at  erentide  serene  and  dear; 
His  voice  is  choked  in  dust,  and  on  his  ejes 
The  unbroken  seal  of  peace  and  silence  lies. 
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And  from  thy  yearning  heart. 
Whose  inmost  oore  was  warm  with  love  for  him« 

A  gladness  moat  depart, 
And  those  kind  ejes  with  many  tears  be  dim ; 
While  lonely  memories,  an  nnoeasing  train, 
Will  torn  the  raptures  of  the  past  to  pain. 

Tet,  monmer,  while  the  day 
Bolls  like  the  darkness  of  a  fiouieral  by, 

And  hope  forbids  one  ray 
To  stream  athwart  the  grief-discolor'd  sky. 
There  breaks  npon  thy  sorrow's  evening  gloom 
A  trembling  lustre  fh>m  beyond  the  tomb. 

rris  from  the  better  land ! 
There,  bathed  in  radiance  that  around  them  springs, 

Thy  lored  one's  wings  expand ; 
As  with  the  choiring  ohembim  he  sings. 
And  all  the  gloiy  of  that  Ood  oan  see,  • 
Who  said,  on  earth,  to  children,  "  Come  to  me." 

Mother,  thy  child  is  bless'd ; 
And  though  his  presence  may  be  lost  t<^thee. 

And  yaoant  leave  thy  breast. 
And  miss'd,  a  sweet  load  from  thy  i>arent  knee ; 
Though  tones  familiar  from  thine  ear  have  pass'd, 
Thoult  meet  thy  first-bom  with  his  Lobd  at  last. 


GRENVILLE  MELLEN,  1799^1841. 

ORSVYiLLa  MaxBV,  the  son  of  the  late  Chief  Justice  Prentiss  Mellen, 
LL.  D.,  of  Maine,  was  bom  in  the  town  of  Biddeford,  In  that  State, 
on  the  19th  of  June,  1799,  and  graduated  at  Harvard  University  in 
1818.  He  entered  the  profession  of  the  law,  but,  finding  It  not  suited 
to  his  fieelings^abandoned  it,  as  others  before  and  since  have  done, 
for  the  more  congenial  attractions  of  poetry  and  general  literature. 
He  resided  five  or  six  years  in  Boston,  and  afterwards  in  New  York. 
His  health  had  always  been  rather  delicate,  and  in  1840,  In  hopes  of 
deriving  advantage  from  a  milder  climate,  he  made  a  voyage  to  Cuba. 
But  he  was  not  benefited  materially  by  the  change,  and  learning, 
the  next  spring,  of  the  death  of  his  father,  he  returned  home,  and 
died  in  New  York  on  the  5th  September,  1841. 

Mr.  Mellen  wrote  for  various  magazines  and  periodicals.  In  1827, 
ha  published  <'Our  Chronicle  of  Twenty-Six,"  a  satire ;  and  in  1829, 
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**  Glad  Tales  and  Sad  Tales,"  a  Tolome  in  prose,  from  his  contribn- 
tions  to  the  periodicals.  *<The  Martyr's  Trinmph,  Bnried  Yallej, 
and  other  Poems,*'  appeared  in  1834.  The  first  named  poem  is 
founded  on  the  histoiy  of  Saint  Alban,  the  first  Christian  martjr  in 
England.  In  the  "Bnried  Valley,"  he  describes  the  terrible  ara- 
lanche  at  the  Notch  in  the  White  Mountains,  in  1826,  by  which  the 
Willey  family  was  destroyed. 

Of  the  merits  of  QrenTille  Mellen's  poetry,  a  living  critic'  thus 
speaks :  "  There  is  in  these  poems  no  unusual  sublimity  to  awaken 
surprise— no  extreme  pathos  to  communicate  the  luxury  of  grief—no 
chiralrous  narrative  to  stir  the  blood  to  adventure — ^no  high-painted 
ardor  in  love  to  make  us  enraptured  with  beauty.  Tet  we  were 
charmed ;  for  we  love  purity  of  sentiment,  and  we  found  it ;  we  love 
amiability  of  heart,  and  here  we  could  perceive  it  in  every  stansa. 
The  muse  of  Mellen  delights  in  the  beauties,  not  in  the  deformitieB 
of  nature ;  she  is  more  inclined  to  celebrate  the  virtues  than  denounce 
the  vices  of  man." 


THE  MARTYR. 

Not  yet,  not  yet  the  martyr  dies.    He  sees 
His  triumph  on  its  way.     He  hears  the  crash 

Of  the  loud  thunder  round  his  enemies,  • 

And  dim  through  tears  of  blood  he  sees  it  dash 

His  dwelling  and  its  idols.    Joy  to  him  t 
The  Lord — the  Lord  hath  spoken  from  the  sky  t 

The  loftier  glories  on  his  eyeballs  swim  I 
He  hears  the  trumpet  of  Eternity  I 
Calling  his  spirit  home — a  clarion  voice  on  hight 

Tet,  yet  one  moment  linger !    Who  are  they 

That  sweep  far  off  along  the  quivering  air  ? 
It  is  Qod's  bright,  immortal  company — 

The  martyr  pilgrim  and  his  band  are  there ! 
Shadows  with  golden  crowns  and  sounding  lyres, 

And  the  white  royal  robes  are  issuing  out, 
And  beckon  upwards  through  the  wreathing  fires. 

The  biasing  pathway  compassing  about. 

With  radiant  heads  unveUed,  and  anthems  joyftd  shout  t 

He  sees,  he  hears  t  upon  his  dying  gaze. 
Forth  fh>m  the  throng  one  bright-haired  angel  near, 

Stoops  his  red  pinion  through  the  mantling  blase— 
It  is  the  Heaven-triumphing  wanderer  1 

*  American  Quarterly  Review,  xxii.  195. 
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"  I  oomi&^-^we  mui  again  /*' — the  martjrr  cries. 
And  smiles  of  deathless  glory  round  him  plaj : 

Then  on  that  flaming  cross  he  bows— and  dies ! 
His  ashes  eddj  on  the  sinking  daj, 
While  through  the  roaring  oak  his  Kgidt  wings  its  way  I 


PBOM  "THE  BRIDAL.'^ 

Tonng  beantj  at  the  altar  1    Ye  may  go 

And  rifle  earth  of  all  its  loreliness, 

And  of  all  things  created  hither  bring 

The  rosiest  and  the  richest — ^bnt,  alas  I 

The  world  is  all  too  poor  to  rival  this  I 

Te  summon  nothing  fh>m  the  place  of  dreams, 

The  orient  realm  of  fancy,  that  can  cope, 

In  all  its  passionate  devotedness, 

With  this  chaste,  silent  picture  of  the  heart ! 

Toath,  bad-encircling  yonth,  and  parity, 

Yielding  their  bloom  and  fragrance  up  in  tears. 


MOUNT  WASEHNQTON. 

Meant  of  the  clouds,  on  whose  Olympian  height 

The  tall  rocks  brighten  in  the  ether  air, 
And  spirits  from  the  skies  come  down  at  night, 

To  chant  immortal  songs  to  freedom  there ! 
Thine  is  the  rock  of  other  regions ;  where 

The  world  of  life,  which  blooms  so  far  below. 
Sweeps  a  wide  waste:  no  gladdening  scenes  appear. 

Save  where,  with  silvery  flash,  the  waters  flow 
Beneath  the  far-off  moantain,  distant,  calm,  and  slow. 

Thine  is  the  summit  where  the  clouds  repose, 

Or  eddying  wildly  round  thy  cliflii  are  borne ; 
When  Tempest  mounts  his  rushing  car,  and  throws 

His  billowy  mist  amid  the  thuuaer*B  home  I 
Far  down  the  deep  ravines  the  whirlwinds  come. 

And  bow  the  forests  as  they  sweep  along ; 
While,  roaring  deeply  from  their  rocky  womb, 

The  storms  come  forth,  and,  hunying  darkly  on, 
Amid  the  echoing  peaks  the  revelry  prolong ! 

And  when  the  tumult  of  the  air  is  fled. 
And  quenched  in  silence  all  the  tempest  flame, 

There  come  the  dim  forms  of  the  miehty  dead. 
Around  the  steep  which  bears  the  hero's  name ; 
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The  8tan  look  down  upon  them ;  and  the  same 
Pale  orb  that  glistens  o'er  his  distant  grave 

Gleams  on  the  summit  that  enshrines  his  fame, 
And  lights  the  cold  tear  of  the  glorious  brave. 
The  riohest,  purest  tear  that  memory  ever  gave  t 

Mount  of  the  clouds  I  when  winter  round  thee  throws 

The  hoary  mantle  of  the  dying  year, 
Sublime  amid  thy  canopy  of  snows, 

Thy  towers  in  bright  magnificence  appear  1 
Tis  then  we  view  thee  with  a  chilling  fear. 

Till  summer  robes  thee  in  her  tints  of  blue ; 
When,  lo  I  in  softened  grandeur  far,  yet  clear, 

Thy  battlements  stand  clothed  in  Heaven's  own  hue. 
To  sweU  as  Freedom's  home  on  man's  unbounded  view ! 


00N80IENGE. 

Voice  of  the  viewless  spirit  t  that  hast  rung 

Through  the  still  chambers  of  the  human  heart. 
Since  our  first  parents  in  sweet  Eden  sung 

Their  low  lament  in  tears — ^thou  voice,  that  art 
Around  us  and  above  us,  sounding  on 

With  a  perpetual  echo,  'tis  on  thee. 
The  ministry  sublime  to  wake  and  warn ! — 

Full  of  that  high  and  wondrous  Deity, 
That  call'd  existence  out  from  Chaos'  lonely  seal 

Voice  that  art  heard  through  every  age  and  clime. 

Commanding  like  a  trumpet  every  ear 
That  lends  no  heeding  to  the  sounds  of  Time, 

Seal'd  up,  for  aye,  from  cradle  to  the  bier  I 
That  fallest,  like  a  watchman's  through  the  night. 

Round  those  who  sit  in  joy  and  those  who  weep. 
Yet  startling  all  men  with  thy  tones  of  might— 

O  voice,  that  dwellest  in  the  hallowed  deep 
Of  our  own  bosom's  silence— eloquent  in  sleep ! 

That  comest  in  the  clearness  of  thy  power, 

Amid  the  crashing  battle's  wild  uproar. 
Stem  as  at  peaceful  midnight's  leaden  hour ; 

That  talkest  by  the  ocean's  bellowing  shore, 
When  surge  meets  surge  in  revelry,  and  lifts 

Its  booming  voice  above  the  weltering  sea ; 
That  risest  loudly  mid  the  roaring  clifi&. 

And  o'er  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  goest  free, 
E'en  as  the  silver  tones  of  quiet  infancy ! 

Spirit  of  Qod  t  what  sovereignty  is  thine  I 
Thine  is  no  homage  of  the  bended  knee ; 

Thou  hast  of  vassalage  no  human  sign ; 
Yet  monarchs  hold  no  royal  rule  like  thee ! 
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Unlike  the  crowned  idols  of  our  race, 
Thou  dost  no  earthly  jwtnp  abont  thee  cast, 

Thou  tireless  sentinel  of  elder  days  !— 
Who,  who  to  C05SCIBHCB  doth  not  bow  at  last, 
Old  arbiter  of  Time— the  present  and  the  past  t 

Thou  wast  from  God  when  the  green  earth  was  joong. 

And  man  enchanted  rov'd  amid  its  flowers, 
When  faultless  woman  to  his  bosom  clung, 

Or  led  him  through  her  paradise  of  bowers ; 
Where  lore's  low  whispers  from  the  Garden  rose, 

And  both  amid  its  bloom  and  beauty  bent, 
In  the  long  luxury  of  their  first  repose  I 

When  the  whole  earth  was  incense,  and  there  went 
Perpetual  praise  from  altars  to  the  firmament. 


JOSEPH  HOPKINSON,  1771—1842. 

JosspH  HopKniflOR  was  the  son  of  Francis  Hopkinson,  who  was  one 
of  the  patriots  of  the  ReTolution,  a  signer  of  the  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence, and  distinguished  fur  his  legal  learning,  wit,  and  general 
attainments  I*  He  was  bom  in  Philadelphia,  in  1770,  studied  law,  and 
became  distinguished  for  his  profound  and  varied  attainments,  and 
as  an  adrooate  of  peculiar  eloquence  and  ability.  He  served  for  some 
time  as  a  representative  in  Congress,  and  was  a  member  of  the  Con- 
vention which  remodelled  the  Constitution  of  Pennsylvania.  In  1828, 
he  waa  appointed  Judge  of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for 
the  Eastern  District  of  Penns^vania,  which  oflice  he  filled  with  great 
integrity  and  ability,  united  to  singular  urbanity  and  kindness  of 
manners ;  and  retained  it  till  his  death,  which  occurred  on  the  15th 
of  January,  1842.  At  the  time  of  his  death,  he  was  Vice-President  of 
the  American  Philosophical  Society,  and  President  of  the  Academy  of 
Fine  Arts. 

As  a  writer.  Judge  Hopkinson  is  chiefly  known  as  the  author  of 
the  popular  song  of 

HAIL,  OOLUMBIA.' 

Hail,  Columbia  I  happy  land  I 

Hail,  ye  heroes  !  heaven-bom  band ! 

Who  fought  and  bled  in  Freedom's  .cause, 
Who  fought  and  bled  in  Freedom's  cause, 

'  See  page  66,  for  Life  and  Extracts  from  hii  worki. 

*  Th«  following  aeeount  of  the  oiroumetanoes  attending  the  composition  of 
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And  when  the  Btonn  of  war  was  gone, 
Enjoyed  the  peace  jour  valor  won. 
Let  independence  be  oar  boast, 
Bver  mindful  what  it  cost ; 
Bver  gratefnl  for  the  priie. 
Let  its  altar  reach  the  skies. 

Firm — united — let  us  be, 

Rallying  round  our  Liberty ; 

As  a  band  of  brothers  join'd, 

Peace  and  safety  we  shall  find. 

Immortal  patriots  1  rise  once  more ; 
Defend  your  rights,  defend  your  shore ; 

Let  no  rude  foe,  with  imj^ous  hand, 

Let  no  rude  foe,  with  impious  hand, 
Invade  the  shrine  where  sacred  lies 
Of  toil  and  blood  the  well-eam*d  prise. 

While  offering  peace  sincere  and  Just, 

In  Heaven  we  place  a  manly  trust, 

this  Bong  were  commaniosted,  a  few  months  hefore  his  death,  to  the  lata  Ber. 
Dr.  Oriswold.  "It  was  written  in  the  sammer  of  1798,  when  war  with 
France  was  thought  to  he  inevitahle.  Oongress  was  then  in  session  in  Phils* 
delphia,  deliberating  npon  that  important  subject,  and  acts  of  hostili^  had 
actually  taken  place.  The  contest  between  England  and  France  was  raging, 
and  the  people  of  the  United  States  were  divided  into  parties  for  the  one 
side  or  the  other,  some  thinking  that  policy  and  dn^  required  us  to  tspoisi 
the  oaose  of  republican  France,  as  she  was  called ;  while  others  were  for  con- 
neoting  ourselves  with  England,  under  the  belief  that  she  was  the  great  pre- 
serrative  power  of  good  principles  and  safe  govemment.  The  violation  of 
our  rights  by  both  belligerents  was  forcing  us  from  the  just  and  wise  poUey 
of  President  Washington,  which  was  to  do  equal  justice  to  both,  to  take 
part  with  neither,  but  to  preserve  a  strict  and  honest  neutrality  between 
them.  The  prospect  of  a  rupture  with  France  was  exceedingly  offensive  to  the 
portion  of  the  people  who  espoused  her  oaus^,  and  the  violence  of  the  spirit 
of  party  has  never  risen  higher,  I  think  not  so  high,  in  our  country,  as  it  did 
at  that  time,  upon  that  question.  The  theatre  was  then  open  in  our  city.  A 
young  man  belonging  to  it,  whose  talent  was  as  a  singer,  was  ahont  to  take 
his  benefit.  I  had  known  him  when  he  was  at  school.  On  this  aoquaintaaee, 
he  called  on  me  one  Saturday  afternoon,  his  benefit  being  announced  for  the 
following  Monday.  His  prospects  were  very  didieartening ;  but  he  said  that 
if  he  could  get  a  patriotic  song  adapted  to  the  tune  of  the  'Presideat's 
March,'  he  did  not  doubt  of  a  full  house ;  that  the  poets  of  the  theatrical 
corps  had  been  trying  to  accomplish  it,  but  had  not  succeeded.  I  told  bin 
I  would  try  what  I  could  do  for  him.  He  came  the  next  afternoon ;  a«d  the 
song,  such  as  it  is,  was  ready  for  him.  The  object  of  the  author  was  to  get 
up  an  American  spirit^  which  should  be  independent  of,  and  above  the  inte- 
rests, passions,  and  policy  of  both  belligerents  :  and  look  and  feel  exclusively 
for  our  own  honor  and  rights.  No  allusion  is  made  to  France  or  England,  or 
the  quarrel  between  them :  or  to  the  question,  which  was  most  in  fault  im 
their  treatment  of  us :  of  course  the  song  found  favor  with  both  parties,  for 
both  were  Americans ;  at  least  neither  could  disavow  the  sentiments  and  feel- 
ings it  inculcated.  Such  is  the  history  of  this  song,  which  has  endured  infi- 
nitely beyond  the  expectation  of  the  author,  as  it  U  beyond  any  merit  it  can 
boast  of,  except  that  of  being  truly  and  exclusively  patriotic  in  its  sentiments 
and  spirit. '* 
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That  traih  and  jnstioe  will  prerail, 
And  everj  scheme  of  bondage  fail. 
Firm — ^united,  &o. 

Sound,  Bonnd  the  tramp  of  Fame  1 
Let  WASHuroTOR's  great  name 

Ring  through  the  world  with  lond  applause, 

Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applause : 
Let  eyeiy  olime  to  Freedom  dear 
Listen  with  a  Joyful  ear. 

With  equal  skill  and  godlike  power, 

He  governs  in  the  fearful  hour 

Of  horrid  war ;  or  guides,  with  ease. 

The  happier  times  of  honest  peaoe. 
Firm — united,  &o. 

Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands, 
Once  more  to  serve  his  country  stands — 

The  rook  on  which  the  storm  will  beat, 

The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat : 
But,  arm*d  in  virtue  firm  and  true, 
His  hopes  are  fix'd  on  Heaven  and  jou. 

When  Hope  was  sinking  in  dismay. 

And  glooms  obscured  Columbia's  day, 

His  steady  mind,  from  changes  free. 

Resolved  on  death  or  liberty. 
Firm — ^united,  Ac. 


WILLIAM  ELLERY  CHANNING,  1780—1842. 

William  Ellbbt  CHAHimro  was  bom  at  Newport,  R.  L,  April  7th, 
1780.  His  father  was  William  Channing,  Esq.,  an  eminent  lawyer, 
who  died  in  the  midst  of  professional  success,  when  his  son  William 
was  in  his  fourteenth  year.  His  mother  was  the  daughter  of  William 
EUery,  one  of  the  signers  of  the  Declaration  of  JndeiMndenoe.  After 
completing  the  usual  preparatory  studies,  he  entered  Harvard  Uni- 
rereity,  where  he  graduated  in.  1798,  having  attained  the  highest 
honors  of  the  institution,  and  distinguished  himself  by  industrious 
habits,  a  blameless  deportment,  and  indications  of  great  natural  en- 
dowments. Soon  after  leaving  coUege,  his  mind  was  directed  to  the 
ministry,  and  he  pursued  his  professional  studies,  partly  with  his 
uncle.  Rev.  Henry  Channing,  of  New  London,  and  partly  at  Cambridge. 
He  soon  became  distinguished  as  a  preacher,  and  at  nearly  the  same 
time  received  an  invitation  from  two  religious  societies  in  Boston  to 
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settle  with  them  as  their  pastor.  He  accepted  the  call  from  the  ohnreh 
in  Federal  Street,  which  was  then  the  smaller  and  weaker  of  the  two ; 
and  his  ordination  took  place  on  the  first  of  Jnne,  1803. 

The  society  rapidly  increased  under  his  charge ;  his  reputation  and 
Influence  in  the  community  became  marked  and  eztensire ;  and  hia 
assistance  was  soon  eagerly  sought  in  a  broader  sphere  of  exertion  and 
usefulness.  In  1812,  he  was  appointed  "  Dexter  Lecturer  on  Biblical 
Criticism,"  in  Harvard  Uniyersity ;  but  the  state  of  his  health  did  not 
allow  him  to  enter  on  the  duties  of  th/9  office,  and  he  resigned  it  the 
following  year.  He  was  then  chosen  a  member  of  the  Corporation 
of  the  college,  and  held  a  seat  in  this  board  till  1826.  In  1820,  th« 
honorary  degree  of  D.  D.  was  conferred  on  him.*  In  1822,  h6  yiaited 
Europe  for  his  health,  which  was  somewhat  improved  by  the  rqyage ; 
but  a  feeble  constitution,  and  liability  to  disease,  proved  great  impe- 
diments to  his  labors  through  his  life,  and  it  is  astonishing  how  much, 
with  such  drawbacks,  he  really  accomplished. 

In  1830,  when  the  anti-slavery  feeling  began  to  take  more  outward 
form  in  Boston,  Dr.  Channing's  sympathies  were  warmly  with  it, 
though  he  did  not  then  join  the  ranks  of  the  "  abolitionists,"  techni- 
cally so  called.  His  interest  in  the  subject,  however,  increased  fit>m 
year  to  year,  and  in  1831  he  published  his  work  on  slavery,  which 
showed  that  his  whole  heart  was  in  the  great  cause  of  humanity.  In 
October,  1834,  he  preached  a  sermon  to  his  people  upon  the  mob  vio- 
lence exerted  in  Boston,  New  York,  Philadelphia,  Cincinnati,  and  othtf 
cities  in  the  country  against  the  friends  of  liberty,  in  which  he  showed 
that  he  had  made  great  advances  in  anti-slavery  sentiment  upon  his 
previous  work.  In  1837,  he  addressed  his  celebrated  letter  to  Henry 
Clay  against  that  nefarious  plot  to  extend  the  area  of  slavery — the 
annexation  of  Texas.  In  1840,  he  reviewed,  with  a  heart  evidently 
still  deeper  enlisted  in  the  great  cause,  "  Joseph  John  Gumey's  Let- 
ters on  West  India  Emancipation ;"'  and  in  1842,  he  delivered  an  ad- 
dress at  the  anniversary  of  the  abolition  of  slavery  in  the  West  I»- 

*  May  I  be  pardoned  for  here  saying  that,  when  these  **  Letters'*  appeared, 
feeling  how  admirably  calculated  they  were,  by  their  fine  Christian  spirit, 
and  indomitable  array  of  facts,  for  general  oireolation,  I  had,  wiUi  the  aid 
of  a  few  benevolent  friends,  twenty-five  thousand  printed  beaatifnlly  on  a 
quarto  sheet  of  sixteen  pages,  newspaper  form,  and  scattered  broadcast  over 
tile  land ;  and  that  when  Dr.  Channing's  Review  of  the  same  **  Letters"  ap- 
peared, I  had  seven  thousand  of  this,  ^so,  printed  in  the  same  form,  for  gene- 
ral distribution  ?  Though  many  were  sent  baok  tnm  the  slave  States  (aooie 
with  no  very  complimentary  language  written  thereon),  yet  I  had  many  let- 
ters from  the  same  quarter  of  a  very  encouraging  character,  ordering  more 
copies,  and  speaking  with  great  confidence  of  the  good  influence  they  most 
doubtless  exert.  One  of  these  letters,  from  Tennessee,  called  the  effort  "seed 
wheat  " 
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diee,  hM  Angost  Ist,  at  Lenox,  Ifassaobnsetts.  This  was  his  last 
pablio  address.  His  health  had  been  Terj  feeble  for  a  long  time,  and 
being  attacked,  about  the  first  of  September,  with  tjphns  fever,  his  ez- 
havaled  frame  sunk  nnder  it,  and  he  died  October  2, 1842.  His  end 
was  oahn  and  peaceful.  Sustained  by  the  consolations  of  religion,  he 
met)  undismayed,  his  summons  into  the  future  wotid,  assured  of  a 
happj  immortality. 

Of  the  moral  purit j  of  Dr.  Channing's  character.  It  is  scarcely  pos- 
sible to  speak  too  highly.  In  eyery  relation  of  life,  he  deserved  un- 
qualified praise.  His  conduct  was  a  daily  exhibition  of  the  charac- 
teristic evangelical  virtues,  purity  of  heart,  ardent  love  to  Qod, 
habitual  obedience  to  his  will,  benevolence  to  man,  and  those  amiable 
qualities  which* shed  a  constant  sunshine  through  the  breast  of  their 
possessor,  and  strongly  endeared  him  to  all  within  the  circle  of  his 
friendship  and  aoquaintance.  But  the  crowning  glory  of  his  character 
was  the  deep  and  earnest  interest  he  early  took  in  the  cause  of  Free- 
dom, at  a  time  when  such  a  position  was  uniformly  attended,  to  a 
greater  or  less  degree,  by  a  coldness  or  loss  of  friends,  by  obloquy,  re- 
proach, misrepresentation,  ostracism  from  accustomed  social  circles, 
and,  in  some  parts  of  the  country,  by  mobs  and  personal  violence. 
Though  of  a  frame  so  attenuated  and  feeble  that  one  might  fear  that 
the  very  wind  would  blow  him  away,  he  had  a  high  and  dauntless 
soul — a  moral  courage  that  shone  most  illustrious  when  such  qualities 
were  most  needed ;  and  when,  in  November,  1837,  the  news  of  the 
murder  of  Owen  P.  Lovejoy,  in  Alton,  Illinois,  for  defending  his  free 
press,  reached  Boston,  he  headed  a  petition  to  the  civil  authorities  for 
the  use  of  Faneuil  Hall  for  a  meeting  of  citisens  to  express  their  dis- 
approbation of  such  deeds  of  lawless  violence.  It  is  commentary 
enough  upon  the  character  of  sotil  required  at  that  time  to  head  such 
a  petition,  to  say  that,  even  with  the  name  of  Channing  in  the  most 
conspicuous  position,  it  was  reftised.  Hen  who  thus  stand  out  boldly 
for  the  right>  regardless  of  consequences,  deserve  to  be  held  up  as  an 
example  for  imitation  to  all  coming  generations,  and  to  be  held  in 
everlasting  remembrance. 


tHI  PURimNQ  INFLXTSNOE  07  POBTBT. 

We  believe  that  poetry,  far  from  injuring  society,  is  one  of 
the  great  instruments  of  its  refinement  and  exaltation.  It  lifts 
the  mind  above  ordinary  life,  gives  it  a  respite  from  depressing 
cares,  and  awftkens  the  conscionsness  of  its  affinity  with  what 
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is  pare  and  noble.  In  its  legitimate  and  highest  efforts,  it  has 
the  same  tendency  and  aim  with  Christianity;  that  is,  to 
spiritualize  onr  natnre.  Tme,  poetry  has  been  made  the  in- 
strument of  yice,  the  pander  of  bad  passions ;  but  when  genios 
thus  stoops,  it  dims  its  fires,  and  parts  with  much  of  its  power; 
and  even  when  poetry  is  enslaved  to  licentiousness  and  mis- 
anthropy, she  cannot  wholly  forget  her  true  vocation.  Strains 
of  pure  feeling,  touches  of  tenderness,  images  of  innocent 
happiness,  sympathies  with  what  is  good  in  our  natare,  bnrsU 
of  scorn  or  indignation  at  the  hollo wness  of  the  world,  passages 
true  to  our  moral  nature,  often  escape  in  an  immoral  work,  and 
show  us  how  hard  it  is  for  a  gifted  spirit  to  divorce  itself  wholly 
from  what  is  good.  Poetry  has  a  natural  alliance  with  oar  best 
affections.  It  delights  in  the  beauty  and  sublimity  of  outward 
nature  and  of  the  soul.  It  indeed  portrays  with  terrible  energy 
the  excesses  of  the  passions,  but  they  are  passions  which  show 
a  mighty  nature,  which  are  full  of  power,  which  command  awe, 
and  excite  a  deep  though  shuddering  sympathy.  Its  great 
tendency  and  purpose  is  to  carry  the  mind  beyond  and  above 
the  beaten,  dusty,  weary  walks  of  ordinary  life;  to  lift  it  into 
a  purer  element,  and  to  breathe  into  it  more  profound  and 
generous  emotion.  It  reveals  to  us  the  loveliness  of  natnre, 
brings  back  the  freshness  of  youthful  feeling,  revives  the  relish 
of  simple  pleasures,  keeps  unquenched  the  enthusiasm  which 
warmed  the  spring-time  of  our  being,  refines  youthful  love, 
strengthens  our  interest  in  human  nature  by  vivid  delineations 
of  its  tenderest  and  loftiest  feelings,  spreads  our  sympathies 
over  all  classes  of  society,  knits  ns  by  new  ties  with  nniTeistl 
being,  and,  through  the  brightness  of  its  prophetic  risioos, 
helps  faith  to  lay  hold  on  the  future  life. 

We  are  aware  that  it  is  objected  to  poetry,  that  it  gives 
wrong  views,  and  excites  false  expectations  of  life,  peoples  the 
mind  with  shadows  and  illusionfi,  and  builds  up  imaginatioa 
on  the  ruins  of  wisdom.  That  there  is  a  wisdom  against  which 
poetry  wars — the  wisdom  of  the  senses,  which  makes  physical 
comfort  and  gratification  the  supreme  good,  and  wealth  the 
chief  interest  of  life — we  do  not  deny ;  nor  do  we  deem  it  the 
least  service  which  poetry  renders  to  mankind,  that  it  redeems 
them  from  the  thraldom  of  this  earthbom  prudence.  Bnt, 
passing  over  this  topic,  we  would  observe  that  the  complaint 
against  poetry  as  abounding  in  illusion  and  deception  is,  in 
the  main,  groundless.  In  many  poems  there  is  more  of  truth 
than  in  many  histories  and  philosophic  theories.  The  fictions 
of  genius  are  often  the  vehicles  of  the  snblimest  verities,  and 
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its  flashes  often  open  new  regions  of  thought,  and  throw  new 
light  on  the  mysteries  of  our  being.  In  poetrj  the  letter  is 
falsehood,  but  the  spirit  is  often  profonndest  wisdom.  And 
if  truth  thus  dwells  in  the  boldest  fictions  of  the  poet,  much 
more  may  it  be  expected  in  his  delineations  of  life ;  for  the 
present  life,  which  is  the  first  stage  of  the  immortal  mind, 
abounds  in  the  materials  of  poetry,  and  it  is  the  highest  office 
of  the  bard  to  detect  this  divine  element  among  the  grosser 
pleasures  and  labors  of  our  earthly  being.  The  present  life  is 
not  wholly  prosaic,  precise,  tame  and  finite.  To  the  gifted  eye 
it  abounds  in  the  poetic.  The  affections  which  spread  beyond 
ourselves,  and  stretch  far  into  futurity ;  the  workings  of  mighty 
passions,  which  seem  to  arm  the  soul  with  an  almost  super- 
human energy ;  the  innocent  and  irrepressible  joy  of  infancy ; 
the  bloom,  and  buoyancy,  and  dazzling  hopes  of  youth ;  the 
throbbings  of  the  heart  when  it  first  wakes  to  love,  and  dreams 
of  a  happiness  too  vast  for  earth ;  woman,  with  her  beauty, 
and  grace,  and  gentleness,  and  fulness  of  feeling,  and  depth  of 
affection,  and  her  blushes  of  purity,  and  the  tones  and  looks 
which  only  a  mother's  heart  can  inspire — these  are  all  poetical. 
It  is  not  true  that  the  poet  paints  a  life  which  does  not  exist. 
He  only  extracts  and  concentrates,  as  it  were,  life's  ethereal 
essence,  arrests  and  condenses  its  volatile  fragrance,  brings 
together  its  scattered  beauties,  and  prolongs  its  more  refined 
but  evanescent  joys;  and  in  this  he  does  well ;  for  it  is  good  to 
feel  that  life  is  not  wholly  usurped  by  cares  for  subsistence  and 
physical  gratifications,  but  admits,  in  measures  which  may  be 
indefinitely  enlarged,  sentiments  and  delights  worthy  of  a  higher 
being.  This  power  of  poetry  to  refine  our  views  of  life  and 
happiness  is  more  and  more  needed  as  society  advances.  It  is 
needed  to  withstand  the  encroachments  of  heartless  and  arti- 
ficiaf  manners,  which  make  civilization  so  tame  and  uninterest- 
ing. It  is  needed  to  counteract  the  tendency  of  physical  8(;ience, 
which,  being  now  sought,  not,  as  formerly,  for  intellectual  grati- 
fication, but  for  multiplying  bodily  comforts,  requires  a  new 
development  of  imagination,  taste  and  poetry,  to  preserve  men 
from  sinking  into  an  earthly,  material,  epicurean  life. 


BOOKS. 

In  the  best  books,  great  men  talk  to  us,  give  us  their  most 
precious  thoughts,  and  pour  their  souls  into  ours.     God  be 
thanked  for  books  I     They  are  the  voices  of  the  distant  and 
24 
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the  dead,  and  make  ns  heirs  of  the  spiritual  life  of  past  ag^ 
Books  are  the  trae  lefellers.  They  give  to  ail  who  will  faitli- 
fallj  ase  them,  the  society,  the  spiritual  presence  of  the  best 
and  greatest  of  oar  race.  No  matter  how  poor  I  am — no  mat- 
ter though  the  prosperoos  of  my  own  Ume  will  not  enter  my 
obscure  dwelling — if  the  Sacred  Writers  will  enter  and  take  up 
their  abode  under  my  roof — if  Milton  will  cross  my  threshold 
to  sing  to  me  of  Paradise,  and  Shakspeare  to  open  to  me  the 
worlds  of  imagination  and  the  workings  of  the  human  heart, 
and  Franklin  to  enrich  me  with  his  practical  wisdom — I  shall 
not  pine  for  want  of  intellectual  companionship,  and  I  may  be- 
come a  cultivated  man,  though  excluded  from  what  is  called 
the  best  society  in  the  place  where  I  live. 


THE  MORAL  DIONITr  OF  THE  EmJOAHONAL  PR0TE86I0N. 

One  of  the  surest  signs  of  the  regeneration  of  society  will 
be,  the  elevation  of  the  art  of  teaching  to  the  highest  rank  in 
the  community.  When  a  people  shall  learn  that  its  greatest 
benefactors  and  most  important  members  are  men  devoted  to 
the  liberal  instruction  of  all  its  classes — ^to  the  work  of  raising 
to  life  its  buried  intellect — ^it  will  have  opened  to  itself  the 
path  of  true  glory. 

There  is  no  office  higher  than  that  of  a  teacher  of  yonth; 
for  there  is  nothing  on  earth  so  precious  as  the  mind,  soul, 
and  character  of  the  child.  No  office  should  be  regarded  with 
greater  respect  The  first  minds  in  the  community  should  be 
encouraged  to  assume  it  Parents  should  do  all  but  impoTerish 
themselves,  to  induce  such  to  become  the  guardians  and  guides 
of  their  children.  To  this  good  all  their  show  and  luury 
should  be  sacrificed. 

Here  they  should  be  lavish,  whilst  they  straighten  themselves 
in  everything  else.  They  should  wear  the  cheapest  clothes, 
live  on  the  plainest  food,  if  they  can  in  no  other  way  secure 
to  their  families  the  best  instruction.  They  should  have  no 
anxiety  to  accumulate  property  for  their  children,  provided 
they  can  place  them  under  influences  which  will  awaken  their 
faculties,  inspire  them  with  pure  and  high  principles,  and  fit 
them  to  bear  a  manly,  useful,  and  honorable  part  in  the  world. 
No  language  can  express  the  cruelty  or  folly  of  that  economy 
which,  to  leave  a  fortune  to  a  child,  starves  his  intellect,  im- 
poverishes his  heart 
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THE  GREAT  END  OF  SOdETT. 

Property  continuallj  tends  to  become  a  more  vivid  idea  than 
right.  In  the  struggle  for  private  acctimnlation,  the  worth  of 
every  human  being  is  overlooked.  The  importance  of  every 
man's  progress  is  forgotten.  We  must  contend  for  this  great 
idea.  They  who  hold  it,  mnst  spread  it  aronnd  them.  The 
troth  most  be  sounded  in  the  ears  of  men,  that  the  grand  end 
of  society  is  to  place  within  reach  of  all  its  members  the  means 
of  improvement,  of  elevation,  of  the  true  happiness  of  man. 
There  is  a  higher  duty  than  to  build  alms-houses  for  the  poor, 
and  that  is,  to  save  men  from  being  degraded  to  the  blighting 
influence  of  an  alms-house.  Man  has  a  right  to  something 
more  than  bread  to  keep  him  from  starving.  He  has  a  right 
to  the  aids,  and  encouragements,  and  culture,  by  which  he  may 
fulfil  the  destiny  of  a  man ;  and  until  society  is  brought  to  re- 
cognize and  reverence  this,  it  will  continue  to  groan  under  its 
present  miseries. 


BONAPARTE. 

We  close  our  view  of  Bonaparte's  character,  by  saying,  that 
bis  original  propensities,  released  from  restraint,  and  pampered 
by  indulgence,  to  a  degree  seldom  allowed  to  mortals,  grew  up 
into  a  spirit  of  despotism  as  stern  and  absolute  as  ever  usurped 
the  human  heart.  The  love  of  power  and  supremacy  absorbed, 
consumed  him.  No  other  passion,  no  domestic  attachment,  no 
private  friendship,  no  love  of  pleasure,  no  relish  for  letters  or 
the  arts,  no  human  sympathy,  no  human  weakness,  divided  his 
mind  with  the  passion  for  dominion  and  for  dazzling  manifesta- 
tions of  his  power.  Before  this,  duty,  honor,  love,  humanity, 
fell  prostrate.  Josephine,  we  are  told,  was  dear  to  him ;  but 
the  devoted  wife,  who  bad  stood  firm  and  faithful  in  the  day  of 
bis  doubtful  fortunes,  was  cast  off  in  his  prosperity,  to  make 
room  for  a  stranger,  who  might  be  more  subservient  to  his 
power.  He  was  affectionate,  we  are  told,  to  his  brothers  and 
mother ;  bat  his  brothers,  the  moment  they  ceased  to  be  his 
tools,  were  disgraced ;  and  his  mother,  it  is  said,  was  not  al- 
lowed to  sit  in  the  presence  of  her  imperial  son.  He  was 
sometimes  softened,  we  are  told,  by  the  sight  of  the  field  of 
battle  strewn  with  the  wounded  and  dead.    But,  if  the  Moloch 
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of  his  ambition  claimed  new  heaps  of  slain  to-morrow,  it  was 
never  denied.  With  all  his  sensibility,  he  gave  millions  to  the 
sword  with  as  little  compunction  as  he  wonld  have  bmsbed 
awaj  so  many  insects  which  had  infested  his  marqh.  To  him 
all  human  will,  desire,  power,  were  to  bend.  His  saperioritj 
none  might  qnestion.  He  insulted  the  fallen,  who  had  con- 
tracted the  guilt  of  opposing  his  progress;  and  not  even  wo- 
man's loveliness,  and  the  dignity  of  a  queen,  could  give  shelter 
from  his  contumely.  His  allies  were  his  vassals,  nor  was  their 
vassalage  concealed.  Too  lofty  to  use  the  arts  of  conciliation, 
preferring  command  to  persuasion,  overbearing,  and  all-grasp- 
ing, he  spread  distrust,  exasperation,  fear,  and  revenge  throngh 
Europe;  and,  when  the  day  of  retribution  came,  the  old  anti- 
pathies and  mutual  jealousies  of  nations  were  swallowed  up  in 
one  burning  purpose  to  prostrate  the  common  tyrant,  the  uni- 
versal foe. 

MILTON  AND  JOHNSON. 

We  have  enlarged  on  Milton's  character,  not  only  from  the 
pleasure  of  paying  that  sacred  debt  which  the  mind  owes  to 
him  who  has  quickened  and  delighted  it,  but  from  an  appre- 
hension that  Milton  has  not  yet  reaped  his  due  harvest  of 
esteem  and  veneration.  The  mists  which  the  prejudices  and 
bigotry  of  Johnson  spread  over  his  bright  name  are  not  yet 
wholly  scattered,  though  fast  passing  away.  We  wish  not  to 
disparage  Johnson.  We  could  find  no  pleasure  in  sacrificing 
one  great  man  to  the  manes  of  another.  But  we  owe  it  to 
Milton  and  to  other  illustrious  names,  to  say,  that  Johnson  has 
failed  of  the  highest  end  of  biography,  which  is  to  give  immor- 
tality to  virtue,  and  to  call  forth  fervent  admiration  towards 
those  who  have  shed  splendor  on  past  ages.  We  acquit  John- 
son, however,  of  intentional  misrepresentation.  He  did  not, 
and  could  not,  appreciate  Milton.  We  doubt  whether  two 
other  minds,  having  so  little  in  common  as  those  of  which  we 
are  now  speaking,  can  be  found  in  the  higher  walks  of  litera- 
ture. Johnson  was  great  in  his  own  sphere,  but  that  sphere 
was  comparatively  "of  the  earth,"  whilst  Milton's  was  only 
inferior  to  that  of  angels.  It  was  customary,  in  the  day  of 
Johnson's  glory,  to  call  him  a  giant,  to  class  him  with  a  mighty, 
but  still  an  earth-born  race.  Milton  we  should  rank  among 
seraphs.  Johnson's  mind  acted  chiefly  on  man's  actual  condi- 
tion, on  the  realities  of  life,  on  the  springs  of  human  action, 
on  the  passions  which  now  agitate  society,  and  be  seems  hardly 
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to  have  dreamed  of  a  higher  state  of  the  human  mind  than  was 
then  exhibited.  Milton,  on  the  other  hand,  bnmed  with  a 
deep,  jet  calm  love  of  moral  grandear  and  celestial  puritv. 
He  thought,  not  so  much  of  what  man  is,  as  of  what  he  might 
become.  His  own  mind  was  a  revelation  to  him  of  a  higher 
condition  of  humanity,  and  to  promote  this  he  thirsted  and 
toiled  for  freedom,  as  the  element  for  the  growth  and  improve- 
ment of  his  nature. — In  religion,  Johnson  was  gloomy  and  in- 
elioed  to  superstition,  and  on  the  subject  of  government  leaned 
towards  absolute  power;  and  the  idea  of  reforming  either,  never 
entered  his  mind  but  to  disturb  and  provoke  it.  The  church 
and  the  civil  polity  under  which  he  lived  seemed  to  him  per- 
ket,  unless  he  may  have  thought  that  the  former  would  be  im- 
proved by  a  larger  infusion  of  Romish  rites  and  doctrines,  and 
the  latter  by  an  enlargement  of  the  royal  prerogative.  Hence 
a  tame  acquiescence  in  the  present  forms  of  religion  and  go- 
vernment marks  his  works.  Hence  we  find  so  little  in  his 
writings  which  is  electric  and  soul-kindling,  and  which  gives 
the  reader  a  consciousness  of  being  made  for  a  state  of  loftier 
thought  and  feeling  than  the  present.  Milton's  whole  soul,  on 
the  contrary,  revolted  against  the  maxims  of  legitimacy,  here- 
ditary faith,  and  servile  reverence  for  established  power.  He 
could  not  brook  the  bondage  to  which  men  had  bowed  for 
ages.  "Reformation''  was  the  first  word  of  public  warning 
which  broke  from  his  youthful  lips,  and  the  hope  of  it  was  the 
solace  of  his  declining  years.  The  difference  between  Milton 
and  Johnson  may  be  traced,  not  only  in  these  great  features  of 
mind,  but  in  their  whole  characters.  Milton  was  refined  and 
spiritnal  in  his  habits,  temperate  almost  to  abstemiousness,  and 
refreshed  himself  after  intellectual  effort  by  music.  Johnson 
inclined  to  more  sensual  delights.  Milton  was  exquisitely 
alive  to  the  outward  creation,  to  sounds,  motions,  and  forms, 
to  natural  beauty  and  grandeur.  Johnson,  through  defect  of 
physical  organization,  if  not  through  deeper  deficiency,  had 
little  susceptibility  of  these  pure  and  delicate  pleasures,  and 
would  not  have  exchanged  the  Strand  for  the  vale  of  Tempe 
or  the  gardens  of  the  Hesperides.  How  could  Johnson  be 
JQSt  to  Milton  I 

MILTON'S  PARADI8B. 

Paradise  and  its  inhabitants  are  in  sweet  accordance,  and 
together  form  a  scene  of  tranquil  bliss,  which  calms  and  soothes, 
whilst  it  delights,  the  imagination.    Adam  and  Eve,  just  mould- 
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ed  by  the  hand  and  quickened  by  the  breath  of  God,  reject  In 
their  countenances  and  forms,  as  well  as  minds,  the  intelligence, 
benignity,  and  happiness  of  their  Author.  Their  new  exist- 
ence has  the  freshness  and  peacefulness  of  the  dewy  morning, 
l^heir  souls,  nnsated  and  untainted,  find  an  innocent  joy  in 
the  youthful  creation,  which  spreads  and  smiles  around  them. 
Their  mutual  love  is  deep,  for  it  is  the  love  of  young,  unworn, 
unexhausted  hearts,  which  meet  in  each  other  the  only  human 
objects  on  whom  to  pour  forth  their  fulness  of  affection  ;  and 
still  it  is  serene,  for  it  is  the  love  of  happy  beings,  who  know 
not  suffering  even  by  name,  whose  innocence  excludes  not  only 
the  tumults  but  the  thought  of  jealousy  and  shame,  who  "im- 
paradised  in  one  another's  arms,"  scarce  dream  of  futurity,  so 
blessed  is  their  present  being.  We  will  not  say  that  we  envy 
our  first  parents ;  for  we  feel  that  there  may  be  higher  happi- 
ness than  theirs,  a  happiness  won  through  struggle  with  inward 
and  outward  foes,  the  happiness  of  power  and  moral  victory, 
the  happiness  of  disinterested  sacrifices  and  wide-spread  lore, 
the  happiness  of  boundless  hope,  and  of  'thoughts  which 
wander  through  eternity."  Still  there  are  times  when  the 
spirit,  oppressed  with  pain,  worn  with  toil,  tired  of  tumult, 
sick  at  the  sight  of  guilt,  wounded  in  its  love,  baffled  in  iu 
hope,  and  trembling  in  its  faith,  almost  longs  for  the  **  wings 
of  a  dove,  that  it  might  fly  away"  and  take  refuge  amidst  the 
**  shady  bowers,"  the  "  vernal  airs,"  the  "roses  without  thorns," 
the  quiet,  the  beauty,  the  loveliness  of  Eden.  It  is  the  con- 
trast of  this  deep  peace  of  Paradise  with  the  storms  of  life, 
which  gives  to  the  fourth  and  fifth  books  of  this  poem  a  charm 
so  irresistible,  that  not  a  few  would  sooner  relinquish  the  two 
first  books,  with  all  their  sublimity,  than  part  with  these.  It 
has  sometimes  been  said  that  the  English  language  has  no 
good  pastoral  poetry.  We  would  ask,  in  what  age  or  country 
has  the  pastoral  reed  breathed  such  sweet  strains  as  are  borne 
to  us  ou  *'the  odoriferous  wings  of  gentle  gales"  from  Milton's 
Paradise  ? 


CHRISTIANITY  THE  GREAT  EMANCIPATOR. 

I  pass  to  another  topic  suggested  by  Mr.  Gurney^s  book. 
What  is  it,  let  me  ask,  which  has  freed  the  West  India  slave, 
and  is  now  raising  him  to  the  dignity  of  a  man  ?  The  answer 
is  most  cheering.  The  great  Emancipator  has  been  Christianity. 
Policy,  interest,  state-craft,  church-craft,  the  low  motives  which 
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have  origiDated  other  revolQiions,  have  not  worked  here.  From 
the  times  of  Clarkson  and  Wilberforce  down  to  the  present  day, 
the  friends  of  the  slave,  who  have  pleaded  his  caase  and  broken 
his  chains,  have  been  Christians ;  and  it  is  from  Christ,  the 
divine  philanthropist,  from  the  inspiration  of  his  cross,  that 
they  have  gathered  faith,  hope,  and  love  for  the  conOict  This 
illnstration  of  the  spirit  and  power  of  Christianity  is  a  bright 
addition  to  the  evidences  of  its  truth.  We  have  here  the 
miracle  of  a  great  nation,  rising  in  its  strength,  not  for  con- 
quest, not  to  assert  its  own  rights,  but  to  free  and  elevate  the 
most  despised  and  injured  race  on  earth ;  and  as  this  stands 
alone  in  human  history,  so  it  recalls  to  us  those  wonderful 
works  of  mercy  and  power  by  which  the  divinity  of  our  reli- 
gion was  at  first  confirmed. 

It  is  with  deep  sorrow  that  I  am  compelled  to  turn  to  the 
contrast  between  religion  in  England  and  religion  in  America. 
There  it  vindicates  the  cause  of  the  oppressed ;  here  it  rivets 
the  chain  and  hardens  the  heart  of  the  oppressor.  At  the 
South,  what  is  the  Christian  ministry  doing  for  the  slave? 
Teaching  the  rightfulness  of  his  yoke,  joining  in  the  cry 
against  the  men  who  plead  for  his  freedom,  giving  the  sanction 
of  Ood's  name  to  the  greatest  offence  against  his  children. 
This  is  the  saddest  view  presented  by  the  conflict  with  slavery. 
The  very  men  whose  office  it  is  to  plead  against  all  wrong,  to 
enforce  the  obligation  of  impartial,  inflexible  justice,  to  breathe 
the  spirit  of  universal  brotherly  love,  to  resist  at  all  hazards 
the  spirit  and  evil  customs  of  the  world,  to  live  and  to  die 
under  the  banner  of  Christian  truth,  have  enlisted  under  the 
standard  of  slavery. 

Review  of  Gitrjtey't  Letters, 


CHARACTER  OF  THE  NEORO  RAGE. 

I  pass  to  another  topic  suggested  by  Mr.  Gurney's  book. 
According  to  this,  and  all  the  books  written  on  the  subject. 
Emancipation  has  borne  a  singular  testimony  to  the  noble 
elements  of  the  negro  character.  It  may  be  doubted  whether 
any  other  race  would  have  borne  this  trial  as  well  as  they. 
Before  the  day  of  freedom  came,  the  West  Indies  and  this 
country  foreboded  fearful  consequences  from  the  sudden  tran- 
sition of  such  a  multitude  from  bondage  to  liberty.  Revenge, 
massacre,  unbridled  lust,  were  to  usher  in  the  grand  festival  of 
Emancipation,  which  was  to  end  in  the  breaking  out  of  a  new 
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PandemoDiam  on  earth.  Instead  of  this,  the  holy  daj  of 
liberty  was  welcomed  by  shoaU  and  tears  of  gratitode.  The 
liberated  negroes  did  not  hasten,  as  Saxon  serfs  in  like  circom- 
stances  might  have  done,  to  haunts  of  intoxication,  bat  to  the 
honse  of  Qod.  Their  mde  chnrches  were  thronged.  Their 
joy  found  utterance  in  prayers  and  hymns.  History  contains 
no  record  more  touching  than  the  account  of  the  religions, 
tender  thankfulness  which  this  vast  boon  awakened  in  the  negro 
breast  And  what  followed  ?  Was  this  beautiful  emoUon  an 
evanescent  transport,  soon  to  give  way  to  ferocity  and  ven- 
geance? It  was  natural  for  masters,  who  had  inflicted  cause- 
less stripes,  and  filled  the  cup  of  the  slaves  with  bitterness,  to 
fear  their  rage  after  liberation.  But  the  overwhelming  joy  of 
freedom  having  subsided,  they  returned  to  labor.  Not  even  a 
blow  was  struck  in  the  excitement  of  that  vast  change.  No 
violation  of  the  peace  required  the  interposition  of  the  magis- 
trate. The  new  relation  was  assumed  easily,  quietly,  without 
an  act  of  violence ;  and,  since  that  time,  in  the  short  space  of 
two  years,  how  much  have  they  accomplished?  Beantiiul 
villages  have  grown  up ;  little  freeholds  have  been  purdiased ; 
the  marriage  tie  has  become  sacred;  the  child  is  educated; 
crime  has  diminished ;  there  are  islands,  where  a  greater  pro- 
portion of  the  young  are  trained  in  schools  than  among  the 
whites  of  the  slave  States.  I  ask  whether  any  other  people  on 
the  face  of  the  earth  would  have  received  and  used  the  infinite 
blessing  of  liberty  so  well. 

The  history  of  West  Indian  emancipation  teaches  us  that 
we  are  holding  in  bondage  one  of  the  best  races  of  the  human 
family.  The  negro  is  among  the  mildest,  gentlest  of  men.  He 
is  singularly  susceptible  of  improvement  from  abroad.  His 
children,  it  is  said,  receive  more  rapidly  than  ours  the  elements 
of  knowledge.  How  far  he  can  originate  improvements  time 
only  can  teach.  His  nature  is  affectionate,  easily  touched; 
and  hence  he  is  more  open  to  religions  impression  than  the 
white  man.  The  African  carries  within  him  much  more  than 
we,  the  germs  of  a  meek,  long-suffering,  loving  virtue.  A 
short  residence  among  the  negroes  in  the  West  Indies  im- 
pressed me  with  their  capacity  .of  improvement.  On  all  sides 
I  heard  of  their  religious  tendencies,  the  noblest  in  human 
nature.  I  saw,  too,  on  the  plantation  where  I  resided,  a 
gracefulness  and  dignity  of  form  and  motion,  rare  in  my  own 
native  New  England.  And  this  is  the  race  which  has  been 
selected  to  be  trodden  down  and  confounded  with  the  brutes  I 
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SAMUEL  WOODWORTH,  1786—1842. 

Saxubl  Woodwobth  was  a  native  of  Soitnate,  Massaohnsetts,  and 
was  bom  in  1786.  Having  learned  the  art  of  printing  in  his  native 
place,  he  removed  to  New  York,  and  was  for  some  years  editor  of  a 
newspaper  there.  Afterwards,  he  published  a  weekly  miscellany, 
called  *'The  Ladies'  Literary  Gazette ;"  and  in  1823,  in  conjunction 
with  Mr.  George  P.  Morris,  he  estabUshed  "The  New  York  Mirror," 
long  the  most  popular  journal  of  literature  and  art  in  this  country. 
He  died  in  New  York,  December  9, 1842,  much  respected  for  his  moral 
worth  and  poetic  talent. 

Mr.  Woodworth  published,  in  1813,  an  "  Account  of  the  War  with 
Great  Britain,"  and  in  1818,  a  volume  of  "  Poems,  Odes,  and  Songs, 
and  other  Metrical  Effusions."  From  the  latter,  we  select  the  well- 
known  song  of 


THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET. 

How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood. 

When  fond  recollection  presents  them  to  view  t 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wild  wood, 

And  every  loved  spot  which  my  infancy  knew  ; 
The  wide-spreading  pond,  and  the  mill  which  stood  by  it. 

The  bridge,  and  the  rock  where  the  cataract  fell ; 
The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy  house  nigh  it. 

And  e'en  the  rude  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket. 
The  moss-covered  bucket,  which  hung  in  the  well. 

.  That  moss-covered  vessel  I  hail  as  a  treasure  ; 

For  often,  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  field, 
I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure. 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield. 
How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing ! 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell ; 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing, 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well ; 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket. 
The  moss-covered  bucket  arose  from  the  well. 

How  sweet  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  it. 
As  poised  on  the  curb  it  inclined  to  my  lips  I 

Not  a  full  blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it. 
Though  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
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And  now,  far  remoyed  from  the  loved  Bitnation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intmsivelj  swell, 
As  fancy  rererts  to  my  father's  plantation, 

And  sighs  for  the  hacket  whioh  hangs  in  the  well ; 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bonnd  bucket. 
The  moss-covered  bucket,  whioh  hangs  in  the  well. 


HENRY  WARB,  JR.,  1793—1843. 

Hbkbt  Wabb,  Jr.,  the  son  of  Rer.  Henrj  Ware,  D.  D.,  the  HoUii 
Professor  of  Divinity  in  Harvard  College,  was  bom  in  Hingham,  Mas- 
sachusetts, in  1 793,  and  graduated  at  Harvard  College,  in  1 812.  Imme- 
diately on  leaving  college,  he  became  an  assistant  teacher  in  Phillips* 
Exeter  Academy ;  but  all  his  leisure  time  he  devoted  to  a  preparation 
for  the  Christian  ministry,  the  profession  which  had  been  his  choice 
from  his  very  youth.  He  completed  his  theological  studies  in  1816, 
and  on  the  first  day  of  the  following  year  was  ordained  as  pastor  of 
the  **  Second  Church,"  in  Boston.  After  twelve  years  of  labor-in  that 
situation,  he  was  dismissed  at  his  own  request,  and  went  to  travel  in 
Europe  for  a  year,  for  the  improvement  of  his  health,  which  had  been 
impaired  by  long-continued  mental  application.  On  his  return,  he 
was  elected  "Parkman  Professor  of  Pulpit  Eloquence  and  Pastoral 
Theology,*'  in  Harvard  University,  whioh  chair  he  continued  to  fill 
with  great  acceptance  and  ability  till  the  summer  of  1842,  when  his 
declining  health  obliged  him  to  resign  it,  and  retire  into  the  country. 
He  did  not  long  survive  his  resignation,  for  he  died  on  the  22d  of  Sep- 
tember of  the  next  year. 

Dr.  Ware's  works,  edited  by  Rev.  Chandler  Robins,  have  been  pub- 
lished in  Boston,  in  four  volumes.  They  consist  of  essays,  sermons, 
controversial  tracts  and  memoirs,  all  showing  a  mind  of  chaste.  Chris- 
tian scholarship,  and  a  heart  full  of  love  to  Qod  and  love  to  man,  and 
alive  to  every  thing  that  pertains  to  the  best  good  of  the  great  hnman 
family.  They  also  contain  selections  from  his  poetry ;  for  Dr.  Ware 
had  the  true  poetic  spirit,  and  fully  appreciated  the  poet's  elevated 
and  elevating  mission,  as  is  beautifully  shown  in  the  following  few 
lines  on  the  connection  between 
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80ISNCE  AND  FOETBT. ' 

Science  and  Poetry,  recognizing,  as  they  do,  the^order  and 
the  beaoty  of  the  nniTerse,  are  alike  handmaids  of  devotion. 
They  have  been,  they  may  be,  drawn  away  from  her  altar,  but 
in  their  natural  characters  they  are  co-operators,  and,  like  twin 
sisters,  they  j^Falk  hand  in  hand.  Science  tracks  the  footprints 
of  the  great  creating  power;  poetry  unveils  the  smile  of  the 
all-sostaining  love.  Science  adores  as  a  subject ;  poetry  wor- 
ships as  a  child.  One  teaches  the  law,  and  the  other  binds  the 
Bood  to  it  in  bands  of  beauty  and  love.  They  turn  the  universe 
into  a  temple,  earth  into  an  altar,  the  systems  into  fellow- 
worshippers,  aind  eternity  into  one  long  day  of  contemplation 
and  praise. 

CHOOnNO  A  PB0FSS6I0N. 

In  answering  the  question,  "What  is  to  be  considered  a 
Hvin^  f"  men  immediately  separate  a  thousand  different  ways, 
according  to  their  previous  habits  of  life,  the  society  in  which 
they  have  lived,  their  notions  of  worldly  prosperity,  their  love 
of  self-gratification,  their  ambition,  and  the  numberless  other 
things  which  go  to  make  a  man's  idea  of  happiness.  If  men 
would  cease  to  take  counsel  of  these — if  they  could  calmly  look 
with  the  eye  of  sober  reason  on  life  and  its  purposes,  on  the 
earth  and  its  means  of  gratification — ^it  would  be  less  difficult 
to  decide  this  matter,  and  there  would  be  less  clashing  than 
there  is  between  this  first  obligation  to  make  a  worldly  pro- 
vision, and  the  subsequent  obligations  of  a  higher  nature. 

He  who  accounts  it  necessary,  or  most  desirable,  to  become 
rich,  who  connects  his  ideas  of  happiness  and  honor  with  large 
possessions  and  the  artificial  consideration  which  is  attached  to 
wealth,  errs  in  his  first  purpose,  goes  astray  in  the  very  first 
step,  and  multiplies  the  hazards  of  disappointment  and  chagrin. 
Yet  perhaps  there  is  no  error  more  common — ^not  the  extrava- 
gant error  of  aiming  at  great  wealthy  as  the  object  for  which 
to  live — ^but  the  error  of  so  setting  one's  desires  on  a  mare  than 
competence;  of  so  looking  with  contempt  on  the  prospect  of 
a  merely  comfortable  existence,  that  the  taste  for  simple  and 
natural  pleasure  is  lost,  and  the  higher  motives  of  virtue,  use- 
fulness, and  truth  lose  their  comparative  estimation.  Hence 
uneasy  desires,  restless  discontent,  dtssatasfaetion,  repining  and 
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envy  at  the  more  snccessfal;  hence,  in  a  word,  wretchedness,  in 
a  condition  where  a  well-ordered  mind  conld  be  fall  of  grati- 
tade.  In  a  commercial  commanitj,  like  that  in  which  we  live, 
which  is  rashing  onward  in  a  tide  of  prosperity  that  astonishes 
while  we  gaze,  and  infatuates  the  mind  of  those  who  are  en- 
gaged in  the  commotion — in  such  a  community,  especially, 
there  is  danger  that  the  jadgment  be  perverted,  that  the 
hombler  bat  asefal  callings  become  distasteful,  and  multitudef 
of  young  men,  to  the  peril  of  their  innocence,  at  the  risk  of 
corruption  and  wretchedness,  press  into  the  crowded  ranks  of 
Mammon,  and  suffer  themselves  to  forget  there  is  any  good 
but  gold.  It  has  been  said  by  one  who  has  long  watched  the 
commercial  world  in  this  country,  that  only  one  in  seven  of 
those  who  enter  this  walk  succeed  in  it;  that  six  in  every 
seven  fail — a  dreadful  proportion  of  blanks,  considering  the 
quantity  of  blasted  hopes  and  blighted  integrity,  of  broken 
hearts  and  ruined  characters,  which  it  involves.  And  yet,  into 
this  desperate  struggle  how  eagerly  are  our  young  men  rushing  ? 
With  six  chances  of  ruin  to  one  of  success,  how  many  are  leaving 
the  less  crowded,  the  more  certain,  the  more  quiet  avocations 
of  professional  life,  for  which  their  higher  education  had  fitted 
them — and  in  which  competence,  with  cultivated  minds  and 
useful  occupations,  would  be  far  happier  in  the  long  ron,  and 
far  more  honorable,  than  this  ambition  to  grow  rich  in  business 
— whilst  letters  are  forgotten,  philosophy  is  deserted,  the  ac- 
quisitions of  intellect  are  thrown  away,  and  the  mind,  that 
might  have  illumined  society  by  its  genius,  confines  its  noble 
powers  to  the  pitiful  drudgery  of  barter,  and  the  miserable 
cares  of  ^ain. 


SEASONS  OF  PRATER. 

To  prayer !  to  prayer ! — for  the  morning  breaks, 
And  earth  in  her  Maker's  smile  awakes. 
His  light  is  on  all,  below  and  above^ 
The  light  of  gladness,  and  life,  and  love. 
Oh  1  then,  on  the  breath  of  this  early  air. 
Send  upward  the  incense  of  grateful  prayer. 

To  prayer  I — for  the  glorious  sun  is  gone, 

And  the  gathering  darkness  of  night  comes  on. 

Like  a  curtain  from  Qod*s  kind  hand  it  flows, 

To  shade  the  conch  where  his  children  repose. 

Then  kneel,  while  the  watching  stars  are  bright. 

And  give  your  last  thoughta  to  the  Ouardian  of  night. 
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To  prajer  I — for  the  day  that  God  has  ble«t 
Comes  trasqaillj  on  with  its  welcome  rest. 
It  speaks  of  creation's  earlj  bloom, 
It  speaks  of  the  Prince  who  burst  the  tomb. 
Then  summon  the  spirit's  exalted  powers, 
And  devote  to  Heaven  the  hallowed  hours. 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  the  mother's  eyes, 

For  her  new-bom  infSant  beside  her  lies. 

Oh  I  hour  of  bliss !  when  the  heart  o'erflows 

With  /apture  a  mother  only  knows : 

Let  it  gush  forth  in  words  of  fervent  prayer ; 

Let  it  swell  up  to  Heaven  for  her  precious  care. 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  that  gathering  band, 
Where  the  heart  is  pledged  with  the  trembling  hand. 
What  trying  thoughts  in  her  bosom  swell. 
As  the  bride  bids  parents  and  home  farewell ! 
Kneel  down  by  the  side  of  the  tearful  fair, 
And  strengthen  the  perilous  hour  with  prayer. 

Kneel  down  by  the  dying  sinner's  side, 
And  pray  for  his  soul,  through  him  who  died. 
Large  drops  of  anguish  are  thick  on  his  brow : 
Oh  t  what  are  earth  and  its  pleasures  now  ? 
And  what  shall  assuage  his  dark  despair 
But  the  penitent  cry  of  humble  prayer  ? 

Kneel  down  at  the  couch  of  departing  faith. 
And  hear  the  last  words  the  believer  saith. 
He  has  bidden  adieu  to  his  earthly  friends ; 
'    There  Is  peace  in  his  eye,  that  upward  bends  ; 
There  is  peace  In  his  calm,  confiding  air ; 
For  his  last  thoughts  are  Gk>d'8 — his  last  words,  prayer. 

The  voice  of  prayer  at  the  sable  bier  I 

A  voice  to  sustain,  to  soothe,  and  to  cheer. 

It  commends  the  spirit  to  God  who  gave ; 

It  lifts  the  thoughts  from  the  cold,  dark  grave ; 

It  points  to  the  glory  where  he  shall  reign. 

Who  whispered,  "  Thy  brother  shall  rise  again." 

The  voice  of  prayer  in  the  world  of  bliss ! 
But  gladder,  purer  than  rose  from  this. 
The  ransomed  shout  to  their  glorious  King, 
Where  no  sorrow  shades  the  soul  as  they  sing ; 
But  a  sinless  and  Joyous  song  they  raise, 
And  their  voice  of  prayer  is  eternal  praise. 

Awake !  awake  I  and  gird  up  thy  strength, 
To  join  that  holy  band  at  length. 
To  Him,  who  unceasing  love  displays, 
Whom  the  powers  of  nature  unceasingly  praise, 
To  Him  thy  heart  and  thy  hours  be  given  ; 
For  a  life  of  prayer  is  the  life  of  heaven. 

25 
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JOSEPH  STORY,  1782—1845. 

This  distiDguished  Jurist  and  Boholar  was  bom  in  Marblehead,  Mass., 
Sept.  18, 1782,  and  graduated  at  Harvard  College,  in  1798.  He  stu- 
died law  ander  Jadge  Patnam,  and  established  himself  in  the  prac- 
tice of  it  at  Salem.  He  soon  entered  into  political  life,  and  was  chosen 
a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  Legislature  in  1805.  In  1809,  he  was 
chosen  by  the  Democratic  partj  a  representative  to  Congreas  from 
Essex,  South  District.  In  1811,  he  was  appointed  by  President  Madi- 
son a  Judge  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States,  and  then 
severed  himself  entirely  from  all  political  connections.  In  1830,  he 
was  appointed  Dane  Professor  in  the  Law  School  of  Harvard  University, 
on  the  munificent  foundation  of  his  friend,  Hon.  Nathan  Dane,  of 
Beverly ;  and  he  continued  to  discharge  the  duties  of  this  office  with 
great  ability  and  success  till  the  day  of  his  death,  which  took  place 
on  the  10th  of  September,  1845. 

For  profound  legal  learning,  acuteness  of  intellect,  soundness  of 
Judgment,  and  general  knowledge.  Judge  Story  has  bad  Cbw,  if  any, 
superiprs,  in  our  country.  As  a  teacher  of  Jurisprudence,  he  brought 
to  the  important  duties  of  the  Professor's  chair,  besides  his  exube- 
rant learning,  great  patience,  a  natural  delight  in  the  great  subjects 
which  he  expounded,  a  copious  and  persuasive  eloquence,  and  a  con- 
tagious enthusiasm,  which  filled  his  pupils  with  love  for  the  law,  and 
for  the  master  who  taught  it  so  well. 

Ad  an  author,  Judge  Story  began  his  career  early  in  life,  by  publish- 
ing an  excellent  edition  of  Abbott  on  the  ''Law  of  Shipping.*'  Soon 
after  his  appointment  to  the  Dane  Professorship,  he  published  his 
*'  Commentaries  on  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States,"  in  three 
volumes,  octavo.  These  were  followed  by  a  succession  of  treatises  on 
different  bvanches  of  the  law,  the  extent  and  excellence  of  which,  with 
the  vast  amount  of  legal  learning  displayed  in  them,  leave  it  a  matter 
of  astonishment  that  they  could  be  prepared,  within  the  short  space  of 
twelve  years,  by  a  man  who  was  all  the  while  discharging,  with  great 
assiduity — the  onerous  duties  of  a  Judge  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the 
United  States,  and  a  Professor  in  the  Law  School  of  the  University.  But 
in  his  devotion  to  the  science  of  the  law,  he  did  not  forget  the  claims 
of  literature  and  general  scholarship ;  and  his  addresses  on  public  occa- 
sions, his  contributions  to  the  "  North  American  Review,"  and  other 
miscellaneous  writings,  show  a  mind  imbued  with  sound  and  varied 
learning. 
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As  a  man,  and  a  member  of  sooSety,  he  was  remarkable  for  his  do- 
mestic virtaes,  his  warm  affeotions  and  generous  temper,  and  the 
pnrttj,  eleration,  and  simplioit/  of  his  life.  The  members  of  the  Suf- 
folk Bar,  in  thMr  reeolations  npon  the  oeoasion  of  his  death,  declare 
**  that  the  death  of  one  so  great  as  a  Jndge,  as  an  author,  as  a  teacher, 
and  so  good  as  a  man,  is  a  loss  which  is  irreparable  to  the  bar,  to  the 
caanirj,  and  to  mankind." 


THE  IMPORTANCB  OF  0LA8SI0AL  LEARNING. 

The  importance  of  classical  learning  to  professional  edncft- 
tion  is  so  obvions,  that  the  surprise  is  that  it  conld  ever  hare 
become  matter  of  disputation.  I  speak  not  of  its  power  in 
refining  the  taste,  in  disciplining  the  judgment,  in  invigorating 
the  nnderstanding,  or  in  warming  the  heart  with  elevated  senti- 
ments, but  of  its  power  of  direct,  positive,  nVcessarj  instmc- 
tion.  Until  the  eighteenth  century,  the  mass  of  science,  in  its 
principal  branches,  was  deposited  in  the  dead  languages,  and 
much  of  it  still  reposes  there.  To  be  igpiorant  of  these  lan- 
guages is  to  shut  out  the  lights  of  former  times,  or  to  examine 
them  only  through  the  glimmerings  of  inadequate  translations. 
What  sbonld  we  sstjr  of  the  jurist  who  never  aspired  to  learn 
the  maxims  of  law  and  equity  which  adorn  the  Roman  codes  f 
What  of  the  physician  who  could  deliberately  surrender  all  tbe 
knowledge  heaped  up  for  so  many  centuries  in  the  Latinity  of 
continental  Europe  f  What  of  the  minister  of  religion  who 
should  choose  not  to  study  the  Scriptures  in  the  original  tongue, 
and  should  be  content  to  trust  his  faith  and  his  hopes,  for  time 
and  for  eternity,  to  the  dimness  of  translations  which  may  re- 
flect the  literal  import,  but  rarely  can  reflect,  with  unbroken 
force,  the  beautiful  spirit  of  the  text  f 

I  pass  over  all  consideration  of  the  written  treasures  of  an- 
tiquity which  have  survived  the  wreck  of  empires  and  dynasties, 
of  monumental  trophies  and  triumphal  arches,  of  palaces  of 
princes  and  temples  of  the  gods.  I  pass  over  all  consideration 
of  those  admired  compositions  in  which  wisdom  speaks  as  with 
a  voice  fW>m  heaven ;  of  those  sublime  eflforts  of  poetical  genius 
which  still  fire^n,  as  they  pass  from  ag^  to  age,  in  undying 
vig^r;  of  those  finished  histories  which  still  enlighten  and 
instruct  governments  in  their  duty  and  their  destiny ;  of  those 
matchless  orations  which  roused  nations  to  arms  and  chained 
senates  to  the  chariot-wheels  of  all-conquering  eloquence. 
These  all  may  now  be  read  in  our  vemacnlar  tongue.    Ay !  aa 
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one  remembers  the  face  of  a  dead  friend,  by  gathering  np  the 
broken  fragments  of  his  image— as  one  listens  to  the  tale  of  a 
dream  twice  told — as  one  catches  the  roar  of  the  ocean  in  the 
ripple  of  a  rivnlet — as  one  sees  the  blaze  of  noon  in  the  iiat 
glimmer  of  twilight. 

FBE£  SCHOOLS. 

I  know  not  what  more  munificent  donation  any  government 
can  bestow  than  by  providing  instruction  at  the  public  expense, 
not  as  a  scheme  of  charity,  but  of  municipal  policy.  If  a  private 
person  deserves  the  applause  of  all  good  men,  who  founds  a 
single  hospital  or  college,  how  much  more  are  they  entitled  to 
the  appellation  of  public  benefactors  who,  by  the  side  of  every 
church  in  every  village,  plant  a  school  of  letters  I  Other  moaa- 
ments  of  the  art  and  genius  of  man  may  perish,  but  these,  from 
their  very  nature,  seem,  as  far  as  human  foresight  can  go,  abso* 
lut^y  immortal.  The  triumphal  arches  of  other  days  have  falkn ; 
the  sculptured  columns  have  crumbled  into  dust;  the  templet  of 
taste  and  religion  have  sunk  into  decay ;  the  pyramids  them* 
selves  seem  but  mighty  sepulchres  hastening  to  the  same  ob- 
livion to  which  the  dead  they  cover  have  long  since  passed. 
But  here,  every  successive  generation  becomes  a  living  memo- 
rial of  our  public  schools,  and  a  living  example  of  their  excel- 
lence. Never,  never  may  this  glorious  institution  be  abandoned 
or  betrayed,  by  the  weakness  of  its  friends,  or  the  power  of  its 
adversaries.  It  can  scarcely  be  abandoned  or  betrayed  while 
New  England  remains  free,  and  her  representatives  are  true  to 
their  trust  It  must  forever  count  in  its  defence  a  majority  of 
all  those  who  ought  to  influence  public  affairs  by  their  virtues 
or  their  talents ;  for  it  must  be  that  here  they  first  felt  the 
divinity  of  knowledge  stir  within  them.  What  consolation 
can  be  higher,  what  reflection  prouder,  than  the  thought  that 
in  weal  and  in  woe  our  children  are  under  the  public  guardian- 
ship, and  may  here  gather  the  fruits  of  that  learning  which 
ripens  for  eternity  1 


FSMALB  XDUGATION  AND  LEARNING. 

If  Christianity  may  be  said  to  have  given  a  permanent  Ova- 
tion to  woman,  as  an  intellectual  and  moral  being,  it  is  aa  true 
that  the  present  age,  above  all  others,  has  given  play  to  her 
genius,  and  taught  us  to  reverence  its  influence.    It  was  the 
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fashion  of  other  times  to  treat  the  Ilterarj  acqairements  of  the 
sex  as  starched  pedantry,  or  yain  pretensioD;  to  stigmatize 
them  as  inconsisteDt  with  those  domestic  affections  and  Tirtaes 
which  constitate  the  charm  of  society.  We  had  abundant 
homilies  read  upon  their  amiable  weaknesses  and  sentimental 
delicacy,  opon  their  timid  gentleness  and  submissive  depend- 
ence; as  if  to  taste  the  frnit  of  knowledge  were  a  deadly  sin, 
and  ignorance  were  the  sole  gnardian  of  innocence.  Their 
whole  liTes  were  ''sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought," 
and  concealment  of  intellectual  power  was  often  resorted  to, 
to  escape  the  dangerous  imputation  of  masculine  strength.  In 
the  higher  walks  of  life,  the  satirist  was  not  without  color  for 
the  suggestion  that  it  was 

''A  joiitli  of  folly,  an  old  age  of  cards :" 

and  thai,  elsewhere,  "most  women  had  no  character  at  all," 
beyond  that  of  purity  and  devotion  to  their  families.  Admi- 
rable as  are  these  qualities,  it  seemed  an  abuse  of  the  g^ts  of 
ProTidence  to  deny  to  mothers  the  power  of  instructing  their 
children,  to  wives  the  privilege  of  sharing  the  intellectual 
pursuits  of  their  husbands,  to  sisters  and  daughters  the  delight 
of  ministering  knowledge  in  the  fireside  circle,  to  youth  and 
beauty  the  charm  of  refin^  sense,  to  age  and  infirmity  the 
consolation  of  studies  which  elevate  the  soul  and  gladden  the 
listless  hours  of  despondency. 

These  things  have,  in  a  great  measure,  passed  away.  The 
prejudices  which  dishonored  the  sex  have  yielded  to  the  influ- 
ence of  truth.  By  slow  but  sure  advances,  education  has  ex- 
tended itself  through  all  ranks  of  female  society.  There  is  no 
longer  any  dread  lest  the  culture  of  science  should  foster  that 
masculine  boldness  or  restless  independence  which  alarms  by 
its  sallies,  or  wounds  by  its  inconsistencies.  We  have  seen  that 
here,  as  everywhere  else,  knowledge  is  favorable  to  human 
virtue  and  human  happiness;  that  the  refinement  of  literature 
adds  lustre  to  the  devotion  of  piety ;  that  true  learning,  like 
true  taste,  is  modest  and  unostentatious;  that  grace  of  manners 
receives  a  higher  polish  from  the  discipline  of  the  schools ;  that 
cultivated  genius  sheds  a  cheering  light  over  domestic  dnties, 
and  its  very  sparkles,  like  those  of  the  diamond,  attest  at  once 
its  power  and  its  purity.  There  is  not  a  rank  of  female  society , 
however  high,  which  does  not  now  pay  homage  to  literature, 
or  that  would  not  blush  even  at  the  suspicion  of  that  ignorance 
which,  a  half  century  ago,  was  neither  uncommon  nor  discredit- 
able.    There  is  not  a  parent  whose  pride  may  not  glow  at  the 
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ihoaght  that  bis  daughter's  happhiess  is,  in  a  great  measQre, 
within  her  own  command,  whether  she  keeps  the  cool,  seqaes- 
tered  rale  of  life,  or  visits  the  bosj  walks  of  fashion. 

A  new  path  is  th  as  opened  for  female  exertion,  to  alleTiate 
the  pressure  of  misfortune,  without  any  supposed  sacrifice  of 
dignity  or  modesty.  Man  no  longer  aspires  to  an  ezolosiTe 
dominion  in  authorship.  He  has  rivals  or  allies  in  almost 
every  department  of  kilowledge;  and  they  are  to  be  found 
among  those  whose  elegance  of  manners  and  blamelessneas  of 
life  command  his  respect,  as  much  as  their  talents  excite  his 
admiration.  Who  is  there  that  does  not  contemplate  with 
enthusiasm  the  precious  fragments  of  Elizabeth  Smith,  the 
venerable  learning  of  Elizabeth  Carter,  the  elevated  piety  of 
Hannah  More,  the  persuasive  sense  of  Mrs.  Barbauld,  the 
elegant  memoirs  of  her  accomplished  niece,  the  bewitching 
fiction  of  Madame  D'Arblay,  the  vivid,  picturesque  and  terrific 
imagery  of  Mrs.  Radcliffe,  the  glowing  poetry  of  Mrs.  Hemans, 
the  matchless  wit,  the  inexhaustible  conversations,  the  fine  cha- 
racter painting,  the  practical  instructions  of  Miss  Edgewortb, 
the  great  Known,  standing  in  her  own  department  by  the  side 
of  the  great  Unknown.* 

INDIAN  SUMMXB. 

What  can  be  more  beautiful  or  more  attractive  than  this 
season  in  New  England?  The  sultry  heat  of  summer  has 
passed  away ;  and  a  delicious  coolness  at  evening  succeeds  the 
genial  warmth  of  the  day.  The  labors  of  the  husbandman 
approach  their  natural  termination ;  and  he  gladdens  with  the 
near  prospect  of  his  promised  reward.  The  earth  swells  with 
the  increase  of  vegetation.  The  fields  wave  with  their  ydlow 
and  luxuriant  harvests.  The  trees  put  forth  their  darkest 
foliage,  half  shading  and  half  revealing  their  ripened  fruits,  to 
tempt  the  appetite  of  man  and  proclaim  the  goodness  of  his 
Creator.  Even  in  scenes  of  another  sort,  where  nature  reigns 
alone  in  her  own  majesty,  there  is  much  to  awaken  religious 
enthusiasm.  As  yet,  the  forests  stand  clothed  in  their  dress 
of  undecayed  magnificence.  The  winds,  that  rustle  through 
their  tops,  scarcely  disturb  the  silence  of  the  shades  below. 
The  mountains  and  the  valleys  glow  in  warm  green,  or  lively 
russet.     The  rivulets  flow  on  with  a  noiseless  current,  reflect- 


'  Ab  Sir  Walter  Soott  was  called  before  he  acknowledged  the  aothorsfaip  of 
th«  ••WaverUy  Novell/* 
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isg  baek  the  images  of  many  a  glossj  insect,  that  dips  his 
wings  in  their  cooling  waters.  The  mornings  and  erenings 
are  still  vocal  with  the  notes  of  a  thousand  warblers,  whidi 
plame  their  wings  for  a  later  flight.  Above  all,  the  clear  bloe 
akj,  the  long  and  sonny  calms,  the  scarcely  whispering  breezes, 
the  brilliant  sunsets,  lit  op  with  all  the  wondroos  magnificence 
of  light  and  shade  and  color,  and  slowly  settling  down  into  a 
pore  and  transparent  twilight.  These,  these  are  the  days  and 
scenes  which  even  the  cold  cannot  behold  without  emotion ; 
but  on  which  the  meditative  and  pious  gaze  With  profound 
admiration;  for  they  breathe  of  holier  and  happier  regions 
beyond  the  grave. 


THE  BURIAL-PLACE. 

What  a  multitude  of  thoughts  crowd  upon  the  mind  in  the 
contemplation  of  such  a  scene  I  How  much  of  the  future, 
even  in  its  far  distant  reaches,  rises  before  us  with  all  its  per- 
suasive realities  I  Take  but  one  little  narrow  space  of  time, 
and  how  affecting  are  its  associations!  Within  the  flight  of 
one  half  century,  how  many  of  the  great,  the  good,  and  the 
wise  will  be  gathered  here  I  How  many,  in  the  loveliness  of 
infancy,  the  beauty  of  youth,  the  vigor  of  manhood,  and  the 
maturity  of  age,  will  lie  down  here,  and  dwell  in  the  bosom  of 
their  mother  earth  I  The  rich  and  the  poor,  the  gay  and  the 
wretched,  the  favorites  of  thousands,  and  the  forsaken  of  the 
world,  the  stranger  in  his  solitary  grave,  and  the  patriarch, 
surrounded  by  the  kindred  of  a  long  lineage  I  How  many 
will  here  bury  their  brightest  hopes  or  blasted  expectations! 
How  many  bitter  tears  will  here  be  shed  I  How  many  agoniz- 
ing sighs  will  here  be  heaved !  How  many  trembling  feet  will 
cross  the  pathways,  and,  returning,  leave  behind  them  the 
dearest  objects  of  their  reverence  or  their  love ! 


ALEXANDER  H.  EVERETT,  1791—1847. 

Albxasdek  Hill  Evbbbtt,  Bon  of  Rev.  Oliver  Everett,  of  Dorches- 
ter, Massaclmsetts,  was  bom  at  that  place,  in  1791,  and  graduated 
with  very  distingnished  reputation,  at  Harvard  University,  in  1 806. 
After  leaving  college,  he  was  an  usher  in  Phillips  Exeter  Academy, 
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and  then  engaged  in  the  stndy  of  the  law.  In  1809,  he  aeoompaniad 
John  Qaino7  Adams,  as  Beoretary  of  Legation,  to  St.  Petersburg ;  and 
after  that  his  life  was  more  devoted  to  diplomatic  pnrsnits  than  to  the 
legal  profession. 

In  1815,  he  again  went  to  Barope,  as  Secretary  of  Legation  at  the 
Ck>nrt  of  the  King  of  Netherlands,  and  returned  home  in  1817.  In 
1818,  he  embarked  again  for  Holland,  having  been  appointed  charg( 
d'affaires ;  and  in  1825,  he  accepted  the  position  of  Ambassador  at  the 
Ck>urt  of  Madrid,  where  he  remained  till  1829.  A  few  months  after 
his  return  to  the  United  States  from  Madrid,  Mr.  Everett  became  the 
editor  and  principal  proprietor  of  the  "North  American  Review."  He 
had  long  been  a  leading  contributor  to  this  journal,  and,  under  his 
charge  it  was  materially  improved.  About  the  year  1832,  he  engaged 
actively  in  politics ;  and  soon  after  oonneoted  himself  with  the  Demo- 
cratic party.  On  the  accession  of  Mr.  Polk  to  the  Presidency,  in  1845, 
Mr.  Bverett  was  appointed  Commissioner  to  China ;  but,  in  oonseqaenoe 
<^  ill  health,  he  proceeded  no  further  than  Elo  Janeiro,  wheaoe  he  ve- 
turued  to  the  United  States.  After  an  interval  of  several  months,  he 
again  sailed  for  Canton ;  but  had  hardly  beoome  settled  in  his  new 
residence,  when  his  mortal  career  was  terminated,  on  the  28th  of  Jnn^ 
1847. 

Mr.  Bverett  was  one  of  the  most  eminent  literary  men  our  coimtiy 
has  produced.  He  was  proficient  in  the  languages  and  Uterature  of 
modem  Europe,  in  philosophy,  in  diplomacy,  the  law  of  nation^  and 
all  the  learning  requisite  for  a  statesman ;  and  in  his  death  our  coun- 
try incurred  the  loss  of  one  who  had  served  her  ably  and  faithfully 
abroad,  and  had  contributed  essentially  to  elevate,  among  European 
scholars,  the  character  of  American  literature. 

Besides  his  numerous  contributions  to  periodicals,  Mr.  Bverett's 
principal  published  works  are,  "  Europe,'*  a  treatise  on  the  political 
condition  of  Europe,  in  1821,  published  in  1822 ;  '*  America,"  a  similar 
treatise  on  our  country,  published  in  1825 ;  and  "  New  Ideas  on  Popula- 
tion," suggested  by,  and  a  reply  to,  Malthus  and  his  school,  published 
in  1827.  Two  volumes  of  his  Essays  had  been  published  before  his 
death,  and  he  was,  at  the  time  of  that  event,  prejMuring  for  a  continua- 
tion of  the  series. 

XDMUND  BURKB. 

A  sagacious  critic  has  advanced  the  opinion  that  the  oierit 
of  Burke  was  almost  wholly  literary ;  but  I  confess  I  see  little 
ground  for  this  assertion,  if  literary  excellence  is  here  under- 
stood in  any  other  sense  than  as  an  immediate  result  of  the 
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highest  iotelleetaal  and  moral  endowments.  Sach  compo- 
sitions as  the  writings  of  Borke  suppose,  no  doubt,  the  fine 
taste,  the  command  of  language,  and  the  finished  education, 
which  are  all  supposed  by  every  description  of  literary  success. 
Bat,  in  the  present  state  of  society,  these  qualities  are  far  from 
being  uncommon ;  and  are  possessed  by  thousands,  who  make 
no  pretension  to  the  eminence  of  Burke,  in  the  same  degree  in 
which  they  were  by  him.  Such  a  writer  as  Cumberland,  for 
example,  who  stands  infinitely  below  Burke  on  the  scale  of  in- 
tellect, may  yet  be  regarded  as  his  equal  or  superior  in  purely 
literary  accomplishments,  taken  in  this  exclusive  sense.  The 
style  of  Barke  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  most  splendid  forms 
in  which  the  English  language  has  ever  been  exhibited.  It 
displays  the  happy  and  difficult  union  of  all  the  richness  and 
magnificence  that  good  taste  admits,  with  a  perfectly  easy  con- 
struction. In  Burke,  we  see  the  manly  movement  of  a  well- 
bred  gentleman ;  in  Johnson,  an  equally  profound  and  vigorous 
thinker,  the  measured  march  of  a  grenadier.  We  forgive  the 
great  moralist  his  stiff  and  cumbrous  phrases,  in  return  for  the 
rich  stores  of  thought  and  poetry  which  they  conceal ;  but  we 
admire  in  Burke,  as  in  a  fine  antique  statue,  the  grace  with 
which  the  large  flowing  robe  adapts  itself. to  the  majestic 
dignity  of  the  person.  But,  with  all  his  literary  excellence, 
the  peculiar  merits  of  this  great  man  were,  perhaps,  the  faculty 
of  profound  and  philosophical  thought,  and  the  moral  courage 
which  led  him  to  disregard  personal  inconvenience  in  the  ex- 
pression of  his  sentiments.  Deep  thought  is  the  informing 
Bonl,  that  everywhere  sustains  and  inspires  the  imposing  gran- 
dear  of  his  eloquence.  Even  in  the  Essay  on  the  Sublime  and 
Beautiful,  the  only  work  of  pure  literature  which  he  attempted, 
that  is,  the  only  one  which  w£^  not  an  immediate  expression  of 
his  views  on  public  affairs,  there  is  still  the  same  richness  of 
thought,  the  same  basis  of  *' divine  philosophy,"  to  support 
the  harmonious  superstructure  of  the  language.  And  the 
moral  courage  which  formed  so  remarkable  a  feature  in  his 
character  contributed  not  less  essentially  to  his  literary  success. 
It  seems  to  be  a  law  of  nature,  that  the  highest  degree  of  elo- 
quence demands  the  union  of  the  noblest  qualities  of  character 
as  well  as  intellect.  To  think  is  the  highest  exercise  of  the  mind ; 
to  say  what  you  think,  the  boldest  effort  of  moral  courage ;  and 
both  these  things  are  required  for  a  really  powerful  writer. 
Eloquence  without  thoughts  is  a  mere  parade  of  words ;  and 
no  man  can  express  with  spirit  and  vigor  any  thoughts  but  his 
own.     This  was  the  secret  of  the  eloquence  of  Rousseau,  which 
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18  not  withoat  a  certain  analogy  in  its  forms  to  that  of  Borke. 
The  principal  of  the  Jesuits'  college  one  day  inqnired  of  him 
by  what  art  he  had  been  able  to  write  so  well.  '*I  $aid  v?kat 
Ithought,^^  replied  the  onceremonions  Genevan  ;  conveying,  in 
these  few  words,  the  bitterest  satire  on  the  system  of  the 
JesnitSi  and  the  best  explanation  of  his  own. 


ENGLAND. 

Whatever  may  be  the  extent  of  the  distress  in  England,  or 
the  difficulty  of  finding  any  remedies  for  it,  which  shall  be  at 
once  practicable  and  sufficient,  it  is  certain  that  the  symptoms 
of  decline  have  not  yet  displayed  themselves  on  the  surfi^e; 
and  no  country  in  Europe,  at  the  present  day,  probably  none 
that  ever  Oonrished  at  any  preceding  period  of  ancient  or  of 
modern  times,  ever  exhibited  so  strongly  the  outward  marks 
of  general  industry,  wealth,  and  prosperity.  The  misery  that 
exists,  whatever  it  may  be,  retires  from  public  view ;  and  the 
traveller  sees  no  traces  of  it  except  in  the  beggars — which  are 
not  more  numerous  than  they  are  on  the  continent — in  the 
courts  of  justice,  and  in  the  newspapers.  On  the  contrary, 
the  impressions  he  receives  from  the  objects  that  meet  his  view 
are  almost  uniformly  agreeable.  He  is  pleased  with  the  great 
attention  paid  to  his  personal  accommodation  as  a  traveller, 
with  the  excellent  roads,  and  the  conveniences  of  the  pnblie 
carriages  and  inns.  The  country  everywhere  exhibits  the 
appearance  of  high  cnltivation,  or  else  of  wild  and  picturesque 
beauty ;  and  even  the  unimproved  lands  are  disposed  with  taste 
and  skill,  so  as  to  embellish  the  landscape  very  highly,  if  they 
do  not  contribute,  as  they  might,  to  the  substantial  comfort  of 
the  people.  From  every  eminence,  extensive  parks  and  grounds^ 
spreading  far  and  wide  over  hill  and  vale,  interspersed  with  darii 
woods,  and  variegated  with  bright  waters,  unroll  themselves 
before  the  eye,  like  enchanted  gardens.  And  while  the  elegant 
constructions  of  the  modern  proprietors  fill  the  mind  with 
images  of  ease  and  luxury,  the  mouldering  ruins  that  remain 
of  former  ages,  of  the  castles  and  churches  of  their  feudal 
ancestors,  increase  the  interest  of  the  picture  by  contrast, 
and  associate  with  it  poetical  and  affecting  recollections  of 
other  times  and  manners.  Every  village  seems  to  be  the  chosen 
residence  of  Industry,  and  her  handmaids,  Neatness  and  Com- 
fort; and,  in  the  various  parts  of  the  island,  her  operations 
present  themselves  under  the  most  amusing  and  agreeable 
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Tarietj  of  forms*  Sometimes  her  votaries  are  moanting  to  the 
skies  io  manafactories  of  innumerable  stories  in  height,  and 
sometimes  diving  in  mines  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  or 
dragging  np  drowned  treasures  from  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
At  one  time  the  ornamented  grounds  of  a  wealthy  proprietor 
seem  to  realize  the  fabled  Elysium;  and  again,  as  yon  pass  in 
the  evening  through  some  village  engaged  in  the  iron  manu- 
facture, where  a  thousand  forges  are  feeding  at  once  their  dark- 
red  6re8,  and  clouding  the  air  with  their  volumes  of  smoke,  you 
might  think  yourself,  for  a  moment,  a  little  too  near  some 
drearier  residence. 

The  aspect  of  the  cities  is  as  various  as  that  of  the  country. 
Oxford,  in  the  silent,  solemn  grandeur  of  its  numerous  colle- 
giate palaces,  with  their  massy  stone  walls,  and  vast  interior 
qnadrangles,  seems  like  the  deserted  capital  of  some  departed 
race  of  giants.  This  is  the  splendid  sepulchre,  where  Science, 
like  the  Roman  Tarpeia,  lies  buried  under  the  weight  of  gold 
that  rewarded  her  ancient  services,  and  where  copious  libations 
of  the  richest  Port  and  Madeira  are  daily  poured  out  to  her 
memory.  At  Liverpool,  on  the  contrary,  all  is  bustle,  brick, 
and  business.  Everything  breathes  of  modern  times,  every- 
body is  occupied  with  the  concerns  of  the  present  moment, 
excepting  one  elegant  scholar,  who  unites  a  singular  resem- 
blance to  the  Roman  face  and  dignified  person  of  our  Wash- 
ington, with  the  magnificent  spirit  and  intellectual  accomplish- 
ments of  his  own  Italian  hero.^ 

At  every  change  of  the  landscape,  you  fall  upon  monuments 
of  some  new  race  of  men,  among  the  number  that  have  in 
their  tarn  inhabited  these  islands.  The  mysterious  monument 
of  Stonehenge,  standing  remote  and  alone  upon  a  bare  and 
boundless  heath,  as  much  unconnected  with  the  events  of  past 
ages  as  it  is  with  the  uses  of  the  present,  carries  you  back, 
beyond  all  historical  records,  into  the  obscurity  of  a  wholly 
Boknown  period.  Perhaps  the  Druids  raised  it;  but  by  what 
machinery  con  Id  these  half  barbarians  have  wrought  and  moved 
sDch  immense  masses  of  rock  J  By  what  fatality  is  it,  that,  in 
every  part  of  the  globe,  the  most  durable  impressions  that 
have  been  made  upon  its  surface  were  the  work  of  races  now 
entirely  extinct?  Who  were  the  builders  of  the  pyramids  and 
the  massive  monuments  of  Egypt  and  India  J  Who  constructed 
the  Cyclopean  walls  of  Italy  and  Greece,  or  elevated  the  in- 
numerable and  inexplicable  mounds  which  are  seen  in  every 

'  WilliAm  Ro«ooe,  aathor  of  "  Life  of  Lorenzo  de  Medici." 
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part  of  Europe,  Asia,  and  America;  or  the  ancient  forts  npoo 
tbe  Ohio,  on  whose  rains  the  third  growth  of  trees  is  now  more 
than  fonr  hnndred  years  old?  All  these  constractions  bare 
existed  through  the  whole  period  within  the  memory  of  man, 
and  will  continue,  when  all  the  architecture  of  the  present 
generation,  with  its  high  civilization  and  improved  machinery, 
shall  have  crambled  into  dust.  Stonehenge  will  remain  un- 
changed, when  the  banks  of  the  Thames  shall  be  as  bare  as 
Salisbury  heath. 


RICHARD  HENRY  WILDE,  1789—1847. 

This  aocomplished  ncholar  and  poet  was  born  in  Dablin,  Ireland, 
on  the  24th  of  September,  1789.  When  he  was  seven  years  old,  hit 
father,  who  had  been  a  hardware  merchant,  came  to  Baltimore  to 
better  his  fortunes.  By  the  mismanagement  of  a  partner  in  Dnblin, 
he  lost  nearly  all  the  property  he  left  behind,  and  he  died  poor,  in 
1802.  The  following  year  his  mother  removed  to  Angnsta,  Georgia, 
and  there  opened  a  small  store  to  gain  her  living,  her  son  Richard 
aiding  her  daring  the  daj,  and  pursning  his  studies  at  night.  He 
earlj  directed  his  attention  to  the  law,  and,  in  1809,  was  admitted  to 
the  bar.  He  rose  rapidlj  in  his  profession,  and  was  soon  elected 
Attorney-General  of  the  State. 

In  1815,  when  jost  past  the  legal  age,  he  was  chosen  representative 
to  Congress,  and  served  but  one  term.  He  was  again  a  member  of 
that  bodj  from  1828  to  1835.  He  then  went  to  Europe,  iMUwing  most 
of  his  time,  when  abroad,  in  Italy,  in  the  pursuit  of  his  favorite  stody, 
Italian  literature.  On  his  return  home,  he  published,  in  1842,  **  Con- 
jectures and  Researches  concerning  the  Love,  Madness,  and  Imprison- 
ment of  Torquato  Tasso,''  in  two  volumes.  In  1844  he  removed  to 
New  Orleans,  and,  after  practising  his  profession  a  few  months,  was 
appointed  Professor  of  Law  in  the  University  of  Louisiana.  He  filled 
that  chair  with  great  ability,  and  was  rising  higher  and  higher  as  a 
civilian,  when  his  useful  career  was  out  short  by  death,  on  the  10th 
of  September,  1847. 


JOHN  RANDOLPH  AND  DANTKL  WKB8TKR. 

Among  the  legislators  of  that  day,  but  not  of  them,  in  the 
fearful  and  solitary  sublimity  of  genins,  stood  a  gentleman 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


1789-1847.]  RICHARD  HENRY  WILDE.  801 

from  Yirginia,  whom  it  was  snperflnoas  to  designate.  Whose 
speeches  were  aniversallj  read  ?  Whose  satire  was  nniversallj 
feared  f  Upon  whose  accents  did  this  habitaallj  listless  and 
nnlistening  house  hang,  so  frequently,  with  rapt  attention? 
Whose  fame  was  identified  with  that  body  for  so  long  a  period  f 
Who  was  a  more  dexterous  debater,  a  riper  scholar,  better 
Tersed  in  the  politics  of  our  own  country,  or  deeper  read  in 
the  history  of  others  ?  Above  all,  who  nvas  more  thoroughly 
imbued  with  the  idiom  of  the  English  language — more  com- 
pletely master  of  its  strength,  and  beauty,  and  delicacy,  or  more 
capable  of  breathing  thoughts  of  flame  in  words  of  magic  and 
tones  of  silver? 

Nor  may  I  pass  over  in  silence  a  representative  from  New 
Hampshire,  who  has  almost  obliterated  all  memory  of  that  dis- 
tinction by  the  superior  fame  he  has  attained  as  a  senator  from 
Massachusetts.  Though  then  but  in  the  bud  of  his  political 
life,  and  hardly  conscious,  perhaps,  of  his  own  extraordinary 
powers,  he  gave  promise  of  the  greatness  he  has  achieved. 
The  same  vigor  of  thought ;  the  same  force  of  expression ;  the 
short  sentences;  the  calm,  cold,  collected  manner;  the  air  of 
solemn  dignity;  the  deep,  sepulchral,  nnimpassioned  voice; 
all  have  been  developed  only,  not  changed,  even  to  the  intense 
bitterness  of  his  frigid  irony.  The  piercing  coldness  of  his 
sarcasms  was  indeed  peculiar  to  him ;  they  seemed  to  be  emana- 
tions from  the  spirit  of  the  icy  ocean.  Nothing  could  be  at 
once  so  novel  and  so  powerful ;  it  was  frozen  mercury  becom- 
ing as  caustic  as  red  hot  iron. 


MT  LIFE  IS  LIKE  THE  SUMMER  ROSE. 

VLy  life  is  like  the  summer  rose 

That  opens  to  the  morning  sky, 
But,  ere  the  shades  of  evening  close, 

Is  scattered  on  the  gronnd  to  die. 
But  on  that  rose^s  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed, 
As  if  heaven  wept  such  waste  to  see — 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me. 

My  life  is  like  the  autumn  leaf 

That  trembles  in  the  moon's  pale  ray ; 

Its  hold  is  frail— its  state  is  brief — 
Restless,  and  soon  to  pass  away : 

Yet  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  and  fade. 

The  parent  tree  shall  mourn  its  shade. 
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The  winds  bewail  the  leafless  tree — 
Bat  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  for  me. 

My  life  is  like  the  print  of  feet 

Left  upon  Tampa's  desert  strand ; 
Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shall  beat, 

The  tracks  will  vanish  from  the  sand : 
Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 
All  vestige  of  the  human  race, 
On  that  lone  shore  loud  moans  the  sea — 
But  none  shall  e'er  lament  for  me. 


TO  THE  MOGKINO-BIRD. 

Winged  mimic  of  the  woods  I  thou  motley  fool  t 

Who  shall  thy  gay  buffoonery  describe  f 
Thine  ever- ready  notes  of  ridicule 

Pursue  thy  fellows  still  with  jest  and  gibe. 
Wit,  sophist,  songster,  Yorick  of  thy  tribe, 

Thou  sportive  satirist  of  Nature's  school ; 
To  thee  the  palm  of  scoffing  we  ascribe. 

Arch-mocker  and  mad  Abbot  of  Misrule  1 
For  such  thou  art  by  day ;  but  all  night  long 

Thou  pour'st  a  soft,  sweet,  pensive  solemn  strain 
As  if  thou  didst  in  this  thy  moonlight  song 

Like  to  the  melancholy  Jacques  complain. 
Musing  on  falsehood,  folly,  vice,  and  wrong, 

And  sighing  for  thy  motley  coat  again. 


JOHN  QUINCY  ADAMS,  1767—1848. 

John  Quinct  Adams,  son  of  the  second  President  of  the  United 
States,  was  born  in  Braintree,  Mass.,  on  the  11th  of  July,  1767.  In 
his  eleventh  year  he  accompanied  his  father,  who  was  sent  by  Con* 
gress  as  Joint  commissioner  to  the  Court  of  Versailles,  and  frequently 
after  had  the  advantages  of  European  schools,  being  with  his  father  in 
his  other  missions.  At  the  age  of  eighteen,  he  entered  Harvard  Uni- 
versity at  an  advanced  standing,  and  graduated  with  distinguished 
honor,  in  1787.  After  studying  law  three  years  with  Judge  Parsons,  at 
Newbaryi>ort,  he  established  himself  in  Boston,  and  took  part  in  the 
public  affairs  of  the  day.  In  1794,  he  was  appointed  by  Washington, 
Minister  to  the  United  Netherlands,  and  remained  in  Europe  till  1801, 
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emplojed  in  the  sereral  ofBces  of  minister  to  Holland,  England,  and 
Pmssia,  and  in  other  diplomatic  basiness.  At  the  close  of  his  father's 
administration  he  was  recalled,  and,  in  1802,  was  elected,  from  the 
Boston  district,  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  Senate,  and  soon  after 
was  elected  a  United  States  Senator  for  six  years  from  March  4th,  1803. 
While  Senator,  he  was,  in  1806,  elected  Professor  of  Rhetoric  in  Har- 
Tard  University,  an  office  which  he  filled  with  much  reputation  till 
1809,  when  he  was  appointed  by  President  Monroe  Minister  to  the 
Conrt  of  Russia.  In  1813,  he  was  named  at  the  head  of  five  commis- 
sioners, api>ointed  by  President  Madison  to  negotiate  a  treaty  of  peace 
with  Great  Britain,  which  was  signed  at  Ghent,  in  December,  1814 ; 
and,  soon  after,  he  was  appointed,  by  the  same  President,  Minister  to 
the  Court  of  St.  James. 

It  is  a  remarkable  coincidence  that,  as  the  father  took  the  leading 
part  in  negotiating  the  treaty  that  terminated  the  Revolutionary  War 
with  Great  Britain,  and  first  discharged  the  office  of  American  ambas- 
sador to  London,  so  the  son  was  at  the  head  of  the  commission  that 
negotiated  the  treaty  which  brought  the  second  war  with  that  nation 
to  a  close,  and  sustained  the  first  mission  to  that  country  upon  the 
return  of  peace.  After  having  occupied  that  post  until  the  close  of 
President  Madison's  administration,  he  was  at  length  called  home,  in 
1817,  to  the  head  of  the  Department  of  State,  at  the  formation  of  the 
Cabinet  of  President  Monroe.  Mr.  Adams'  career  as  a  foreign  minister 
terminated  at  this  point-^a  career  that  has  never  been  paralleled,  nor 
even  approached,  either  in  the  length  of  time  it  covered,  the  number 
of  courts  at  which  he  represented  his  country,  or  the  variety  and  im- 
I>ortance  of  the  services  rendered. 

In  1824,  Mr.  Adams  was  a  candidate  for  the  Presidency.  As  there 
was  no  choice  by  the  people,  the  election  devolved  on  the  House  of 
Representatives.  The  whole  number  of  States  then  was  twenty-four, 
and  thirteen  were  necessary  for  a  choice.  Mr.  Adams  received  that 
number,  and  was  elected.  His  administration  was  distinguished  for 
its  ability  and  economy ;  and  the  presidential  chair  has  been  occupied 
by  no  man  of  more  learning,  thorough  acquaintance  with  all  our  foreigpi 
and  domestic  relations,  pure  patriotism,  and  unsullied  integrity  of 
character. 

At  the  close  of  his  presidential  term,  in  1829,  he  retired  to  his  family 
mansion  in  Quincy,  but  he  was  soon  after  elected  member  of  the  United 
States  House  of  Representatives,  and  took  his  seat  in  1831.  Many  of 
bis  friends  doubted  the  wisdom  of  this  step,  and  feared  it  would  de- 
tract from,  rather  than  add  to,  his  former  fame.  But  their  doubts 
were  soon  put  at  rest,  for,  signal  as  had  been  his  services  to  his  coun- 
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try  for  a  very  long  life,  he  was  yet  to  put  the  crowning  glory  upon 
them  all,  by  standing  forth  in  the  House  of  Representatives,  amid 
abuse,  reproach,  and  threats  of  expulsion,  as  the  firm,  able,  undaunted 
champion  of  the  right  of  petition. 

"  During  the  years  1836  and  1837,  the  public  mind  in  the  Northern 
States  became  fully  aroused  to  the  enormities  of  American  slavery — 
its  encroachments  on  the  rights  and  interests  of  the  free  States — ^the 
undue  influence  it  was  exercising  in  our  national  councils — and  the 
evident  determination  to  enlarge  its  borders  and  its  evils,  by  the 
addition  of  new  and  large  territories.  Petitions  for  the  abolition  of 
slavery  and  the  slave  trade  in  the  District  of  Columbia  and  the  Ter- 
ritories, began  to  pour  into  Congress,  from  every  section  of  the  East 
and  North.  These  were  generally  presented  by  Mr.  Adams.  His  age 
and  experience — his  well-known  influence  in  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives— his  patriotism,  and  his  intrepid  advocacy  of  human  free- 
dom— inspired  the  confidence  of  the  people  of  the  free  States,  and  led 
them  to  intrust  to  him  their  petitions.  With  scrupulous  fidelity  he 
performed  the  duty  thus  imposed  upon  him.  Whomsoever  petitions 
might  come  from — whatever  the  nature  of  their  prayer,  whether  for 
such  objects  as  he  could  sanction  or  not — if  they  were  clothed  in 
respectful  language,  Mr.  Adams  felt  himself  under  an  imperative 
obligation  to  present  them  to  Congress.  For  several  sessions,  at  tins 
period,  few  days  passed  without  his  presenting  more  or  less  petitions 
having  some  relation  to  the  subject  of  slavery. 

"  The  Southern  members  of  Congress  became  alarmed  at  these  de- 
monstrations, and  determined  to  arrest  them,  even  at  the  sacrifice,  if 
need  be,  of  the  right  of  petition — the  most  sacred  privilege  of  freemen. 
On  the  8th  of  February,  1836,  a  committee  was  raised  by  the  House  of 
Representatives,  to  take  into  consideration  what  disposition  should  be 
made  of  petitions  and  memorials  for  the  abolition  of  slavery  and  the 
slave  trade,  in  the  District  of  Columbia,  and  report  thereon.  On  the 
18th  of  May,  the  committee  made  a  lengthy  and  unanimous  report, 
throiigh  Mr.  Pinckney,  recommending  the  adoption  of  the  following 
resolutions : — 

'"Resolved,  That  Congress  possesses  no  constitutional  antbority  to  inter- 
fere in  any  way  with  the  institution  of  slavery  in  any  of  the  States  of  this 
Confederacy. 

*•  'Resolved,  That  Congress  ought  not  to  interfere  in  any  way  with  slavery 
in  the  District  of  Columbia. 

"  'And  whereas,  it  is  extremely  important  and  desirable  that  the  af^tatioa 
of  this  subject  should  be  finally  arrested,  for  the  purpose  of  restoring  tranquil- 
lity to  the  public  mind,  your  committee  respectfully  recommend  the  adoption 
of  the  following  additional  resolution,  viz : — 

"  '  Resolved,  That  all  petitions,  memorials,  resolutions,  propositioDS,  or  pa- 
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pen,  relating  in  any  way,  or  te  any  extent  whateyer,  to  the  snbjeot  of  slavery, 
or  (he  abolition  of  slavery,  shall,  without  being  either  printed  or  referred,  be 
laid  upon  the  table,  and  that  no  further  action  whatever  shall  be  had  thereon.' 

"  When  the  first  of  these  resolations  was  taken  up,  Mr.  Adams  said, 
if  the  Honse  wonld  allow  him  five  minutes'  time,  he  would  prore  the 
xesolution  to  be  untrue.     His  request  was  denied. 

**  On  the  third  resolution,  Mr.  Adams  refused  to  vote,  and  sent  to 
the  Speaker's  chair  the  following  declaration,  demanding  that  it  should 
be  placed  on  the  journal  of  the  House,  there  to  stand  to  the  latest 
po«teritj : — 

**  *  I  hold  the  resolution  to  be  a  direct  violation  of  the  Constitution  of  the 
United  States,  of  the  rules  of  this  House,  and  of  the  rights  of  my  eonsti- 
taenta.' 

"Notwithstanding  the  rule  embodied  in  this  resolution  virtually 
trampled  the  right  of  petition  into  the  dust,  yet  it  was  adopted  by  the 
House  by  a  large  majority.  But  Mr.  Adams  was  not  to  be  deterred, 
by  this  arbitrary  restriction,  from  a  faithful  discharge  of  his  duty  as  a 
representative  of  the  people.  Petitions  on  the  subject  of  slavery  con- 
tinued to  be  transmitted  to  him  in  increased  numbers.  With  unwa- 
Tering  firmness — against  a  bitter  and  unscrupulous  opposition,  exas- 
perated to  the  highest  pitch  by  his  pertinacity — amidst  a  perfect 
tempest  of  vituperation  and  abuse— he  persevered  in  presenting  these 
petitions,  one  by  one,  to  the  amount  sometimes  of  two  hundred  in  a 
day— demanding  the  action  of  the  Honse  on  each  separate  petition. 

"  His  position  amid  these  scenes  was  in  the  highest  degree  illus- 
trious and  sublime.  An  old  man,  with  the  weight  of  years  upon  him, 
forgetful  of  the  elevated  stations  he  had  occupied,  and  the  distin- 
guished honors  received  for  past  services,  turning  away  from  the 
repose  which  age  so  greatly  needs,  and  laboring,  amidst  scorn  and 
derision,  and  threats  of  expulsion  and  assassination,  to  maintain  the 
sacred  right  of  petition  for  the  poorest  and  humblest  in  the  land — 
insisting  that  the  voice  of  a  free  people  should  be  heard  by  their 
representatives,  when  they  would  speak  in  condemnation  of  human 
slavery,  and  call  upon  them  to  maintain  the  principles  of  liberty  em- 
bodied in  the  immortal  Declaration  of  Independence — was  a  si>ectacle 
unwitnessed  before  in  the  history  of  legislation."' 

1  I  regret  that  my  limited  space  will  not  allow  me  to  give,  in  full,  some 
•eenes  ia  the  House  of  Representatives  in  which  "the  old  man  eloquent^' 
proved  more  than  a  match  for  all  the  slaveholding  members,  and  their  "allies" 
from  the  North,  together.  Those  who  are  interested  in  the  matter  (and  who 
is  not?)  may  consult  that  admirable  book,  "Life  and  Public  Services  of 
John  Qniney  Adams,  by  Wm.  H.  Seward,"  from  which  the  above  extracts 
are  taken.     It  is  praise  enough  of  the  statesman-biographer  to  say,  that  he 
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It  is  impossible,  in  the  limits  prescribed  to  these  pages,  to  detail  the 
numerous  scenes  and  occurrences  of  a  momentous  nature,  in  which 
Mr.  Adams  took  a  prominent  part  in  the  House  of  Representatives, 
and  elsewhere.  The  brave  and  eloquent  old  man  lived  to  see  his 
labors  for  the  right  of  petition  crowned  with  complete  sueoess.  One 
after  another  the  cohorts  of  slavery  gave  way  before  the  incessaDt 
assaults,  the  unwearied  perseverance  of  Mr.  Adams,  and  his  faithful 
compeers'  who  were  sent  by  the  people  to  his  support.  At  length,  in 
1845,  the  obnoxious  "  gag  rule"  was  rescinded,  and  Congress  consented 
to  receive  and  treat  respectfully  all  petitions  on  the  subject  of  slavery, 
hi  his  voluntary  and  eloquent  defence  of  the  Amistad  negroes,  too, 
before  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States,  at  the  advanced  age 
of  seventy-four,  he  was  completely  successful,  and  had  the  pleasure 
of  hearing  the  decision  of  the  court  pronouncing  their  liberty. 

But  his  eveutful  and  useful  life  was  now  drawing  to  a  close.  On 
Monday  the  21st  of  February,  1848,  while  at  his  post  in  the  House  of 
Representatives,  and  rising  to  address  the  Speaker,  he  was  struck  with 
paralysis,  fainted,  and  fell  in  the  arms  of  the  member,  Mr.  Fisher  of 
Ohio,  who  was  next  to  him.  Everything  was  immediately  done  for 
him  that  could  be  by  anxious  friends,  kindred,  and  skilful  physicians ; 
but  of  no  avail.  He  lingered  till  the  evening  of  the  23d,  when  be 
expired — leaving  behind  the  enviable  reputation  of  being  one  of  the 
ablest  Presidents  of  the  United  States,  and  the  most  learned  and  elo- 
quent champion  of  freedom  in  the  House  of  Representatives.' 

is  a  worthy  representative  op  him  whose  life  he  has  written.  Bev.  Joshua 
LeaTitt,  editor  of  the  "Emancipator,*'  was  at  that  time  in  Washington,  and 
wrote  for  his  paper  full  aooouots  of  the  memorable  seenes  of  those  days.  It 
is  to  be  hoped  he  may  yet  give  them  to  the  public  in  a  convenient  form,  as 
materials  for  our  country's  history. 

*  One  of  the  earliest  champions  of  freedom  in  the  House  of  Representativet 
was  the  courageous  and  eloquent  Joshua  R.  Giddinffs,  of  Ohio,  who  will  leave 
behiod  him  a  fame  as  enviable  as  it  will  be  imperishable. 

'  "  In  the  history  of  American  statesmen,  none  lived  a  life  so  long  in  the 
public  service — none  had  trusts  so  numerous  confided  to  their  care — none 
died  a  death  so  glorious.  Beneath  the  dome  of  the  nation's  capitol ;  in  the 
midst  of  the  field  of  his  highest  usefulness,  where  he  had  won  fadeless  laursb 
of  renown  ;  equipped  with  the  armor  in  which  he  had  fought  so  many  batties 
for  truth  and  freedom,  he  fell  beneath  the  shaft  of  the  king  of  terrors.  And 
how  bright,  how  enviable  the  reputation  he  left  behind !  As  a  man,  pure, 
upright,  benevolent,  religious — his  hand  unstained  by  a  drop  of  human  blood ; 
uncharged,  unsuspected  of  crime,  of  premeditated  wrong,  of  an  immoral  act, 
of  an  unchaste  word — as  a  statesman,  lofty  and  patriotic  in  all  his  purposes ; 
devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  people ;  sacredly  exercising  all  power  intrusted 
to  his  keeping  for  the  good  of  the  public  alone,  unmindfcd  of  personal  interest 
and  aggrandisement;  an  enthusiastic  lover  of  liberty;  a  faithful,  fearieas 
defender  of  the  rights  of  man  !  The  sun  of  his  life,  in  its  lengthened  course 
through  the  political  heavens,  was  nnobscnred  by  a  spot,  nndimmed  by  a 
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THE  GOSPEL,  A  GOSPEL  OF  LIBERTY  AND  PEAOE. 

Friends  and  fellow-citizens  I  I  speak  to  yoa  with  the  voice 
as  of  one  risen  from  the  dead.  Were  1  now,  as  1  shortly  mast 
be,  cold  in  mj  grave,  and  conld  the  sepulchre  anbar  its  gates, 
and  open  to  me  a  passage  to  this  desk,  devoted  to  the  worship 
of  Almighty  God,  I  would  repeat  the  question  with  which  this 
discourse  was  introduced:  ''Why  are  you  assembled  in  this 
place  ?"  And  one  of  you  would  answer  me  for  all :  Because 
the  Declaration  of  Independence,  with  the  voice  of  an  angel 
from  heaven,  ''put  to  his  mouth  the  sounding  alchemy,"  and 
proclaimed  universal  emancipation  upon  earth  I  It  is  not  the 
separation  of  your  forefathers  from  their  kindred  race  beyond 
the  Atlantic  tide.  It  is  not  the  union  of  thirteen  British 
Colonies  into  one  people,  and  the  entrance  of  that  people 
upon  the  theatre  where  kingdoms,  and  empires,  and  nations 
are  the  persons  of  the  drama.  It  is  not  that  this  is  the  birth- 
day of  the  North  American  Union,  the  last  and  noblest  off- 
spring of  time.  It  is  that  the  first  words  uttered  by  the  genius 
of  onr  country,  in  announcing  his  existence  to  the  world  of  man- 
kind, was — Freedom  to  the  slave  1  Liberty  to  the  captives  1 
Redemption !  redemption  forever  to  the  race  of  man  from  the 
yoke  of  oppression  I  It  is  not  the  work  of  a  day ;  it  is  not  the 
labor  of  an  age ;  it  is  not  the  consummation  of  a  century,  that 
we  are  assembled  to  commemorate.  It  is  the  emancipation  of 
onr  race.  It  is  the  emancipation  of  man  from  the  thraldom  of 
man! 

And  is  this  the  language  of  enthusiasm  ?  The  dream  of  a 
distempered  fancy  ?  Is  it  not  rather  the  voice  of  inspiration  */ 
The  language  of  Holy  Writ  ?  Why  is  it  that  the  ScripturcH, 
both  of  the  Old  and  New  Covenant,  teach  you  upon  every  pape 
to  look  forward  to  the  time  when  the  wolf  shall  dwell  with  the 
lamb,  and  the  leopard  shall  lie  down  with  the  kid?     Why  is  it 

elond  ;  and  when,  at  the  close  of  the  long  day,  it  sank  beneath  the  horison, 
the  whole  firmament  glowed  with  the  brillianoj  of  its  reflected  glories !  Rulers, 
statesmen,  legislators !  studj  and  emulate  such  a  life — seek  after  a  character 
■o  belored,  a  death  so  honorable,  a  fame  so  immortal." — Seward^ t  Idfe^ 
page  337. 

While  this  work  is  going  through  the  press,  Phillips,  Sampson  A  Co.  an- 
nounce the  following:  "Memoir  of  the  Life  of  John  Qaincy  Adams,  by 
Josiah  Qnincy,  LL.  D."  1  vol.  Svo.  It  is  hard  to  say  whether  the  public  will 
look  for  this  with  deeper  interest  on  account  of  the  yenerated  and  learned 
liring  writer  or  the  honored  dead. 
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that,  six  hundred  years  before  the  birth  of  the  Redeemer,  the 
sublimest  of  prophets,  with  lips  touched  by  the  hallowed  fire 
from  the  hand  of  God,  spake  and  said:  **The  Spirit  of  the 
Lord  God  is  upon  me;  because  the  Lord  hath  anointed  me  to 
preach  f^ood  tidings  unto  the  meek;  be  hath  sent  me  to  bind 
up  the  broken-hearted,  to  proclaim  liberty  to  the  captives,  and 
the  opening  of  the  prison  to  them  that  are  bound  ?"^  And 
why  is  it  that,  at  the  first  dawn  of  the  fnlfilment  of  this  pro- 
phecy— at  the  birthday  of  the  Saviour  in  the  lowest  condition 
of  human  existence — the  angel  of  the  Lord  came  in  a  flood  of 
supernatural  light  upon  the  shepherds,  witnesses  of  the  scene, 
and  said:  ''Fear  not,  for  behold  I  bring  yon  good  tidings  of 
great  joy,  which  shall  be  to  all  peopleV^  Why  is  it  that  there 
was  suddenly  with  that  angel  a  multitude  of  heavenly  hosts, 
praising  God,  and  saying,  **  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest>  and 
on  earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men  V^ 

What  are  the  good  tidings  of  great  joy  which  shall  &€  to  all 
people?  The  prophet  had  told  you,  six  hundred  years  before: 
*' Liberty  to  the  captives,  the  opening  of  the  prison  to  them  that 
are  bound."  The  multitude  of  the  heavenly  host  pronooneed 
the  conclusion,  to  be  shouted  hereafter  by  the  universal  choir 
of  all  intelligent  created  beings:  ''Glory  to  God  in  the  highest, 
and  on  earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men." 

Fellow-citizens!  fellow-Christians  I  fellow-men  I  Am  I  speak- 
ing to  believers  in  the  gospel  of  peace?  To  others,  I  am  aware 
that  the  capacities  of  man  for  self  or  social  improvement  are 
subjects  of  distrust,  or  of  derision.  The  sincere  believer  re- 
ceives the  rapturous  promises  of  the  future  improvement  of  bis 
kind,  with  humble  hope  and  cheering  confidence  of  their  final 
fulfilment.  He  receives  them,  too,  with  the  admonition  of  God 
to  his  conscience,  to  contribute  himself,  by  all  the  aspirations 
of  his  heart,  and  all  the  faculties  of  his  soul,  to  their  accom- 
plishment. Tell  not  him  of  impossibilities,  when  human  im- 
provement is  the  theme.  Nothing  can  be  impossible  which 
may  be  effected  by  human  will.  See  what  has  been  effected ! 
An  attentive  reader  of  the  history  of  mankind,  whether  in  the 
words  of  inspiration,  or  in  the  records  of  antiquity,  or  in  the 
memory  of  his  own  experience,  must  perceive  that  the  gradual 
improvement  of  his  own  condition  upon  earth  is  the  inextin- 
guishable mark  of  distinction  between  the  animal  man  and 
every  other  animated  being,  with  the  innumerable  multitudes 
of  which  every  element  of  this  sublunary  globe  is  peopled.    And 

>  Isaifth  Ui.  1.  >  Luke  ii.  9,  10,  \\  U 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1767-1848.]  JOHN  QUINOT  ADAMS.  809 

yet,  from  the  earliest  records  of  time,  this  animal  is  the  only 
one  in  the  visible  creation  who  preys  npon  his  kind.  The  savage 
man  destroys  and  devours  his  captive  foe.  The  partially  civil- 
ized man  spares  his  life,  bat  makes  him  his -slave.  In  the  pro- 
gress of  civilization,  both  the  life  and  liberty  of  the  enemy 
vanquished  or  disarmed  are  spared ;  ransoms  for  prisoners  are 
given  and  received.  Progressing  still  in  the  paths  to  perpetual 
peace,  exchanges  are  established,  and  restore  the  prisoner  of 
war  to  his  country  and  to  the  enjoyment  of  all  his  rights  of 
property  and  of  person.  A  custom,  first  introduced  by  mutual 
special  convention,  grows  into  a  settled  rule  of  the  laws  of 
nations,  that  persons  occupied  exclusively  npon  the  arts  of 
peace  shall,  with  their  property,  remain  wholly  unmolested  in 
the  conflicts  of  nations  by  arms.  We  ourselves  have  been 
bound  by  solemn  engagements  with  one  of  the  most  warlike 
nations  of  Europe,  to  observe  this  rule,  even  in  the  utmost 
extremes  of  war;  and  in  one  of  the  most  merciless  periods  of 
modem  times,  I  have  seen,  towards  the  close  of  the  last  century, 
three  members  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  with  Barclay's  Apology 
and  Penn's  Maxims  in  their  hands,  pass,  peaceful  .travellers, 
through  the  embattled  hosts  of  France  and  Britain,  unharmed 
and  unmolested,  as  the  three  fehildren  of  Israel  in  the  furnace 
of  Nebuchadnezzar. 

War,  then,  by  the  common  consent  and  mere  will  of  civilized 
man,  has  not  only  been  divested  of  its  most  atrocious  cruelties, 
but  for  multitudes,  growing  multitudes  of  individuals,  has 
already  been  and  is  abolished.  Why  should  it  not  be  abolished 
for  all  ?  Let  it  be  impressed  upon  the  heart  of  every  one  of 
you — ^impress  it  upon  the  minds  of  your  children,  that  this 
total  abolition  of  war  upon  earth  is  an  improvement  in  the 
condition  of  man,  entirely  dependent  on  his  own  will.  He 
cannot  repeal  or  change  the  laws  of  physical  nature.  He  can- 
not redeem  himself  from  the  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to;  but  the 
ills  of  war  and  slavery  are  all  of  his  own  creation.  He  has  but 
to  will,  and  he  effects  the  cessation  of  them  altogether. 

Oration  at  Newburyport,  July  4,  1837. 

The  following  is  the  chief  portion  of  a  letter  addressed  by  this  illus- 
trious,  God-fearing  statesman  to  a  literary  society  of  yoang  men  in 
Baltimore,  who  had  written  to  him  for  advice  as  to  a  course  of  general 
reading.  It  is  dated  Washington,  Jane  22, 1838,  and  it  thus  bears  its 
eloquent  testimony  to 
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THE  VALUE  OF  THE  BIBLE. 

Gentlemen:  Could  I  feel  myself  qualified  to  give  yon  the 
advice  which  you  desire,  it  would  afford  me  the  most  heartfelt 
pleasure  to  give  it;  but,  situated  in  life  as  you  represent  your- 
selves to  be,  I  could  scarcely  name  any  list  of  books,  or  of 
authors,  which  I  could  recommend  as  equally  worthy  of  atten- 
tion to  you  all.  The  first,  and  almost  the  only  book,  deserving 
such  universal  recommendation,  is  the  Bible  ;  and,  in  recom- 
mending that,  I  fear  that  some  of  you  will  think  I  am  perform- 
ing a  superfluous,  and  others  a  very  unnecessary,  office;  yet 
such  is  my  deliberate  opinion.  The  Bible  is  the  book,  of  all 
others,  to  be  read  at  ail  ages,  and  in  all  conditions  of  human 
life;  not  to  be  read  once  or  twice  or  thrice  through,  and  then 
to  be  laid  aside,  but  to  be  read  in  small  portions  of  one  or  two 
chapters  every  day,  and  never  to  be  intermitted,  unless  by  some 
overruling  necessity. 

This  attentive  and  repeated  reading  of  the  Bible,  in  small 
portions  every  day,  leads  the  mind  to  habitual  meditation  upon 
subjects  of  the  highest  interest  to  the  welfare  of  the  individual 
in  this  world,  as  well  as  to  prepare  him  for  that  hereafter  to 
which  we  are  all  destined.  It  furnishes  rules  of  conduct  for 
our  conduct  towards  others  in  our  social  relations.  In  the 
commandments  delivered  from  Sinai,  in  the  inimitable  sub- 
limity of  the  Psalms  and  of  the  Prophets,  in  the  profound  and 
concentrated  observations  upon  human  life  .and  manners  em- 
bodied in  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon,  in  the  philosophical  allegory 
so  beautifully  set  forth  in  the  narrative  of  facts,  whether  real 
or  imaginary,  of  the  Book  of  Job,  an  active  mind  cannot  peruse 
a  single  chapter  and  lay  the  book  aside  to  think,  and  take  it 
up  again  to-morrow,  without  finding  in  it  advice  for  onr  own 
conduct,  which  we  may  turn  to  useful  account  in  the  progress 
of  our  daily  pilgrimage  upon  earth ;  and  when  we  pass  from 
the  Old  Testament  to  the  New,  we  meet  at  once  a  system  of 
universal  morality  founded  upon  one  precept  of  universal  ap- 
plication, pointing  us  to  peace  and  good  will  towards  the  whole 
race  of  man  for  this  life,  and  to  peace  with  God  and  an  ever- 
blessed  existence  hereafter. 

I  speak  as  a  man  of  the  world  to  men  of  the  world,  and  I 
say  to  you.  Search  the  Scriptures!  If  ever  you  tire  of  thera 
in  seeking  for  a  rule  of  faith  and  a  standard  of  morals,  search 
them  as  records  of  history.     General  and  compendious  history 
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is  one  of  the  fonntains  of  haman  knowledge  to  which  yon  should 
all  resort  with  steady  and  persevering  pursuit.  The  Bible  con- 
tains the  only  unthentic  introduction  to  the  history  of  the  world ; 
and  jn  storing  your  minds  with  the  facts  of  this  history,  you  will 
immediately  perceive  the  need  of  assistance  from  geography 
and  chronology.  These  assistances  yon  may  find  in  many  of 
the  Bibles  published  with  commentaries,  and  you  can  have  no 
difficulty  in  procuring  them.  Acquaint  yourselves  with  the 
chronology  and  geography  of  the  Bible ;  that  will  lead  you  to 
a  genera/ knowledge  of  chronology  and  of  geography,  ancient 
and  modern,  and  these  will  open  to  you  an  inexhaustible  foun- 
tain of  knowledge  respecting  the  globe  which  you  inhabit,  and 
respecting  the  race  of  men  (its  inhabitants)  to  which  you  your- 
selves belong.  You  may  pursue  these  inquiries  just  so  far  as 
jour  time  and  inclination  will  permit.  Give  one  hour  of  mental 
application  (for  you  must  not  read  without  thinking,  or  you 
will  read  to  little  purpose),  give  an  hour  of  joint  reading  and 
thought  to  the  chronology,  and  one  to  the  geography,  of  the 
Bible,  and,  if  it  introduces  you  to  too  hard  a  study,  stop  there. 
Even  for  those  two  hours  you  will  ever  after  read  the  Bible,  and 
any  other  history,  with  more  fruit,  more  intelligence,  more 
satisfaction.  But,  if  those  two  hours  excite  your  curiosity,  and 
tempt  you  to  devote  part  of  an  hour  every  day  for  a  year  or 
years,  to  study  thoroughly  the  chronology  and  geography  of 
the  Bible,  It  will  not  only,  lead  yon  far  deeper  than  you  will 
otherwise  ever  penetrate  into  the  knowledge  of  the  book,  but 
it  will  spread  floods  of  light  upon  every  step  yon  shall  ever 
afterwards  take  in  acquiring  the  knowledge  of  profane  history, 
and  upon  the  local  habitation  of  every  tribe  of  man,  and  upon 
the  name  of  every  nation  into  which  the  children  of  Adam  have 
been  divided. 

There  are  many  other  subsidiary  studies  to  which  you  may 
devote  more  or  less  of  time,  for  the  express  purpose  of  making 
your  Bible  reading  more  intelligible  to  yourselves.  It  is  a  book 
which  neither  the  most  ignorant  and  weakest,  nor  the  most 
learned  and  intelligent  mind  can  read  without  improvement. 
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EDGAR  ALLEN  POE,  1811—1849. 

Edgar  Allbw  Poe  was  bom  in  Baltimore,  in  January,  1811.  His 
father  was  David  Poe,  who  in  early  life  was  a  lawyer,  and  afterwards, 
having  married  an  English  actress,  went  upon  the  stage.  His  parents 
both  died  when  he  was  quite  young,  leaving  three  children,  Henry,  Ed- 
gar, and  Rosalie,  with  no  means  of  support.  Mr.  John  Allen,  a  wealthy 
merchant,  of  Richmond,  adopted  Edgar.  This  gentleman  indulged 
his  proUg^  injudiciously,  and  thus  increased  his  naturally  proud  and 
petulant  disposition.  In  1816,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Allen  visited  England, 
taking  Edgar  with  them.  He  remained  there  five  years  at  school.  In 
1822  he  returned,  and  some  time  afterwards  entered  the  University  of 
Virginia.  Here  he  began  his  downward  course.  Being  abundantly 
supplied  with  money,  he  plunged  into  the  deepest  dissipation.  He 
contracted  heavy  debts  by  gaming,  indulged  excessively  in  drinking, 
and  all  its  attendant  vices,  and  was  at  last  expelled,  though  he  had 
uniformly  maintained  a  high  rank  in  scholarship.  After  this,  he  led 
a  wandering  and  dissipated  life — first  in  Europe  for  a  year ;  then,  re- 
turning to  this  country,  at  West  Point ;  then  as  a  common  soldier  in 
the  army ;  then  in  Charleston,  S.  C,  as  editor  of  the  "Southern  Lite- 
rary Messenger,"  till,  in  1838,  he  settled  in  Philadelphia,  having  mar- 
ried his  cousin,  Virginia  Clemm,  and  became  the  chief  editor  of  the 
'*  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  and  " Graham's  Magazine."  Here  he  endea- 
vored to  reform ;  but  his  thirst  for  drink  was  too  strong,  and  he  indulged 
it  to  such  a  degree  that  "  for  weeks  he  was  regardless  of  everyt^iing 
but  a  morbid  and  insatiable  api>etite  for  the  means  of  intoxication." 

In  1844,  Poe  went  to  New  York,  and  found  employment  in  editing 
the  "  Broadway  Journal,"  and  in  contributing  to  various  other  maga- 
zines. But  he  could  not,  or  would  not,  break  through  his  habits  of 
vile  dissipation,  and  he  was  reduced  to  the  greatest  poverty.  Here, 
in  the  winter  of  1846,  his  wife  died. 

In  August  of  1849,  he  left  New  York  to  deliver  some  lectures  in  Vir- 
ginia. On  his  return,  he  stopped  for  a  few  hours  in  Baltimore.  "  Here 
he  met  with  acquaintances  who  invited  him  to  drink ;  all  his  resola- 
tions  and  duties  were  soon  forgotten  ;  in  a  few  hours  he  was  in  such  a 
state  as  is  commonly  indaced  only  by  long-continued  intoxication ; 
after  a  night  of  insanity  and  exposure,  he  was  carried  to  a  hospital ; 
and  there,  on  the  evening  of  Sunday,  the  7th  of  October,  1849,  he  died, 
at  the  age  of  thirty-eight  years." 
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Mr.  Poe  is  known  ohiefij  for  his  oritioisms,  poems,  and  tales.  In 
his  criticisms  he  has  displayed  a  keen  analysis,  a  clear  discrimina- 
tion ;  they  are  sharp  and  well-defined,  bnt  unfair.  Inflnenced  greatly 
by  fear  or  fayor,  they  are  often  absurdly  contradictory ;  and  through 
many  of  them  there  run  a  petty  spirit  of  fault-finding,  a  burning 
jealousy,  a  self-complacent  egotism.  Thus  he  was  led  to  make 
absurd  charges  of  plagiarism,  while,  in  his  tales,  he  himself  has  been 
guilty  of  the  most  shameful  species  of  it.  He  was  a  master  in  the 
criticism  of  words  and  their  collocation,  but  had  not  sufficient  breadth 
of  mind  fully  to  appreciate  thought,  nor  sufficient  candor  to  acknow- 
ledge excellence. 

Ld  his  poems,  Mr.  Poe  has  evinced  the  same  subtlety  of  analysis, 
the  same  distinctness,  the  same  deep  knowledge  of  the  power  of  words. 
Their  elaboration  is  minute,  their  metre  exquisite,  both  in  its  adapta- 
tion and  polish.  In  this,  indeed,  lies  their  principal  power ;  and  per- 
haps a  great  part  of  the  charm  which  they  have,  is  a  kind  of  ear-Jug- 
glery. They  do  not  move  the  heart,  for  of  feeling  there  is  an  essential 
want.  His  poetry,  as  he  himself  tells  us,  is  the  result  of  cold,  mathe- 
matical calculation. 

But  it  is  through  his  tales  that  Mr.  Poe  is  best  known,  and  in  them 
is  displayed  the  real  bent  of  his  genius.  Their  chief  characteristic  is 
a  grim  horror — sometimes  tangible,  but  usually  shadowy  and  dim. 
He  revelled  in  faintly  sketching  scenes  of  ghastly  gloom,  in  imagining 
the  most  impossible  plots,  and  in  making  them  seem  real  by  minute 
detail.  His  wild  and  weird  conceptions  have  great  power;  but  they 
ailect  the  fears  only,  rarely  the  heart ;  while  sometimes  his  morbid 
creations  are  repulsive  and  shocking ;  yet,  in  the  path  which  he  has 
chosen,  he  is  unrivcdletL 

And  now,  what  shall  we  say  of  this  man  who  led  such  a  checkered 
and  wretched  life,  who  hated  manldnd,  and  who  sought  to  drown  his 
misery  in  the  intoxicating  bowl  ?  What  can  we  say  in  extenuation  of 
his  dissolute  character,  his  entire  want  of  moral  principle,  his  perni- 
cious example  f  Nothing.  He  was  a  victim  of  his  unrestrained  ap- 
petites and  passions.    Let  us  hope  that  his  life  will  be  a  warning. 

As  scarcely  any  extract  could  be  made  from  his  fictitious  writings 
that  would  give  any  Just  appreciation  of  them,  or  be  in  any  way  pro- 
fitable, we  confine  ourselves  to  his  poetry,  and  from  this  take  the  fol- 
lowing, though  they  have  often  been  given  to  the  public  before.  He 
deplores  the  death  of  hia  wife  in  the  beautiful  lyric  of 

27 
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ANNABEL  LEE. 

It  was  many  and  many  a  year  ago, 

In  a  kingdom  by  the  sea, 
That  a  maiden  there  lived,  whom  yon  may  know 

By  the  name  of  Annabel  Lee ; 
And  this  maiden  she  lived  with  no  other  thought 

Than  to  love  and  be  loved  hy  me. 

I  was  a  child  and  she  was  a  child. 

In  this  kingdom  hy  the  sea ; 
But  we  loved  with  a  love  that  was  more  than  love— 

I  and  my  Annabel  Lee — 
With  a  love  that  the  winged  seraphs  of  heaven 

Coveted  her  and  me. 

And  this  was  the  reason  that,  long  ago. 

In  this  kingdom  hy  the  sea, 
A  wind  blew  oat  of  a  cloud,  chilling 

M7  beautiful  Annabel  Lee ; 
So  that  her  high-bom  kinsmen'  came, 

And  bore  her  away  from  me, 
To  shut  her  up  in  a  sepulchre, 

In  this  kingdom  by  the  sea. 

The  angels,  not  half  so  happy  in  heaven. 

Went  envying  her  and  me^ 
Yes ! — that  was  the  reason  (as  all  men  know, 

In  this  kingdom  by  the  sea) 
That  the  wind  came  out  of  the  cloud  by  night, 

Chilling  and  killing  my  Annabel  Lee. 

But  our  love  it  was  stronger  by  far  than  the  love 

Of  those  who  were  older  than  we — 

Of  many  far  wiser  than  we— 
And  neither  the  angels  in  heaven  above, 

Nor  the  demons  down  under  the  sea, 
Can  ever  dissever  my  soul  from  the  soul 

Of  the  beautiful  Annabel  Lee. 

For  the  moon  never  beams,  without  bringing  me  dreams 

Of  the  beautiful  Annabel  Lee ; 
And  the  stars  never  rise,  but  I  feel  the  bright  eyes 

Of  the  beautiful  Annabel  Lee. 
And  so,  all  the  night-tide,  I  lie  down  by  the  side 
Of  my  darling — my  darling — my  life  and  my  bride, 

In  the  sepulchre  there  by  the  sea — 

In  her  tomb  by  the  sounding  sea. 


'  The  angels. 
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THE  RAVEN. 

Onoe  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  while  I  pondered,  weak  and  weary, 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  onrioas  yolome  of  forgotten  lore — 
While  I  nodded,  nearly  napping,  suddenly  there  came  a  tapping, 
As  of  some  one  gently  rapping,  rapping  at  my  chamber-door ; 
•*  Tis  some  visitor,"  I  muttered,  ''tapping  at  my  chamber-door— 
Only  this,  and  nothing  more." 

Ah !  distinctly  I  remember  it  was  in  the  bleak  December, 
And  each  separate  dying  ember  wrought  its  ghost  upon  the  floor. 
Bagerly  I  wished  the  morrow ;  vainly  I  had  sought  to  borrow 
Prom  my  books  surcease  of  sorrow — sorrow  for  the  lost  Lenore— 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore — 
Nameless  here  forevermore. 

And  the  silken  sad  uncertain  rustling  of  each  purple  curtain 
Thrilled  me— filled  me  with  fantastic  terrors  never  felt  before  ; 
So  that  now,  to  still  the  beating  of  my  heart,  I  stood  repeating : 
"  lis  some  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber-door — 
Some  late  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber-door : 
This  it  is,  and  nothing  more." 

Presently  my  soul  grew  stronger ;  hesitating  then  no  longet, 
**  Sir,"  said  I,  "  or  madam,  truly  your  forgiveness  I  implore  ; 
But  the  fact  is  I  was  napping,  and  so  gently  you  came  rapping, 
And  so  faintly  you  came  tapping,  tapping  at  my  chamber-door, 
That  I  scarce  was  sore  1  heard  you*' — here  I  opened  ivide  the  door«-» 
Darki^9S8  there,  and  nothing  more. 

Deep  into  that  darknesa  peering,  long  1  stood  there  wondering,  fearing, 
Doubting,  dreaming  dreams  no  mortals  ever  dared  to  dream  before ; 
But  the  silence  was  unbroken,  and  the  stillness  gave  no  token. 
And  the  only  word  there  spoken  was  the  whispered  word,  "  Lenore  I" 
This  I  whispered,  and  an  echo  murmured  back  the  word,  "  Lenore  I" — 
Merely  this,  and  nothing  more. 

Back  into  the  chamber  turning,  all  my  soul  within  me  burning. 
Soon  again  I  heard  a  tapping  something  louder  than  before. 
"Surely,"  said  I — " surely  that  is  something  at  my  window  lattice ; 
Let  me  see,  then,  what  thereat  is,  and  this  mystery  explore — 
Let  my  heart  be  still  a  moment,  and  this  mystery  explore. 
'Tis  the  wind,  and  nothing  more." 

Open  here  I  flung  the  shutter,  when,  with  many  a  flirt  and  flutter. 
In  there  stepped  a  stately  Raven  of  the  saintly  days  of  yore. 
Not  the  least  obeisance  made  he ;  not  a  minute  stopped  or  stayed  he ; 
But,  with  mien  of  lord  or  lady,  perched  above  my  chamber-door — 
Perched  upon  a  bust  of  Pallas,  Just  above  my  chamber-door — 
Perched  and  sat,  and  nothing  more. 
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Then  this  ebonj  bird  begniling  mj  sad  fancy  into  smiling, 

By  the  grave  and  stem  decorum  of  the  countenance  it  wore, 

*'  Though  thy  crest  be  shortf  and  sharen,  thou/'  I  said,  "  art  sore  no 

craven, 
Ohastly,  grim,  and  ancient  Raven,  wandering  from  the  nightl  j  sliore^ 
Tell  me  what  thy  lordly  name  is  on  the  night's  Plutonian  shore  I' 
Quoth  the  Raven,  **  Nevermore." 

Much  I  marvelled  this  ungainly  fowl  to  hear  discourse  so  plainly, 
Though  its  answer  little  meaning — little  relevancy  bore ; 
For  we  cannot  help  agreeing  that  no  living  human  being 
Ever  yet  was  blessed  with  seeing  bird  above  his  chamber-door. 
Bird  or  beast  upon  the  sculptured  bust  above  his  chamber-door, 
With  such  name  as  "Nevermore." 

But  the  Raven,  sitting  lonely  on  that  placid  bust,  spoke  only 
That  one  word,  as  if  his  soul  in  that  one  word  he  did  outpour. 
Nothing  further  then  he  uttered ;  not  a  feather  then  he  fluttered — 
Till  I  scarcely  more  than  muttered :  "  Other  friends  have  flown  be- 
fore— 
On  the  morrow  he  will  leave  me,  as  my  hopes  have  flown  before." 
Then  the  bird  said :  "  Never  more." 

Startled  at  the  stillness  broken  by  reply  so  aptly  spoken, 
"  Doubtless,"  said  I,  "  what  it  utters  is  its  only  stock  and  store. 
Caught  from  some  unhappy  master,  whom  unmerciful  disaster 
Followed  fast  and  followed  faster,  till  his  songs  one  burden  bore — 
Till  the  dirges  of  his  hope  that  melancholy  burden  bore, 
Of  *  Never — never  more.' " 

But  the  Raven  still  beguiling  all  my  sad  soul  into  smiling. 

Straight  I  wheeled  a  cushioned  seat  in  front  of  bird  and  bust  and 

door; 
Then  upon  the  velvet  sinking,  I  betook  myself  to  linking 
<  Fancy  unto  fancy,  thinking  what  this  ominous  bird  of  yore, 
What  this  grim,  ungainly,  ghastly,  gaunt,  and  ominous  bird  of  yore 
Meant  in  croaking  "Never  more.'* 

This  I  sat  engaged  in  guessing,  but  no  syllable  expressing 
To  the  fowl  whose  fiery  eyes  now  burned  into  my  bosom's  core ; 
This  and  more  I  sat  divining,  with  my  head  at  ease  reclining 
On  the  cushion's  velvet  lining  that  the  lamp-light  gloated  o'er. 
But  whose  velvet  violet  lining  with  the  lamp-light  gloating  o'er 
She  shall  press,  ah,  never  more  I 

Then,  methonght,  the  air  grew  denser,  perfumed  from  an  unaeen 

censer 
Swung  by  seraphim,  whose  footfalls  tinkled  on  the  tufted  floor. 
**  Wretch !"  I  cried,  "  thy  god  hath  lent  thee— by  these  angels  he  hath 

sent  thee 
Respite — respite  and  nepenthe  from  thy  memories  of  Lenore  t 
Quaff;  0  quaff,  this  kind  nepenthe,  and  forget  this  lost  Lenore !" 
Quoth  the  Raven :  "  Never  more !" 
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"  Prophet  I"  said  I,  "  thing  of|  evil !— prophet  atill,  if  bird  w  devil ! 
Whether  tempter  sent,  or  whether  tempest  tossed  thee  here  ashore, 
Desolate,  jet  all  nndaunted,  on  this  desert  land  enchanted — 
On  this  home  by  horror  haunted — ^tell  me  tmly,  I  implore— 
U  there— if  there  balm  in  Gilead  t — ^tell  me — ^tell  me,  I  implore  t*' 
Quoth  the  Raven :  **  Never  more." 

<f  Prophet  I"  said  I,  "  thing  of  evil  I— prophet  still,  if  bird  or  devU  I 
Bj  that  heaven  that  bends  above  us — by  that  Gtod  we  boUi  adore, 
Tell  this  sonl,  with  sorrow  laden,  if  within  the  distant.  Aiden, 
It  shall  clasp  a  sainted  maiden,  whom  the  angels  name  Leuore— 
Clasp  a  rare  and  radiant  maiden,  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore !" 
Quoth  the  Raven :  "  Never  more." 

*'Be  that  word  oar  sign  of  parting,  bird  or  fiend  I"  I  shrieked,  upstart- 
ing— 
^'Qet  thee  back  into  the  tempest  and  the  night's  Plutonian  shore  I 
Leave  no  blaek  plume  as  a  token  of  that  lie  thy  soul  hath  spoken^! 
Leave  my  loneliness  unbroken !— quit  the  bust  above  my  door  1 
Tike  thy  beak  from  out  my  heart,  and  take  thy  form  from  off  my 
door  I" 

Quoth  the  Raven :  '*  Never  more." 

And  the  Raven  never  flitting,  stni  is  sitting,  still  is  sitting. 

On  the  pallid  bust  of  Pallas,  just  above  my  chamber-door ; 

And  his  ejes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon's  that  is  dreaming, 

And  the  lamp-Ught,  o'er  him  streaming,  throws  his  shadow  on  the 

floor; 
And  my  soul  ttom  out  that  shadow  that  lies  floating  on  the  floor, 
Shall  be  lifted — never  more  I 


PRANCES  SARGENT  OSGOOD,  1812—1860. 

Ten  distinguished  female  poet  was  the  daughter  of  Joseph  Locke,  a 
merchant  of  Boston,  and  w%s  bom  in  that  city  about  the  year  1812.1 
Her  eariy  life  was  passed  principally  in  Hingham,  a  beautiful  village 
on  the  shores  of  Bfassachusetts  Bay ;  and  here  she  early  displayed  that 
poetical  genius  which  has  given  her  a  place  among  our  first  poets  for 
delicate  fancy,  and  ease  and  naturalness  of  versification.  Her  first 
printed  productions  appeared  in  Mrs.  L.  M.  Child's  «*  Juvenile  Misoel- 
Uny,'»  when  she  was  about  seventeen  years  of  age.    Soon  after  this. 


*  Mn.  Anna  Maria  Wells,  her  half-sister,  on  her  mother's  side,  was  no  i 
poeten ;  and  Mr.  A.  A.  Locke,  her  brother,  was  a  fine  writer,  both  in  prose 
and  rene,  and  a  oontribntor  for  many  years  to  some  of  the  Boston  Jonmals. 

27* 
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8he  wrote  for  the  **  Ladies*  Magazine/'  edited  bj  Mrs.  Sarah  J.  Hile, 
under  the  signature  of  Florence.  In  1835,  she  was  married  to  Hr. 
8.  S.  Osgood,  a  distinguished  i>ortrait-painter,  and  a  man  of  a  higbl/ 
cnltirated  literary  taste,  who  ftilly  appreciated  the  genios  of  his  wife. 
Soon  after  their  marriage,  they  went  to  London,  where  Mr.  Osgood 
reoeived  great  encouragement  in  the  line  of  his  art,  while  his  wils 
published  a  small  volume  called  "  The  Casket  of  Fate,*'  and  also  a 
collection  of  her  poems,  under  the  title  of  **  A  Wreath  of  Wild  Flowers 
from  New  England,"  both  of  which  were  much  admired,  and  fsToiablj 
noticed  in  some  of  the  leading  literary  journals. 

In  1840,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Osgood  returned  to  the  United  States,  and 
after  being  some  time  in  Boston,  took  up  their  residence  in  New  To^ 
Hen  she  wrote  continually  for  the  magazines,  and  edited  ^  The  Poetiy 
of  Flowers  and  the  Flowers  of  Poetry,"  and  "  The  Floral  Offering,"  two 
riohly  illustrated  souvenirs.  But  her  health  began  gradually  to  de> 
oline,  and  in  the  winter  of  1847-8,  she  was  so  much  of  an  invalid  as 
to  be  confined  to  the  house.  Her  husband's  health,  also,  was  feebls, 
and  he  was  advised  to  seek  a  change  of  climate.  The  next  year,  as 
her  health  improved,  Mr.  Osgood  sailed  for  California,  with  fine  pros- 
pects there  in  the  line  of  his  precession.  He  returned  in  1850,  wiik 
his  fortunes  as  well  as  health  improved,  but  just  in  time  to  be  with 
his  wife  in  the  last  few  weeks  of  her  life.  A  few  days  before  she  died, 
«8he*  wrote  for  a  young  girl  at  her  side,  who  was  making  and  teachiDg 
her  to  make  paper  flowers,  the  following  lines : — 

You*v©  woTen  roset  roand  my  way. 

And  gladdened  all  my  being ; 
How  moeh  I  thank  you,  none  Mtn  lay. 

Bare  only  the  AU-eeelng. 
I'm  going  through  the  eternal  gates. 

Ere  June's  sweet  roses  blow ; 
Death's  lorely  angel  leads  me  there. 

And  it  Is  sweet  to  go. 

The  touching  prophecy  was  fulfilled  by  her  calm  death,  five  dajf 
after,  on  Sunday  afternoon.  May  12, 1850.  Her  remains  were  removtd 
to  Boston,  and  laid  beside  those  of  her  mother  and  daughter,  at  Mount 
Auburn,  on  Wednesday  of  the  same  week." 
Of  the  character  of  her  poetry  one  of  our  own  poets  thus  speaks :' 
''Mrs.  Osgood  has  a  rich  fancy — even  a  rich  imagination — a  scrupu- 
lous taste,  a  faultless  style,  and  an  ear  finely  attuned  to  the  delicacies 
of  melody.  In  that  vague  and  anomalous  something  which  we  call 
^roce,  for  want  of  a  more  definite  term,  and  which,  perhaps,  in  its 

I  Dayekinok. 
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rapreme  doTelopment,  maj  be  found  to  comprehend  nearly  all  that  is 
gannine  in  poetiy — in  this  magical  quality — magical,  because  at  once 
•o  shadowy  and  so  irresistible,  Mrs.  Osgood  has  assuredly  no  superior 
in  America,  if,  indeed,  she  has  any  equal  under  the  sun."* 


MAT-DAY  IN  NEW  ENGLAND. 

Can  this  be  May  ?    Can  this  be  May  ? 

We  have  not  found  a  flower  to-day ! 

We  roamed  the  wood — we  climbed  the  hill — 

We  rested  by  the  rushing  rill — 

And  lest  they  had  forgot  the  day. 

We  told  them  it  was  May,  dear  May  t 

We  called  the  sweet  wild  blooms  byname — 

We  shouted,  and  no  answer  came ! 

From  smiling  field,  or  solemn  hill— 

From  rugged  rook,  or  rushing  rill — 

We  ODly  bade  the  petty  pets 

Just  breathe  from  out  their  hiding-places  ; 
We  told  the  little,  light  coquettes 

They  needn't  show  their  bashful  faces — 
"  One  sigh,"  we  said,  *'  one  fragrant  sigh, 
We*ll  soon  discoyer  where  you  lie  1" 
The  roguish  things  were  stUl  as  death — 
They  wouldn't  even  breathe  a  breath. 
Alas  t  there's  none  so  deaf,  I  fear. 
As  those  who  do  not  choose  to  hear ! 

*  *  *  * 

Ton  have  not  found  a  fiower  to-day  t 
What's  that  upon  your  cheek,  I  pray  ? 
A  blossom  pure,  and  sweet,  and  wild. 

And  worth  all  Nature's  blooming  wealth ; 
Not  all  in  vain  your  search,  my  child ! — 

You've  found  at  least  the  rose  of  health  t 
The  golden  buttercup,  you  say,  '\ 

That  like  a  smile  illumes  the  way,        V 
Is  nowhere  to  be  seen  to-day.  j 

Fair  child !  upon  that  beaming  face 
A  softer,  lovelier  smile  I  trace ; 
A  treasure,  as  the  sunshine  bright — 
A  glow  of  love  and  wild  delight  I 
Then  pine  no  more  for  Nature's  toy — 
You've  found  at  least  the  flower  of  joy. 
Yes  t  in  a  heart  so  young  and  gay, 
And  kind  as  yours,  't  is  always  May  I 
For  gentle  feelings,  love,  are  flowers 
That  bloom  thro'  life's  most  clouded  hours  t 

'  Edgar  A.  Po«. 
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Ah  t  clierisli  tliem,  my  happy  child, 
And  check  the  weeds  that  wander  wild  I 
And  while  their  stainless  wealth  is  given, 
In  incense  sweet,  to  earth  and  heayen. 
No  longer  will  yon  need  to  say — 
<*  Can  this  he  May  f    Can  this  be  May  f" 


TUB  MOBNINO  WALK,  OR  THE  STOLEN  BLUSH. 

Never  tell  me  that  cheek  is  not  painted,  false  maid ! 

Tis  a  fib,  though  yonr  pretty  lip  parts  while  I  say  it ; 
And  if  the  cheat  were  not  already  betray'd. 

Those  exquisite  blushes  themselves  would  betray  it. 

But  listen  t  This  morning  you  rose  ere  the  dawn, 
To  keep  an  appointment,  perhaps — ^with  Apollo ; 

And,  finding  a  fairy  footprint  on  the  lawn 
Which  I  could  not  mistake,  I  determined  to  follow. 

To  the  hillside  I  track*d  it,  and,,  tripping  above  me, 
Her  sun-ringlets  flying  and  jeweU'd  with  dew, 

A  maiden  I  saw !  Now  the  truth,  if  you  love  me — 
But  why  should  I  question — ^I*m  sure  it  was  you. 

And  you  cannot  deny  you  were  met  in  ascending — 
I,  meanwhile,  pursuing  my  truant  by  stealth — 

By  a  blooming  young  seraph,  who  tum'd,  and,  attending 
Tour  steps,  said  her  name  was  the  Spirit  of  Health. 

Meantime,  through  the  mist  of  transparent  vermilion 

That  suddenly  flooded  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
All  fretted  with  gold  rose  Aurora's  pavilion. 

Illumining  meadow,  and  mountain,  and  rill. 

And  Health,  floating  up  through  the  luminous  air. 

Dipped  her  fingers  of  snow  in  those  clouds  growing  bright ; 

Then  tum'd,  and  dash'd  down  o'er  her  votary  fair 
A  handful  of  rose-beams  that  bathed  her  in  light. 

Even  yet  they're  at  play  here  and  there  in  your  form, 
Through  your  fingers  they  steal  to  your  white  taper  tips, 

Now  rush  to  that  cheek  its  soft  dimples  to  warm. 
Now  deepen  the  crimson  that  lives  in  your  lipe. 

Will  you  tell  me  again,  with  that  soom-lighted  eye, 
That  you  do  not  use  paint,  while  such  tinting  is  thero  f 

While  the  glow  still  afllrms  what  the  glance  would  deny  ? 
No,  in  future  disclaim  the  sweet  theft,  if  you  dare  t 


THE  OHILD  PLAYING  WITH  A  WATCH. 

Art  thou  playing  with  Time  in  thy  sweet  baby-glee  ? 
Will  he  pause  on  his  pinions  to  frolic  with  thee  f 
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Oh,  show  bim  those  shadowless,  innocent  eyes, 
That  smile  of  bewildered  and  beaming  surprise  ; 
Let  him  look  on  that  cheek  where  thj  rich  hair  reposes, 
Where  dimples  are  playing  "bopeep"  with  the  roses : 
His  wrinkled  brow  press  with  light  kisses  and  warm, 
And  clasp  his  rough  neck  with  thy  soft  wreathing  arm. 
Perhaps  thy  bewitching  and  infantine  sweetness 
May  win  him,  for  once,  to  delay  in  his  fleetness — 
To  pause,  ere  he  rifle,  relentless  in  flight, 
A  blossom  so  glowing  of  bloom  and  of  light : 
Then,  then  would  I  keep  thee,  my  beautiful  child. 
With  thy  blue  eyes  unshadowed,  thy  blush  undefiled— 
With  thy  innocence  only  to  guard  thee  from  ill, 
In  life's  sunny  dawning,  a  lily-bud  still ! 
Laugh  on,  my  own  Ellen !  that  voice,  which  to  me 
Gives  a  warning  so  solemn,  makes  music  for  thee ; 
And  while  I  at  those  sounds  feel  the  idler's  annoy, 
Thou  hear*st  but  the  tick  of  the  pretty  gold  toy ; 
Thou  seest  but  a  smile  on  the  brow  of  the  churl — 
May  his  frown  never  awe  thee,  my  own  baby-girl. 
And  oh,  may  his  step,  as  he  wanders  with  thee. 
Light  and  soft  as  thine  own  little  fairy  tread  be ! 
While  still  in  all  seasons,  in  storms  and  fair  weather, 
Bftay  Time  and  my  Ellen  be  playmates  together. 


A  MOTHEE'S  PRAYER  IN  ILLNESS. 

Yes,  take  them  first,  my  Father  1    Let  my  doves 
Fold  their  white  wings  in  heaven,  safe  on  thy  breast, 
Ere  I  am  called  away :  I  dare  not  leave 
Their  young  hearts  here,  their  innocent,  thoughtless  hearts  t 
Ah,  how  the  shadowy  train  of  future  ills  ^ 

Comes  sweeping  down  life's  vista  as  I  gaze ! 

My  May  1  my  careless,  ardent-tempered  May — 
My  frank  and  frolic  child,  in  whose  blue  eyes 
Wild  joy  and  passionate  wo  alternate  rise ; 
Whose  cheek  the  morning  in  her  soul  illumes  ; 
Whose  little,  loving  heart  a  word,  a  glance. 
Can  sway  to  grief  or  glee  ;  who  leaves  her  play. 
And  puts  up  her  sweet  mouth  and  dimpled  arms 
Each  moment  for  a  kiss,  and  softly  asks. 
With  her  dear,  flutelike  voice,  "  Do  you  love  me !" 
Ah,  let  me  stay !  ah,  let  me  still  be  by. 
To  answer  her  and  meet  her  warm  caress ! 
For  1  away,  how  oft  in  this  rough  world 
That  earnest  question  will  be  asked  in  vain ! 
How  oft  that  eager,  passionate,  petted  heart 
Will  shrink  abashed  and  chilled,  to  learn  at  length 
The  hateful,  withering  lesson  of  distrust  I 
Ah !  let  her  nestle  still  upon  this  breast, 
In  which  each  shade  that  dims  her  darling  face 
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Is  felt  and  answered,  as  the  lake  reflects 

The  clouds  that  cross  yon  smiling  heaven  1  And  thou, 

My  modest  Ellen— tender,  thoughtful,  true ; 

Thy  soul  attuned  to  all  sweet  harmonies : 

My  pure,  proud,  noble  Ellen !  with  thy  gifts 

Of  genius,  grace,  and  loveliness,  half  hidden 

'Neath  the  soft  veil  of  innate  modesty. 

How  will  the  world's  wild  discord  reach  thy  heart 

To  startle  and  appal  I    Thy  generous  scorn 

Of  all  things  base  and  mean — thy  quick,  keen  taste. 

Dainty  and  delicate — ^thy  instinctive  fear 

Of  those  unworthy  of  a  soul  so  pure — 

Thy  rare,  unchildlike  dignity  of  mien. 

All — ^they  will  all  bring  pain  to  thee,  my  child ! 

And  oh,  if  even  their  grace  and  goodness  meet 

Cold  looks  and  careless  greetings,  how  will  all 

The  latent  evil  yet  undisciplined 

In  their  young,  timid  souls,  forgiveness  find  ? 

Forgiveness,  and  forbearance,  and  soft  chidings. 

Which  I,  their  mother,  learned  of  Love  to  give  I 

Ah,  let  me  stay  1 — albeit  my  heart  is  weary. 

Weary  and  worn,  tired  of  its  own  sad  beat, 

That  finds  no  echo  in  this  busy  world 

Which  cannot  pause  to  answer — tired  alike 

Of  joy  and  sorrow,  of  the  day  and  night: 

Ah,  take  them  first,  my  Father,  and  then  me  I 

And  for  their  sakes,  for  their  sweet  sakes,  my  Father, 

Let  me  find  rest  beside  them,  at  thy  feet  I 


LABOR. 

Pause  not  t6  dream  of  the  future  before  us : 
Pause  not  to  weep  the  wild  cares  that  come  o'er  us  ; 
Hark,  how  Creation's  deep,  musical  chorus, 

Unintermitting,  goes  up  into  Heaven ! 
Never  the  ocean-wave  falters  in  flowing  ; 
Never  the  little  seed  stops  in  its  growing  ; 
More  and  more  richly  the  Roseheart  keeps  glowing, 

Till  from  its  nourishing  stem  it  is  riven. 

"  Labor  is  worship !" — ^the  robin  is  singing ; 
"  Labor  is  worship  I" — the  wild  bee  is  ringing : 
Listen  t  that  eloquent  whisper  upspringing, 

Speaks  to  thy  soul  from  out  nature's  great  heart. 
From  the  dark  cloud  flows  the  life-giving  shower ; 
From  the  rough  sod  blows  the  soft  breathing  flower ; 
From  the  small  insect,  the  rich  coral  bower ; 

Only  man,  in  the  plan,  shrinks  from  his  part. 

Labor  is  life !— T  is  the  still  water  faileth ; 

Idleness  ever  despaireth,  bewaileth ; 

Keep  the  watch  wound,  for  the  dark  rust  assailetht 
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Flowers  droop  and  die  In  the  stillness  of  noon. 
Labor  is  glory! — the  lljing  cloud  lightens  ; 
Only  the  waving  wing  changes  and  brightens ;  ^ 

Idle  hearts  only  the  dark  future  frightens : 

Play  the  sweet  keys,  wouldst  thou  keep  them  in  tune ! 

Labor  is  rest — from  the  sorrows  that  greet  us  ; 
Rest  from  all  petty  vexations  that  meet  us, 
Rest  from  sin-promi^ings  that  ever  entreat  us, 

Rest  from  world-sirens  that  lure  us  to  ill. 
Work — and  pure  slumbers  shall  wait  on  thy  pillow ; 
Work — thou  shalt  ride  over  Care's  coming  billow ; 
Lie  not  down  wearied  *neath  Wo's  weeping  willow  t 

Work  with  a  stout  heart  and  resolute  will ! 

Labor  is  health — Lo !  the  husbandman  reaping, 
How  through  bis  veins  goes  the  life-current  leaping  t 
How  his  strong  arm  in  his  stalwart  pride  sweeping, 

True  as  a  sunbeam  the  swift  sickle  guides. 
Labor  is  wealth — in  the  sea  the  pearl  groweth ; 
Rich  the  queen's  robe  from  the  frail  cocoon  floweth  ; 
From  the  fine  acorn  the  strong  forest  bloweth  ; 

Temple  and  statue  the  marble  block  hides. 

Droop  not,  though  shame,  sin,  and  anguish  are  round  thee  I 
Bravely  fling  off  the  cold  chain  that  hath  bound  theet 
Look  to  yon  pure  heaven  smiling  beyond  thee : 

Rest  not  content  in  thy  darkness — a  clod  I 
Work — for  some  good,  be  it  ever  so  slowly ; 
Cherish  some  flower,  be  it  ever  so  lowly  : 
Labor ! — all  labor  is  noble  and  holy : 

Let  thy  great  deeds  be  thy  prayer  to  thy  God. 


JAMES  PENIMORE  COOPER,  1789--1851. 

Jaiubb  FnrnfORB  Coopsb,  the  distinguished  American  novelist,  was 
bom  in  Burlington,  New  Jersey,  in  the  year  1789.  His  father,  Wil- 
liam Cooper,  an  English  emigrant,  who  had  settled  there  many  yean 
before,  had  purchased  a  large  quantity  of  land  on  the  borders  of  Lake 
Otsego,  New  York,  and  thither  Cooper  was  removed  in  his  infancy, 
and  ihwe  he  passed  his  childhood — ^in  a  region  that  was  then  an 
almost  unbroken  wilderness.  At  the  age  of  thirteen,  he  entered  Tale 
College,  but  left  it  in  three  years,  and  became  a  midshipman  in  the 
United  States  Navy,  in  which  he  continued  for  six  years,  making 
himaqlf,  unconsciously,  master  of  that  knowledge  and  imagery  which 
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ke  afterward!  employed  to  §o  miioh  adrantage  in  bis  romaaeei  of  the 
tea — the  best  ever  written.  In  1811,  having  resigned  his  ]Kwt  as 
midihipman,  he  married  Miss  Delanoey,  sister  of  the  Protestant  Epft- 
o<^al  bishop  of  the  diocese  of  Western  New  York,  with  whom,  after  a 
brief  residence  in  Westchester  Coanty,  the  scene  of  one  of  his  fin^vt 
fictions,  brremoTed  to  Cooperstown,  where,  with  the  exception  of  ha 
occasional  absences  in  Europe,  he  passed  the  greater  part  of  his  life, 
and  where  he  died  on  the  14th  of  September,  1851. 

Before  his  removal  to  Cooperstown,  he  had  written  and  published 
a  sovel  of  English  life,  called  ^*  Precaution,"  which  met  with  \m% 
little  favor.  But  the  "  Spj,"  which  followed,  in  1821,  at  onoe  estab- 
lished his  fame.  It  had  its  faults,  indeed— defects  in  plot,  and  occa- 
sional blemishes  in  the  composition ;  but  it  was  a  work  of  original 
genius,  and  was  widely  read  and  admired.  "  The  Pioneers,**  which 
appeared  in  1823,  not  only  sustained  but  advanced  his  reputationf 
and  each  succeeding  volume  of  the  *'  Leather-Stocking  Tales,'*  "  The 
Prairie,'*  "The  Last  of  the  Mohicans,**  "The  Pathfinder,**  and  "The 
Deerslayer,'*  was  read  with  increasing  interest.  Shortly  after  the 
success  of  "  The  Pioneers  **  had  made  Mr.  Cooper  the  first  novelist  ci 
the  country,  he  achieved  a  triumph  on  the  sea  as  signal  as  that  he 
had  first  won  in  the  forests.  His  romance  of  "  The  Pilot,'*  fdlowed  at 
intervals  by  "The  Red  Rover,**  "The  Water- Witch,**  "The  Two  Ad- 
mirals,** "  Wing  and  Wing,**  &c.,  placed  him  at  the  head  of  nantleal 
novelists,  where  he  still  stands,  without,  probably,  a  peer  or  a  rivml. 

In  the  year  1826,  Mr.  Cooper  went  to  Europe,  where  his  fame  had 
preceded  him,  and  where,  while  advancing  his  own  reputation  bj 
new  fictions,  he  defended  that  of  his  country  by  pamphlets  and 
letters.  These  again  brought  upon  him  a  shower  of  rejoinders,  and 
much  of  the  time  when  he  was  abroad  was  spent  in  oontrovosial 
writings.  In  1833,  he  returned  home,  and  was  not  welcomed  with 
that  enthusiasm  which  he  had  a  right  to  expect.  Shortly  after  his 
arrival,  he  published  "  A  Letter  to  his  Countrymen,**  in  which  he 
oomplained  of  the  censures  cast  upon  him  in  the  American  news- 
papers, on  account  of  the  part  which  he  had  taken  in  exposing  the 
misstatements  of  the  French  writers  as  regards  our  institutions. 
This  made  matters  still  worse ;  the  newspapers  here  came  out  against 
him,  and  he  sued  two  or  three  editors  for  libel.  This,  of  oomse, 
caused  a  great  deal  of  irritated  feeling  on  both  sides :  but  it  has  all 
now  passed,  and  Cooper  will  ever  be  known  as  one  of  our  most  suo- 
oessful  and  popular  novelists. 

Besides  his  novels,  Mr.*Cooper  was  the  author  of  a  "  History  of  the 
United  SUtes  Navy,*'  "Gleanings  in  Europe,**  "Sketches  of  Switser- 
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land,"  and  Bereral  smaller  works,  whioh  hare  mn  throngh  manj 
editions.  His  mind  was  always  fertile  and  active,  and  his  mode  of 
treating  his  subjects  fall  of  animation  and  freshness.  He  was  one  of 
those  frank  and  decided  characters  who  make  strong  enemies  and 
warm  fHends — who  repel  by  the  positireness  of  their  conyictions, 
while  thej  attract  by  the  richness  of  their  cnltore,  and  the  amiability 
of  their  lives.  He  was  nicely  exact  in  all  his  business  relations,  but 
generous  and  noble  in  the  management  of  his  means.  His  beautiful 
residence  on  the  Otsego  was  ever  the  home  of  a  large  and  liberal 
hospitality ;  and  those  who  knew  him  best  were  those  who  loved  him 
most,  and  who  deplored  his  loss  with  the  keenest  feelings.' 


THE  CAPTURE  OF  A  WHALE. 

"Tom,"  cried  Barnstable,  starting,  "there  is  the  blow  of  a 
whale." 

"Ay,  ay,  sir," returned  the  cockswain,  with  nndistnrbed  cora- 
posare ;  "  here  is  his  spoot,  not  half  a  mile  to  seaward ;  the 
easterly  gale  has  driven  the  creater  to  leeward,  and  he  begins 
to  find  himself  in  shoal  water.  He's  been  sleeping,  while  he 
sbonld  have  been  working  to  windward!" 

"The  fellow  takes  it  coolly,  tool  he's  in  no  hurry  to  get  an 
offing."  X 

"1  rather  conclude,  sir,"  said  the  cockswain,  rolling  over  his 
tobacco  in  his  month  very  composedly,  while  his  little  sunken 
jeyes  began  to  twinkle  with  pleasure  at  the  sight,  "the  gentle- 
man has  lost  his  reckoning,  and  don't  know  which  way  to  head, 
to  take  himself  back  into  blue  water." 

" 'Tis  a  fin-back  1"  exclaimed  the  lieutenant ;  "he  will  soon 
make  headway,  and  be  off." 

"No,  sir;  'tis  a  right  whale,"  answered  Tom;  "I  saw  his 
spoot ;  he  threw  np  a  pair  of  as  pretty  rainbows  as  a  Christian 
would  wish  to  look  at.     He's  a  raal  oil-butt,  that  fellow!" 

'  '*  Mr.  Cooper^B  eharaeter  was  peonliar  and  decided ;  creating  strong  at- 
tachmentd  and  equally  strong  disllKes.  There  was  no  nentral  ground  in  his 
m&tnre.  He  had  fixed  opinions,  and  was  bold  and  nnoompromising  in  ex- 
pressing them.  He  was  exact  in  his  dealings  and  generous  in  his  disposition. 
His  integrity  and  uprightness  no  one  ever  called  in  question.  He  had  less 
fear  of  public  opinion,  and  more  self-reliance,  than  are  common  in  our  coun- 
try ;  and  his  courage  and  truthfulness  were  worthy  of  all  praise.  He  was  an 
ardent  patriot,  and  as  ready  to  defend  his  country  when  in  the  right,  as  to 
rebuke  her  when  he  deemed  her  in  the  wrong.  He  was  affectionate  in  his 
domestic  relations,  and  his  home  was  the  seat  or  a  cordial  and  generous  hos- 
pitAUty.'*— G.  8.  HiUard. 
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Barnstable  laughed,  and  exclaimed  in  jojons  tones — 

**  Give  strong  way,  my  hearties  I  There  seems  nothing  better 
to  be  done ;  let  us  have  a  stroke  of  a  harpoon  at  that  impadent 
rascal. " 

The  men  shonted  spontaneously,  and  the  old  cockswain 
Buffered  his  solemn  visage  to  relax  into  a  small  laugh,  whIU 
the  whale-boat  sprang  forward  like  a  courser  for  the  go«L 
During  the  few  minutes  they  were  pulling  towards  their  game, 
long  Tom  arose  from  his  crouching  attitude  in  the  stem  sbeetj^ 
and  transferred  his  huge  frame  to  the  bows  of  the  boat,  where 
he  made  such  preparation  to  strike  the  whale  as  the  occasion 
required.  The  tub,  containing  about  half  of  a  whale-line,  was 
placed  at  the  feet  of  Barnstable,  who  had  been  preparing  an 
oar  to  steer  with,  in  place  of  the  rudder,  which  was  nnshipped 
in  order  that,  if  necessary,  the  boat  might  be  whirled  round 
when  not  advancing. 

Their  approach  was  utterly  unnoticed  by  the  monster  of  the 
deep,  who  continued  to  amuse  himself  with  throwing  the  water 
in  two  circular  spouts  high  into  the  air,  occasionally  flourishing 
the  broad  flukes  of  his  tail  with  graceful  but  terrific  force,  nntil 
the  hardy  seamen  were  within  a  few  hundred  feet  of  him,  when 
he  suddenly  cast  his  head  downwards,  and,  without  an  apparent 
effort,  reared  his  immense  body  for  many  feet  above  the  water, 
waving  his  tale  violently,  and  producing  a  whizzing  noise,  that 
sounded  like  the  rushing  of  winds.  The  cockswain  stood  erect, 
poising  his  harpoon,  ready  for  the  blow ;  but,  when  he  beheld 
the  creature  assuming  this  formidable  attitude,  he  waived  hu 
hand  to  his  commander,  who  instantly  signed  to  his  aien  to 
cease  rowing.  In  this  situation  the  sportsmen  rested  a  few 
moments,  while  the  whale  struck  sevend  blows  on  the  water 
in  rapid  succession,  the  noise  of  which  re-echoed  along  the 
cliffs,  like  the  hollow  reports  of  so  many  cannon.  After  this 
wanton  exhibition  of  his  terrible  strength,  the  monster  soak 
again  into  his  native  element,  and  slowly  disappeared  from  the 
eyes  of  his  pursuers. 

** Which  way  did  he  head,  Tom?"  cried  Barnstable,  the 
moment  the  whale  was  out  of  sight. 

"Pretty  much  up  and  down,  sir,"  returned  the  cockswain, 
whose  eye  was  gradually  brightening  with  the  excitement  of 
the  sport ;  ''  he'll  soon  run  his  nose  against  the  bottom,  if  he 
stands  long  on  that  course,  and  will  be  glad  to  get  another 
snuff  of  pure  air ;  send  her  a  few  fathoms  to  starboard,  sir,  and 
I  promise  we  shall  not  "be  ont  of  his  track." 

The  conjecture  of  the  experienced  old  seaman  proved  tnie. 
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for  in  a  few  minntes  the  water  broke  near  them,  and  another 
spont  was  cast  into  the  air,  when  the  huge  animal  rushed  for 
half  his  length  in  the  same  direction,  and  fell  on  the  sea  with 
a  torbnlence  and  foam  equal  to  that  which  is  produced  by  the 
laanching  of  a  vessel,  for  the  first  time,  into  its  proper  element 
After  this  evolution,  the  whale  rolled  heavily,  and  seemed  to 
rest  from  further  efforts. 

His  slightest  movements  were  closely  watched  by  Barnstable 
and  his  cockswain,  and,  when  he  was  in  a  state  of  comparative 
rest,  the  former  gave  a  signal  to  his  crew  to  ply  their  oars  once 
more.  A  few  long  and  vigorous  strokes  sent  the  boat  directly 
ap  to  the  broadside  of  the  whale,  with  its  bows  pointing  towards 
one  of  the  fins,  which  was,  at  times,  as  the  animal  yielded  slug- 
gishly to  the  action  of  the  waves,  exposed  to  view.  The  cock* 
swain  poised  his  harpoon  with  mnch  precision,  and  then  darted 
it  from  him  with  a  violence  that  buried  the  iron  in  the  body  of 
their  foe.  The  instant  the  blow  was  made,  long  Tom  shouted 
with  singular  earnestness — 

"Starnalll" 

** Stem  all  I"  echoed  Barnstable;  when  the  obedient  seamen, 
by  united  efforts,  forced  the  boat  in  a  backward  direction,  beyond 
the  reach  of  any  blow  from  their  formidable  antagonist.  The 
alarmed  animal,  however,  meditated  no  such  resistance ;  igno- 
rant of  his  own  power,  and  of  the  insignificance  of  his  enemies, 
he  sought  refuge  in  flight  One  moment  of  stupid  surprise 
sacceeded  the  entrance  of  the  iron,  when  he  cast  bis  huge  tail 
into  the  air  with  a  violence  that  threw  the  sea  around  him  into 
increased  commotion,  and  then  disappeared,  with  the  quickness 
of  lightning,  amid  a  cloud  of  foam. 

"Snub  him  I"  shouted  Barnstable;  "hold  on,  Tom;  he  rises 
already." 

"Ay,  ay,  sir,"  replied  the  composed  cockswain,  seizing  the 
line  which  was  running  out  of  the  boat  with  a  velocity  that 
rendered  such  a  manoBuvre  rather  hazardous,  and  causing  it  to 
yield  more  gradually  round  the  large  loggerhead,  that  was 
placed  in  the  bows  of  the  boat  for  that  purpose.  Presently 
the  line  stretched  forward,  and,  rising  to  the  surface  with 
tremulous  vibrations,  it  indicated  the  direction  in  which  the 
animal  might  be  .expected  to  reappear.  Barnstable  had  cast 
the  bows  of  the  boat  towards  that  point,  before  the  terrified  and 
wounded  victim  rose  once  more  to  the  surface,  whose  time  was, 
however,  no  longer  wasted  in  his  sports,  but  who  cast  the  waters 
aside  as  he  forced  his  way,  with  prodigious  velocity,  along  their 
surface.     The  boat  was  dragged  violently  in  his  wake,  and  cut 
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through  the  billows  with  a  terrific  rapidity,  that  at  moments 
appeared  to  bury  the  slight  fabric  in  the  ocean.  When  long 
Tom  beheld  his  victim  throwing  his  spoats  on  high  again,  be 
pointed  with  exultation  to  the  jetting  fluid,  which  was  streaked 
with  the  deep  red  of  blood,  and  cried; — 

''Ay,  I've  touched  the  fellow's  life !  It  must  be  more  than 
two  foot  of  blubber  that  stops  my  iron  from  reaching  the  life 
of  any  whale  that  ever  sculled  the  ocean." 

"1  believe  you  have  saved  yourself  the  trouble  of  using  the 
bayonet  you  have  rigged  for  a  lance,"  said  his  commander,  who 
entered  into  the  sport  with  all  the  ardor  of  one  whose  youth 
had  been  chiefly  passed  in  such  pursuits ;  "  feel  your  line,  Master 
Gofiln ;  can  we  haul  alongside  of  our  enemy  f  I  like  not  the 
conrse  he  is  steering,  as  he  tows  us  from  the  schooner." 

"'Tis  the  creator's  way,  sir,"  said  the  cockswain ;  "you  know 
they  need  the  air  in  their  nostrils  when  they  run,  the  same  as  a 
man  ;  but  lay  hold,  boys,  and  let  us  haul  up  to  him." 

The  seamen  now  seized  their  whale-line,  and  slowly  drew 
their  boat  to  within  a  few  feet  of  the  tail  of  the  fish,'  whose 
progress  became  sensibly  less  rapid  as  he  grew  weak  with  the 
loss  of  blood.  In  a  few  minutes  he  stopped  running,  and  ap- 
peared to  roll  uneasily  on  the  water,  as  if  suffering  the  agony 
of  death. 

''Shall  we  pull  in  and  finish  him,  Tom  ?"  cried  Barnstable; 
"a  few  sets  from  your  bayonet  would  do  it." 

The  cockswain  stood  examining  his  game  with  coo)  discretion, 
and  replied  to  this  interrogatory — 

"  No,  sir,  no ;  he's  going  into  his  flurry ;  there's  no  occasion 
for  disgracing  ourselves  by  using  a  soldier's  weapon  in  taking  a 
whale.     Starn  off,  sir,  starn  off!  the  creator's  in  his  flurry.*' 

The  warning  of  the  prudent  cockswain  was  promptly  obeyed, 
and  the  boat  cautiously  drew  off  to  a  distance,  leaving  to  the 
animal  a  clear  space  while  under  its  dying  agonies.  From  a 
state  of  perfect  rest,  the  terrible  monster  threw  its  tail  on  high 
as  when  in  sport,  but  its  blows  were  trebled  in  rapidity  and 
violence,  till  all  was  hid  from  view  by  a  pyramid  of  foam,  that 
was  deeply  dyed  with  blood.  The  roarings  of  the  fish  were 
like  the  bellowings  of  a  herd  of  bulls,  and,  to  one  who  was 
ignorant  of  the  fact,  it  would  have  appeared  as  if  a  thousand 
monsters  were  engaged  in  deadly  combat  behind  the  bloody 
mist  that  obstructed  the  view.  Gradually  these  efforts  sub- 
sided, and,  when  the  discolored  water  again  settled  down  to 
the  long  and  regular  swell  of  the  ocean,  the  fish  was  seen  ex- 
hausted, and  yielding  passively  to  its  fate.     As  life  departed, 
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the  eoonnons  black  mass  rolled  to  one  side ;  and  when  the 
white  and  glistening  skin  of  the  belly  became  apparent,  the 
seamen  well  knew  that  their  victory  was  achieved. 


THE  EXECUTION. 

On  the  brow  of  the  eminence  stood  a  deserted  and  dilapidated 
building,  that  had  been  a  bam.     Many  of  the  boards  that  had 
formed  its  coyering  were  torn  from  their  places,  and  its  wide 
doors  were  lying  the  one  in  front  of  the  building,  and  the  other 
half  way  down  the  precipice,  whither  the  wind  had  cast  it. 
Entering  this  desolate  spot,  the  refugee  officer  very  coolly  took 
from  his  pocket  a  short  pipe  whose  color  might  once  have  been 
white,  but  which  now,  from  long  use,  had  acquired  not  only 
the  hue  but  the  gloss  of  ebony,  a  tobacco-box,  and  a  small  roll 
of  leather  that  contained  steel,  flint,  and  tinder.     With  this 
apparatus,  he  soon  furnished  his  month  with  a  companion  that 
habit  had  long  rendered  necessary  to  extraordinary  reflection 
in  its  owner.     So  soon  as  a  large  column  of  smoke  arose  from 
this  arrangement,  the  captain  significantly  held  forth  his  hand 
towards  his  assistant    A  small  cord  was  produced  from  the 
pocket  of  the  sergeant,  and  handed  to  the  other.     Now,  in- 
deed, appeared  a  moment  of  deep  care  in  the  refugee,  who 
threw  out  vast  puffs  of  smoke  until  nearly  all  of  his  head  was 
obscured,  and  looked  around  the  building  with  an  anxious  and 
inqQuitive  eye.     At  length  he  removed  the  pipe,  and  inhaling 
a  draught  of  pure  air,  returned  it  to  its  domicile,  and  proceeded 
to  business  at  once.    There  was  a  heavy  piece  of  timber  laid 
across  the  girths  of  the  bam,  but  a  little  way  from  the  southern 
door,  which  opened  directly  upon  a  full  view  of  the  river,  as  it 
stretched  far  away  towards  the  bay  of  New  York.     Over  this 
timber  the  refugee  threw  one  end  of  the  rope,  and,  regaining 
it,  joined  the  two  parts  in  his  hand.     A  small  and  weak  barrel 
that  wanted  a  head,  the  staves  of  which  were  loose,  and  at  one 
^d  standing  apart,  was  left  on  the  floor,  probably  as  useless 
to  the  owner.     This  was  brought  by  the  sergeant  in  obedience 
to  a  look  from  his  officer,  and  placed  beneath  the  beam.     All 
of  these  arrangements  were  made  with  immovable  composure, 
and  now  seemed  completed  to  the  officer's  perfect  satisfaction. 
"Come,"  he  said  coolly  to  the  skinner,  who,  amazed  with 
the  preparations,  had  stood  both  a  close  and  silent  spectator 
of  their  progress.    He  obeyed ;  and  it  was  not  until  he  found 
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his  neckcloth  removed,  and  hat  thrown  aside,  that  he  took  the 
alarm.  But  he  had  so  often  resorted  to  a  similar  expedient  to 
extort. information  or  plnnder,  that  he  by  no  means  felt  the 
terror  an  nupractised  man  would  have  suffered  at  these  omiiiotts 
movements.  The  rope  was  adjusted  to  bis  neck  with  the  same 
coolness  that  formed  the  characteristic  of  the  whole  moTemesit, 
and  a  fragment  of  board  being  laid  upon  the  barrel,  he  was 
ordered  to  mount  it. 

"But  it  may  fall,"  said  the  skinner,  for  the  first  time  begin- 
ning to  tremble.  **  I  will  tell  you  anything,  even  bow  to  sur- 
prise our  party  at  the  Pond,  without  this  trouble ;  and  that  is 
commanded  by  my  own  brother." 

''I  want  no  information,"  returned  his  executioner  (for  such 
he  now  seemed  really  to  be),  as  he  threw  the  rope  repeatedly 
over  the  beam,  first  drawing  it  tight,  so  as  to  annoy  the  skinner 
a  little,  and  then  casting  the  end  from  him,  far  beyond  the  reach 
of  any  one. 

**  This  is  joking  too  far,"  cried  the  skinner,  in  a  tone  of  re- 
monstrance, and  raising  himself  on  his  toes,  with  the  vain  hope 
of  releasing  himself  from  the  cord  by  slipping  his  head  through 
the  noose.  But  the  caution  and  experience  of  the  refugee  had 
guarded  against  this  escape. 

"  What  did  you  with  the  horse  yon  stole  from  me,  rascal  7^ 
he  cried,  throwing  out  extraordinary  columns  of  smoke  as  be 
waited  for  a  reply. 

"  He  broke  down  in  the  chase,"  replied  the  skinner  qni^y ; 
"  but  I  can  tell  yon  where  one  is  to  be  found,  that  is  worth  him 
and  his  sire." 

"  Liar!  I  will  help  myself  when  I  want  one ;  but  yoa  bad 
better  call  upon  God  for  aid,  as  your  hour  is  short"  On  con- 
cluding this  consoling  advice,  he  struck  the  barrel  a  Tiolent 
blow  with  his  heavy  foot,  and  the  slender  staves  flew  in  every 
direction,  leaving  the  skinner  whirling  in  the  air.  As  his  bands 
were  nnconfined,  he  threw  them  upwards,  and  held  himself  sus- 
pended by  main  strength. 

**  Come,  captain,"  he  said,  coaxingly,  a  little  buskiness  creep- 
ing into  his  voice,  and  his  knees  beginning  to  shake  with  a 
slight  tremor,  "just  end  the  joke ;  'tis  enough  to  make  a  laugh, 
and  my  arms  begin  to  tire.  Indeed,  I  can't  hold  on  much 
longer." 

"Harkce,  Mr.  Pedler,"  said  the  refugee,  in  a  voice  that 
would  not  be  denied,  **  I  want  not  your  company.  Tbrongh 
that  door  lies  your  road.  March  1  Offer  to  touch  that  dog, 
and  you'll  swing  in  his  place,  if  twenty  Sir  Henrys  want^ 
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joar^mces."  So  saying,  he  retired  to  the  road  with  the  ser- 
geant, as  the  pedler  precipitately  retreated  down  the  bank. 

Birch  went  no  further  than  a  bush  that  opportunely  offered 
itself  as  a  screen  to  conceal  his  person,  while  he  yielded  to  an 
anconqnerable  desire  to  witness  what  would  be  the  termination 
of  this  extraordinary  scene. 

Left  thus  a]one,'the  skinner  began  to  throw  fearful  glances 
around,  to  espy  the  hiding-places  of  his  tormentors.  For  the 
first  time,  the  horrid  idea  seemed  to  shoot  throngh  his  brain, 
that  something  serious  was  intended  by  the  Cow-Boy.  He 
called  entreatingly  to  be  released,  and  made  rapid  and  incohe- 
rent promises  of  important  information,  mingled  with  affected 
pleaMtntry  at  their  conceit,  which  he  could  hardly  admit  to 
himself  could  mean  anything  so  dreadful  as  it  seemed  ;  but  as 
he  heard  the  tread  of  the  horses  moYing  on  their  course,  and 
in  Yain  looked  around  for  human  aid,  violent  tremblings  seized 
his  limbs,  and  his  eyes  began  to  start  from  his  head  with  ter- 
ror. He  made  a  desperate  effort  to  reach  the  beam,  but,  top 
much  exhausted  with  his  previous  exertions,  he  caught  the  ropo 
in  his  teeth,  in  a  vain  effort  to  sever  the  cord,  and  fell  to  the 
whole  length  of  his  arms.  Here  his  cries  were  turned  into 
shrieks. 

"  Help ! — cut  the  rope  I — Captain  1 — Birch  I — good  pedler  1 
—down  with  the  Congress ! — Sergeant  1 — for  God's  sake,  help  1 
— horrah  for  the  king  1 — O  God  I  O  God!  mercy  I — mercy  1 — 
mercy  I"— 

As  his  voice  became  suppressed,  one  of  his  hands  endeavored 
to  make  its  way  between  the  rope  and  his  neck,  and  partially 
Bocceeded,  but  the  other  fell  quivering  by  his  side.  A  convul- 
sive shuddering  passed  over  his  whole  frame,  and  he  hung  a 
hideous,  livid  corse. 

Birch  continued  gazing  on  this  scene  with  a  kind  of  infatua- 
tion, and  at  its  close  he  placed  his  hands  to  his  ears,  rushing 
towards  the  highway ;  but  still  the  cries  for  mercy  rung  through 
his  brain,  and  it  was  many  weeks  before  his  memory  ceased  to 
dwell  on  the  horrid  event.  The  Cow-Boys  rode  steadily  on 
their  route  as  if  nothing  had  occurred,  and  the  body  was  left 
swinging  in  the  wind,  until  chance  directed  the  footsteps  of 
some  straggler  to  the  place. 
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TH£  WRECK  OF  THE  ARIEL. 

''Oo,  my  boys,  go,"  said  Barnstable,  as  the  moment  of 
dreadful  uncertainty  passed ;  "you  have  stiil  the  whale-boat, 
and  she,  at  least,  will  take  you  nigh  the  shofe ;  go  into  her,  my 
boys ;  Ood  bless  you,  Ood  bless  you  all ;  yon  have  been  faithful 
and  honest  fellows,  and  I  believe  he  will  not  yet  desert  yon; 
go,  my  friends,  while  there  is  a  lull." 

The  seamen  threw  themselves,  in  a  mass  of  human  bodies, 
into  the  light  vessel,  which  nearly  snnk  under  the  nnusoal 
burden ;  but  when  they  looked  around  them,  Barnstable,  and 
Merry,  Dillon,  and  the  cockswain,  were  yet  to  be  seen  on  the 
decks  of  the  Ariel.  The  former  was  pacing,  in  deep  aod 
perhaps  bitter  melancholy,  the  wet  planks  of  the  schooner, 
while  the  boy  hung,  unheeded,  on  his  arm,  uttering  disregarded 
petitions  to  ills  commander  to  desert  the  wreck.  Dillon  ap- 
proached the  side  where  the  boat  lay,  again  and  again,  bat  the 
threatening  countenances  of  the  seamen  a3  often  drove  him 
back  in  despair.  Tom  had  seated  himself  on  the  heel  of  the 
bowsprit,  where  he  continued,  in  an  attitude  of  quiet  resigna- 
tion, returning  no  other  answers  to  the  loud  and  repeated  calls 
of  his  shipmates,  than  by  waving  his  hand  toward  the  shore. 

'*  Now  hear  me,"  said  the  boy,  urging  his  request  to  tears ; 
"if  not  for  my  sake,  or  for  your  own  sake,  Mr.  Barnstable,  or 
for  the  hopes  of  Ood's  mercy,  go  into  the  boat,  for  the  love  of 
my  cousin  Katherine." 

The  young  lieutenant  paused  in  his  troubled  walk,  and,  for 
a  moment,  he  cast  a  glance  of  hesitation  at  the  cliffs ;  but,  at 
the  next  instant,  his  eyes  fell  on  the  ruin  of  his  vessel,  and  be 
answered — 

"  Never,  boy,  never ;  if  my  hour  has  come,  I  will  not  shrink 
from  my  fate." 

"  Listen  to  the  men,  dear  sir ;  the  boat  will  be  swamped  along- 
side the  wreck,  and  their  cry  is,  that  without  you  they  will  not 
let  her  go. " 

Barnstable  motioned  to  the  boat,  to  bid  the  boy  enter  it^  and 
turned  away  in  silence. 

"Well,"  said  Merry,  with  firmness,  "if  it  be  right  that  a 
lieutenant  shall  stay  by  the  wreck,  it  must  also  be  right  for  a 
midshipman;  shove  off";  neither  Mr.  Barnstable  nor  myself 
will  quit  the  vessel." 

"Boy,  your  life  has  been  intrusted  to  my  keeping,  and  at 
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mj  hands  will  it  be  reqaired,"  said  his  commander,  lifting  the 
straggling  yonth,  and  tossing  him  into  the  arms  of  the  seamen. 
"Away  with  ye,  and  Ood  be  with  yon  ;  there  is  more  weight 
in  70a  now  than  can  go  safe  to  land." 

Still,  the  seamen  hesitated,  for  they  perceived  the  cockswain 
moving,  with  a  steady  tread,  along  the  deck,  and  they  hoped 
he  had  relented,  and  woald  yet  persnade  the  licntenant  to  join 
his  crew.  Bat  Tom,  imitating  the  example  of  his  commander, 
seised  the  latter,  suddenly,  in  his  powerful  grasp,  and  threw 
him  over  the  bulwarks  with  an  irresistible  force.  At  the  same 
moment,  he  cast  the  fast  of  the  boat  from  the  pin  that  held  it, 
and,  lifting  his  broad  hands  high  into  the  air,  his  voice  was  heard 
in  the  tempest. 

"God's  will  be  done  with  me  I"  he  cried;  "I  saw  the  first 
timber  of  the  Ariel  laid,  and  shall  live  just  long  enongh  to  see  it 
toro  ont  of  her  bottom ;  after  which  I  wish  to  live  no  longer." 

Bat  his  shipmates  were  swept  far  beyond  the  sounds  of  his 
voice  before  half  these  words  were  uttered.  All  command  of 
the  boat  was  rendered  impossible,  by  the  numbers  it  contained, 
as  well  as  the  raging  of  the  surf;  and,  as  it  rose  on  the  white 
crest  of  a  wave,  Tom  saw  his  beloved  little  craft  for  the  last 
time ;  it  fell  into  a  trough  of  the  sea,  and  in  a  few  moments 
more  its  fragments  were  ground  into  splinters  on  the  adjacent 
rocks.  The  cockswain  still  remained  where  he  had  cast  off  the 
rope,  and  beheld  the  numerous  heads  and  arms  that  appeared 
rising,  at  short  intervals,  on  the  waves ;  some  making  powerful 
and  well-directed  efforts  to  gain  the  sands,  that  were  becoming 
visible  as  the  tide  fell,  and  others  wildly  tossed  in  the  frantic 
movements  of  helpless  despair.  The  honest  old  seaman  gave 
a  cry  of  joy,  as  he  saw  Barnstable  issue  from  the  surf,  bearing 
the  form  of  Merry  in  safety  to  the  sands,  where,  one  by  one, 
several  seamen  soon  appeared  also,  dripping  and  exhausted. 
Many  others  of  the  crew  were  carried,  in  a  similar  manner,  to 
places  of  safety ;  though,  as  Tom  returned  to  his  seat  on  the 
bowsprit,  he  could  not  conceal  from  his  reluctant  eyes  the  life- 
less forms  that  were,  in  other  spots,  driven  against  the  rocks, 
with  a  fury  that  soon  left  them  but  few  of  the  outward  vestiges 
of  humanity. 

IMUon  and  the  cockswain  were  now  the  sole  occupants  of  their 
dreadful  station.  The  former  stood,  in  a  kind  of  stupid  despair, 
a  witness  of  the  scene  we  have  related;  but,  as  his  curdled  blood 
began  again  to  flow  more  warmly  through  his  heart,  he  crept 
close  to  the  side  of  Tom,  with  that  sort  of  selfish  feeling  that 
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makes  even  hopeless  misery  more  tolerable,  when  endured  in 
participation  with  another. 

**  When  the  tide  falls,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  betrayed  the 
agony  of  fear,  though  his  words  expressed  the  renewal  of  hope, 
**  we  shall  be  able  to  walk  to  land." 

"There  was  One,  and  only  One,  to  whose  feet  the  waters 
were  the  same  as  a  dry  deck,"  returned  the  cockswain ;  "and 
none  but  such  as  have  his  power  will  ever  be  able  to  walk  from 
these  rocks  to  the  sands."  The  old  seaman  paused,  and,  turning 
his  eyes,  which  exhibited  a  mingled  expression  of  disgust  and 
compassion,  on  his  companion,  he  added,  with  reverence  :  ''  Hsd 
you  thought  more  of  him  in  fair  weather,  your  case  would  be 
less  to  be  pitied  in  this  tempest  I" 

"Do  you  still  think  there  is  much  danger  ?"  asked  Dillon. 

"  To  them  that  have  reason  to  fear  death.  Listen  I  do  yoa 
hear  that  hollow  noise  beneath  ye  ?" 

•**Tis  the  wind,  driving  by  the  vessel." 

''^'Tis  the  poor  thing  herself,"  said  the  affected  cockswain, 
"giving  her  last  groans.  The  water  is  breaking  up  her  decks, 
and,  in  a  few  minutes  more,  the  handsomest  model  that*  ever 
cut  a  wave  will  be  like  the  chips  that  fell  from  her  Umbers  in 
framing  1" 

"  Why,  then,  did  you  remain  here  ?"  cried  Dillon,  wildly. 

"To  die  in  my  coffin,  if  it  should  be  the  will  of  Ood,"  re- 
turned Tom  ;  "these  waves  to  me  are  what  the  land  is  to  yen; 
I  was  bom  on  them,  and  I  have  always  meant  that  they  should 
be  my  grave." 

"But  I— I,"  shrieked  Dillon,  '*1  am  not  ready  to  die  I— I 
cannot  die  I — I  will  not  die  1" 

"Poor  wretch!"  muttered  his  companion;  "you  must  go, 
like  the  rest  of  us ;  when  the  death-watch  is  called,  none  can 
skulk  from  the  muster." 

"I  can  swim,"  Dillon  continued,  mshing,  with  frantic  eager- 
ness, to  the  side  of  the  wreck.  "Is  there  no  billet  of  wood, 
no  rope,  that  I  can  take  with  me  ?" 

"  None ;  everything  has  been  cut  away,  or  carried  off  by  the 
sea.  If  ye  are  about  to  strive  for  your  life,  take  with  ye  a  stoat 
heart  and  a  clean  conscience,  and  trust  the  rest  to  God  1" 

"God!"  echoed  Dillon,  in  the  madness  of  his  frenzy;  "I 
know  no  God  I  there  is  no  God  that  knows  me  I" 

"Peace  I"  said  the  deep  tones  of  the  cockswain,  in  a  voice 
that  seemed  to  speak  in  the  elements ;  "blasphemer,  peace  I" 

The  heavy  groaning,  produced  by  the  water,  in  the  timbers 
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of  the  Ariel,  at  that  moment,  added  its  impnlse  to  the  raging 
feelings  of  DiUon,  and  he  cast  himself  headlong  into  the  sea. 

The  water,  thrown  by  the  rolling  of  the  snrf  on  the  beach, 
was  necessarily  returned  to  the  ocean,  in  eddies,  in  differeot 
places,  favorable  to  snch  an  action  of  the  element.  Into  the 
edge  of  one  of  these  connter-cnrrents,  that  was  produced  by 
the  very  rocks  on  which  the  schooner  lay,  and  which  the  water- 
men call  the  "nnder-tow,"  Dillon  had,  unknowingly,  thrown 
bis  person ;  and  when  the  waves  had  driven  him  a  short  distance 
from  the  wreck,  he  was  met  by  a  stream  that  his  most  desperate 
^orts  could  not  overcome.  He  was  a  light  and  powerful 
swimmer,  and  the  struggle  was  hard  and  protracted.  With 
the  shore  immediately  before  his  eyes,  and  at  no  great  distance, 
he  was  led,  as  by  a  false  phantom,  to  continue  his  efforts, 
although  they  did  not  advance  him  a  foot.  The  old  seaman, 
who,  at  first,  had  watched  his  motions  with  careless  indiffer- 
ence, understood  the  danger  of  his  situation  at  a  glance ;  and, 
forgetful  of  his  own  fate,  he  shouted  aloud,  in  a  voice  that  was 
driven  over  the  struggling  victim,  to  the  ears  of  his  shipmates 
on  the  sands — 

*'  Sheer  to  port,  and  clear  the  under-tow  I  sheer  to  the  south- 
ward!" 

Dillon  heard  the  sounds,  but  his  faculties  were  too  much 
obscured  by  terror  to  distinguish  their  object ;  he,  however, 
blindly  yielded  to  the  call,  and  gradually  changed  his  direction, 
nntil  his  face  was  once  more  turned  towards  the  vessel.  The 
current  swept  him  diagonally  by  the  rocks,  and  he  was  forced 
into  an  eddy,  where  he  had  nothing  to  contend  against  but  the 
waves,  whose  violence  was  much  broken  by  the  wreck.  In  this 
state  be  continued  still  to  struggle,  but  with  a  force  that  was 
too  much  weakened  to  overcome  the  resistance  he  met.  Tom 
looked  around  him  for  a  rope,  but  not  one  presented  itself  to 
his  bands ;  all  had  gone  over  with  the  spars,  or  been  swept 
away  by  the  waves.  At  this  moment  of  disappointment,  his 
eyes  met  those  of  the  desperate  Dillon.  Calm,  and  inured  to 
horrors,  as  was  the  veteran  seaman,  he  involuntarily  passed  his 
band  before  his  brow,  as  if  to  exclude  the  look  of  despair  he 
encountered ;  and  when,  a  moment  afterwards,  he  removed  the 
rigid  member,  he  beheld  the  sinking  form  of  the  victim,  as  it 
gradually  settled  in  the  ocean,  still  struggling,  with  regular  but 
impotent  strokes  of  the  arms  and  feet,  to  gain  the  wreck,  and 
to  preserve  an  existence  that  had  been  so  much  abused  in  its 
hour  of  allotted  probation. 

"  He  will  soon  know  his  God,  and  learn  that  his  God  knows 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


836  WiixiAM  WA&B.  [1797— 185S. 

him  P'  mnrmBred  the  cockRwain  to  himself.  As  he  jet  spoke, 
the  wreck  of  the  Ariel  yielded  to  aQ  overwhelmiog  sea,  and, 
after  a  aniversal  shadder,  her  timbers  and  planks  gave  way, 
and  were  swept  towards  the  cliffs,  bearing  the  body  of  tlie 
simple-hearted  cockswain  among  the  rains. 


WILLIAM  WARE,  1797— 1862. 

William  Ware,  the  son  of  Rev.  Henry  Ware,  D.D.,  the  HoUis  Pro- 
fessor of  Divinity  in  Harvard  University,  was  born  in  Hingham,  Mas- 
saohosetts,  on  the  3d  of  Angost,  1797,  and  graduated  at  Cambridge, 
in  1816.  When  he  had  finished  his  theological  studies  there,  and  had 
preached  a  short  time  at  Northboro',  Massachusetts,  and  BrooUjn, 
Connecticut,  he  was  settled  over  the  Unitarian  congregation  in  Chaaa- 
bers  Street,  New  York,  in  December,  1821,  where  he  remained  about 
sixteen  years.  Near  the  close  of*  this  period,  he  commeneed,  in  the 
**  Knickerbocker  Magazine,''  the  publication  of  those  brilliaat  papen 
which,  in  1836,  were  published  under  the  title  of  ^  Zenobia,  or  the 
Fall  of  Palmyra,  an  Historical  Romance,"  which  gave  him  at  ooee 
very  high  rank  as  a  classical  scholar  and  a  classic  author.  In  1S3S, 
he  published  another  volume  of  a  similar  character,  entitled  "  Probus, 
er  Rome  in  the  Third  Century,"  a  sort  of  sequel  to  "  Zenobia,"  and  now 
known  under  the  title  of  "  Aurellan."  In  1841,  he  published  »*  Jolien, 
or  Scenes  in  Judea,"  in  which  he  has  described  the  most  striking  in- 
cidents in  our  Saviour's  life — the  work  closing  with  an  account  of  the 
crucifixion. 

While  these  works  were  in  the  course  of  publication,  he  became  the 
editor  of  the  **  Christian  Bzaminer,"  having  removed  to  Cambridge, 
Massachusetts.  But,  in  consequence  of  ill  health,  he  was  obliged  to 
give  up  all  literary  occupation,  and  he  sailed  for  Europe  in  1848.  On 
his  return,  he  gave  a  series  of  lectures  in  Boston,  New  York,  and  other 
places,  upon  the  scenes  he  had  visited,  and,  in  1851,  pubUahisl 
*'  Sketches  of  European  Capitals."  But  his  health  had  long  been  gra- 
duallj  failing,  and  he  died  on  the  19th  of  February,  1852. 


PALMYRA  IN  ITS  GLORT. 

I  was  Still  buried  iQ  reflection,  when  I  was  aroused  by  the 
shout  of  those  who  led  the  caravan,  and  who  had  attained  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1 797-1852.]  WILLIAM  WABB.  S8? 

sommit  of  a  little  rising  gi^onnd,  Baying,  ''Palmyra I  Palmyra  I'' 
I  orged  forward  my  steed,  and  in  a  moment  the  most  wonderful 
prospect  I  ever  beheld — no,  I  cannot  except  even  Rome — bnrst 
upon  my  sight  Flanked  by  hills  of  considerable  elevation  on 
the  east,  the  city  filled  the  whole  plain  below  as  far  as  the  eye 
coald  reach,  both  toward  the  north  and  toward  the  south. 
This  immense  plain  was  all  one  vast  and  bonndless  city.  It 
seemed  to  me  to  be  larger  than  Rome.  Yet  I  knew  very  well  that 
it  conld  not  be — that  it  was  not.  And  it  was  some  time  before 
I  anderstood  the  tme  character  of  the  scene  before  me,  so  as  to 
separate  the  city  from  the  country,  and  the  country  from  the 
city,  which  here  wonderfully  interpenetrated  each  other,  and  so 
confoand  and  deceive  the  observer.  For  the  city  proper  is  so 
studded  with  groups  of  lofty  palm-trees,  shooting'  up  among 
its  temples  and  palaces,  and,  on  the  other  hand,  the  plain  in  its 
immediate  vicinity  is  so  thickly  adorned  with  magnificent  struc- 
tures of  the  purest  marble,  that  it  is  not  easy,  nay,  it  is  im- 
possible, at  the  distance  at  which  I  contemplated  the  whole,  to 
distinguish  the  line  which  divided  the  one  from  the  other.  It 
was  all  city  and  all  country,  all  country  and  all  city.  Those 
which  lay  before  me  I  was  ready  to  believe  were  the  Elysian 
Fields.  I  imagined  that  I  saw  under  my  feet  the  dwellings  of 
purified  men  and  of  gods.  Certainly  they  were  too  glorious 
for  the  mere  earth-bom.  There  was  a  central  point,  however, 
which  chiefly  fixed  my  attention,  where  the  vast  Temple  of  the 
Sun  stretched  upwards  its  thousand  columns  of  polished  marble 
to  the  heavens,  in  its  matchless  beauty,  casting  into  the  shade 
every  other  work  of  art  of  which  the  world  can  boast.  I  have 
stood  before  the  Parthenon,  and  have  almost  worshipped  that 
divine  achievement  of  the  immortal  Phidias.  But  it  is  a  toy 
by  the  side  of  this  bright  crown  of  the  Eastern  capital.  I  have 
been  at  Milan,  at  Ephesus,  at  Alexandria,  at  Antioch ;  but  in 
neither  of  those  renowned  cities  have  I  beheld  anything  that  I 
can  allow  to  approach  in  united  extent,  grandeur,  and  most 
consummate  beauty,  this  almost  more  than  work  of  man.  On 
eat;h  side  of  this,  th^  central  point,  there  rose  upwards  slender 
pyramids — pointed  obelisks — domes  of  the  most  graceful  pro- 
portions, columns,  arches,  and  lofty  towers,  for  number  and  for 
form,  beyond  my  power  to  describe.  These  buildings,  as  well 
as  the  walls  of  the  city,  being  all  either  of  white  marble,  or  of 
some  stone  as  white,  and  being  everywhere  in  their  whole  extent 
interspersed,  as  I  have  already  said,  with  multitudes  of  over- 
shadowing palm-trees,  perfectly  filled  and  satisfied  my  sense  of 
29 
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beaaty,  and  made  me  feel  for  the'  moment  as  if  in  snch  a  sceM 
I  shoald  love  to  dwell,  and  there  end  my  days. 


PALMYRA  AfTSa  ITS  QAPTUBK  AND  DBSiaUOTION. 

On  the  third  day  ofter  the  capture  of  the  city  and  the  massacre 
of  the  inhabitants,  the  army  of  the  ''conqueror  and  destroyer^ 
withdrew  from  the  scene  of  its  glory,  and  again  disappeared 
beyond  the  desert.  I  songht  not  the  presence  of  Aoreliaa 
while  before  the  city,  for  I  cared  not  to  meet  him  drenched  in 
the  blood  of  women  and  children.  But  as  soon  as  he  and  his 
legions  were  departed,  we  turned  towards  the  city,  as  children 
to  Tisit  the'  dead  body  of  a  parent. 

No  language  which  I  can  use,  ray  Curtius,  can  give  yon  any 
just  conception  of  the  horrors  which  met  our  view  on  the  way 
to  the  walls  and  in  the  city  itself.  For  more  than  a  mile  before 
we  reached  the  gates,  the  roads,  and  the  fields  on  either  hand, 
were  strewed  with  the  bodies  of  those  who,  in  their  attempts 
to  escape,  had  been  overtaken  by  the  enemy  and  slain.  Many 
a  group  of  bodies  did  we  notice,  evidently  those  of  a  family, 
the  parents  and  the  children,  who,  hoping  to  reach  in  company 
some  place  of  security,  had  all — and  without  resistance,  appa- 
rently— ^fallen  a  sacrifice  to  the  relentless  fury  of  their  pursues. 
Immediately  in  the  vicinity  of  the  walls,  and  under  them,  the 
earth  was  concealed  from  the  eye  by  the  multitudes  of  the  slain, 
and  all  objects  were  stained  with  the  one  hue  of  blood.  Upoa 
passing  the  gates,  and  entering  within  those  walls  which  I  had 
been  accustomed  to  regard  as  embracing  in  their  wide  and 
graceful  sweep  the  most  beautiful  city  of  the  world,  my  eye 
met  nought  but  black  and  smoking  ruins,  fallen  hoases  and 
temples,  the  streets  choked  with  piles  of  still  blazing  timbers 
and  the  half-burned  bodies  of  the  dead.  As  I  penetrated 
farther  into  the  heart  of  the  city,  and  to  its  better-built  and 
more  spacious  quarters,  I  found  the  destruction  to  be  less — 
that  the  principal  streets  were  standing,  and  m^ny  of  the  more 
distinguished  structures.  But  everywhere — in  the  streets — 
upon  the  porticos  of  private  and  public  dwellings — upon  the 
steps  and  within  the  very  walls  of  the  temples  of  every  faith — 
in  all  places,  the  most  sacred  as  well  as  the  most  common,  lay 
the  mangled  carcasses  of  the  wretched  inhabitants.  None, 
apparently,  had  been  spared.  The  aged  were  there,  with  their 
bald  or  silvered  heads — little  children  and  infants — women, 
the  young,  the  beautiful,  the  good — all  were  there  slanghtered 
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io  erery  fmaf^inable  way,  and  presenting  to  the  eye  spectacles 
of  horror  and  of  grief  enough  to  break  the  heart  and  craze  the 
brain.  For  one  coold  not  but  go  back  to  the  day  and  the  hour 
when  they  died,  and  suffer  with  these  innocent  thousands  a  part 
of  what  tbcy  suffered,  when,  the  gates  of  the  city  giving  way, 
the  infuriated  soldiery  poured  in,  and  with  death  written  in 
their  faces  and  clamoring  on  their  tongues,  their  quiet  houses 
were  invaded,  and,  resisting  or  unresisting,  they  all  fell  together, 
beneath  the  murderous  knives  of  the  savage  foe.  What  shrieks 
then  rent  and  filled  the  air — what  prayers  of  agony  went  up  to 
the  gods  for  life  to  those  whose  ears  on  mercy's  side  were 
adders' — what  piercing  supplications  that  life  might  be  taken 
and  honor  spared.  The  apartments  of  the  rich  and  the  noble 
presented  the  most  harrowing  spectacles,  where  the  inmates, 
delicately  nurtured  and  knowing  of  danger,  evil,  and  wrong 
only  by  name  and  report,  had  first  endured  all  that  nature  most 
abhors,  and  then  there,  where  their  souls  had  died,  were  slain 
by  their  brutal  violators  with  every  circumstance  of  most 
demoniac  cruelty.  Happy  for  those  who,  like  Gracchus,  fore- 
saw the  tempest  and  fled.  These  calamities  have  fallen  chiefly 
upon  the  adherents  of  Antiochus;  but  among  them,  alasl  were 
some  of  the  noblest  and  most  honored  families  of  the  capital. 
Their  bodies  now  lie  blackened  and  bloated  upon  their  door- 
stones — ^their  own  halls  have  become  their  tombs.  ♦  ♦  ♦ 
0,  miserable  condition  of  humanity !  Why  is  it  that  to  man 
have  been  given  passions  which  he  cannot  tame,  and  which 
sink  him  below  the  brute !  Why  is  it  that  a  few  ambitious  are 
permitted  by  the  Great  Ruler,  in  the  selfish  pursuit  of  their 
own  aggraodisement,  to  scatter  in  ruin,  desolation,  and  death, 
whole  kingdoms — making  misery  and  destruction  the  steps  by 
which  they  mount  up  to  their  seats  of  pride  I  O,  gentle  doctrine 
of  Christ!— doctrine  of  love  and  of  peace,  when  shall  it  be 
that  I  and  all  mankind  shall  know  thy  truth,  and  the  world 
smile  with  a  new  happiness  under  thy  life-giving  reign  I 


DANIEL  WEBSTER,  1782-1852. 

TaiB  most  diatingoished  of  all  American  statesmen  and  orators,  the 
son  of  Ebeneser  and  Abigail  Webster,  was  bom  in  Salisbnrj,  N.  H., 
on  the  18th  of  January,  1782.    It  was  early  remarked  that  he  had 
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onoommon  endowments  for  his  age,  and  in  his  fourteenth  jear  he  was 
placed  in  Phillips'  Exeter  Aoademj,  then  nnder  the  care  of  Dr.  Benja- 
min Abbott,  to  prepare  for  college.  He  stayed  there  but  a  few  months, 
as  the  means  of  his  father  were  very  limited,  and  then  was  pUoed  with 
ReT.  Samnel  Wood,  of  Boscawen,  which  is  next  to  his  natire  town. 
He  entered  Dartmouth  College  in  1797 ;  and  when  he  graduated  in 
1801,  a  high  futnre  was  predicted  for  him  bj  the  more  sagacioos  of  his 
classmates.  He  immediately  entered  upon  his  legal  studies,  in  his 
native  place,  in  the  office  of  Mr.  Thompson,  and  completed  them  in 
the  office  of  Qovemor  Qore,  of  Boston.  In  180S,  he  began  practice  in 
the  Tillage  of  Boscawen,  whence  he  remored  to  Portsmouth,  N.  H.,  in 
September,  1807.  Here  he  resided  nine  years,  ei^oying  the  friendship 
and  profiting  by  the  rivalry  of  such  men  as  Samuel  Dexter,  Joseph 
Story,  Jeremiah  Smith,  and  Jeremiah  Mason. 

It,  was  in  the  extra  session  of  the  Thirteenth  Congress,  that  met  in 
May,  1813,  that  Mr.  Webster  commenced  his  political  career,  having 
been  chosen,  in  the  previous  November,  a  Representative  from  New 
Hampshire.  He  was  placed  on  the  Committee  of  Foreign  AlEuzs,  am 
evidence  of  the  high  estimation  in  which  he  was  held,  as  our  countiy 
was  then  at  war  with  Great  Britain.  He  delivered  his  maiden  speech 
on  the  10th  of  June,  1813,  and  almost  immediately  assumed  a  front 
rank  amongst  debaters.  His  speeches,  chiefly  on  topics  connected 
with  the  war,  were  even  then  characterized  by  masterly  vigor,  and  by 
an  uncommon  acquaintance  with  constitutional  learning,  and  the  his- 
tory and  traditions  of  the  government. 

Having  now  found  the  arena  of  Portsmouth  too  limited,  Mr.  Web> 
ster  removed  to  Boston,  in  August,  1816,  and  took  the  place  which 
belonged  to  his  commanding  talent  and  legal  eminence.  In  1818,  be 
made  his  brilliant  and  logical  speech  in  the  celebrated  Dartmouth  Col- 
lege case,  which  placed  him  among  the  very  first  Jurists  of  the  coun- 
try.' In  1820,  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Convention  for  revising 
the  Constitution  of  Massachusetts.  In  December  of  the  same  year, 
he  delivered  his  eloquent  "  Discourse''  in  commemoration  of  the  Land- 
ing of  the  Pilgrims.  Two  years  afterwards,  he  was  re-elected  to  Con- 
gress from  Boston ;  and  but  little  more  than  a  month  after  he  took  his 
seat,  on  the  19th  of  January,  1823,  he  made  his  celebrated  speech  on 
the  Greek  Revolution,  which  established  his  reputation  as  one  of  the 
first  statesmen  of  his  age.  In  this,  as  in  bis  Plymouth  oration,  he 
showed  his  warm  sympathies  on  the  side  of  freedom*    In  1825,  he 

'  So  touching  wu  the  peroration  of  thii  speech,  that  it  wmt  said  to  draw 
tears  from  the  eyes  of  a  court  little  aooustomed  to  allow  human  ijmpaihiet 
to  affeot  the  sternness  and  severity  of  the  law. 
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deUrered  an  oration  on  the  laying  of  the  comer-stone  of  Banker  Hill 
MoDnment,  and  the  next  jear  a  Enlogy  npon  Adams  and  Jefferson, 
both  of  which  are  among  his  very  happiest  efforts. 

In  1828,  Mr.  Webster  took  his  seat  in  the  Senate  of  the  United 
States,  in  whioh  he  remained  twelve  years.  During  this  time,  the 
most  important  questions  were  discussed,  and  measures  of  the  highest 
moment  were  brought  forward,  in  the  discussion  of  whioh  he  always 
took  a  leading  part.  In  1830,  he  made  what  is  justly  considered  the 
greatest  of  his  parliamentary  efforts,  his  reply  to  Col.  Hayne,  of  South 
Carolina.  This  gentleman,  in  a  speech  on  a  resolution  moved  by  Mr. 
Foote,  of  Connecticut,  relative  to  the  survey  of  the  public  lands,  had 
iodalged  in  some  personalities  against  Mr.  Webster,  had  commented 
with  severity  on  the  political  course  of  the  New  England  States,  and 
had  laid  down,  in  an  authoritative  manner,  his  views  of  the  doctrine 
of  *^nallifloation."  Mr.  Webster  felt  it  his  duty  to  defend  himself,  to 
Tindieate  New  England,  and  to  point  out  the  fallacies  of  '*  nullifica- 
tion." This  he  did  in  a  speech,  which,  for  beauty,  perspicuity,  and 
strength  of  style,  historical  research,  logic,  sarcasm,  pure  patriotism, 
and  lofty  eloquence  combined,  has  not,  on  the  whole,  its  equal  in  the 
English  language. 

In  1839,  Mr.  Webster  visited  Europe.  His  time  was  principally 
spent  in  England,  though  he  gave  a  few  weeks  to  the  Continent.  His 
Dune  had,  of  course,  preceded  him,  and  he  was  everywhere  received 
with  the  attention  due  to  his  character,  talents,  and  eloquence.  On 
the  accession  of  General  Harrison  to  the  Presidency,  in  1841,  he  was 
appointed  Secretary  of  State.  While  in  this  office,  he  was  the  means 
of  settling  the  Northeastern  boundary  question  with  Great  Britain, 
whioh,  on  the  whole,  met  the  approbation  of  the  public'  About  this 
time  his  fame  as  a  public  man  received  its  first  stain  in  his  "  Creole 
Letter''  of  instructions  to  Mr.  Everett,  then  our  minister  to  England, 
demanding  of  them  some  slaves  which  had  escaped  to  her  shores.*    It 

'  I  most  say,  though  it  may  be  deemed  presumptaous,  that  in  my  humble 
Judgmeut  he  here  made  a  great  mistake,  and  gave  to  England  what,  accord- 
ing U>  the  terms  of  an  early  treaty  with  her,  she  had  no  right  to— a  large 
•liee  of  the  State  of  Maine  (about  five  thousand  square  miles),  which  never, 
I  believe,  would  have  been  given,  had  the  disputed  territory  lain  on  our 
Southern  confines. 

•  The  brig  "Creole"  sailed  from  Richmond  in  October,  1841,  with  one 
hundred  and  thirty-five  slaves,  bound  for  New  Orleans.  When  a  few  days 
from  port,  the  slaves  rose,  murdered  a  passenger  who  claimed  the  ownership 
of  most  of  them,  took  possession  of  the  vessel,  and  steered  her  for  the  port 
of  Hassan,  in  the  British  island  of  New  Providence.  It  is  deeply  to  be  re- 
gretted for  Mr.  Webster's  fame  that  he  should  have  penned  such  a  letter  to 
oor  minister  as  he  did,  demanding  of  England  a  surrender  of  these  slaves — 
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need  hardly  be  said  that  the  demand  was  never  complied  with.  Mr. 
Harrison's  cabinet  was  broken  up  in  1842 ;  bat  Mr.  Webster  Femained 
In  office  till  the  spring  of  1843,  during  which  time,  steps  were  taken 
which  led  to  the  recognition  of  the  independence  of  the  Sandwich 
Islands  by  the  principal  maritime  powers.  With  the  commencement  of 
Bir.  Polk*s  administration,  in  1845,  Mr.  Webster  returned  to  the  Senate 
of  the  United  States,  in  which  he  continued  through  1850.  In  1846, 
he  opposed  our  infamous  Mexican  war ;  but,  with  an  inconsistenoj  un* 
worthy  of  his  great  powers,  voted  for  supplies  to  carry  it  on. 

On  the  7th  of  March,  1850,  he  made  his  celebrated  speech  on  the 
M  Compromise  Measures,"  including  the  world-wide  infamous  Fugitire 
Slave  Bill.  When  the  news  first  came  that  Mr.  Webster  had  gives 
hit  support  to  that  bill,  the  people  of  the  North  could  hardly  believe 
it.  But  when  the  news  was  confirmed,  the  scorn,  the  mortification, 
the  indignation  that  were  felt,  can  only  be  realised  by  those  who  were 
oonversant  at  the  time  with  public  affairs  J  The  speech  itself,  in  point 
of  style  and  argument,  is  altogether  the  weakest  of  all  his  efibrtt. 
How  could  it  be  otherwise?  How  could  Daniel  Webster,  with  his 
great  heart,  true  humanity,  and  giant  intellect,  be  eloquent  in  sup- 
porting such  a  measure  ?  But  this  was  not  the  worst,  even ;  he  went 
about  from  place  to  place,  to  Bufilalo,  Syracuse,  Albany,*  Ac,  endeavor- 
ing to  show  the  people  the  rightfulness,  and  the  constitutionality  of 
the  Fugitive  Slave  Bill.  Alas !  That  such  a  mind  should  have  labored 
in  such  a  workP 

a  letter  lo  weak  in  argument,  and  so  unfeeling  in  sentiment.  SuppoM  a 
number  of  Englishmen,  slaves  in  Algiers,  should  find  such  means  to  eeeapt 
as  did  the  slaves  of  the  *'  Creole,"  what  would  our  government  say  to  a  de- 
mand from  Algiers  for  their  surrender? 

■  It  was  when  he  had  delivered  this  speech  that  Whittier  wrote  his  poem 
entitled  "  Ichabod,"#  which,  for  deep  feeling,  regretful  tenderness,  and  sub- 
lime pathos,  has  hardly  its  superior  in  the  Englii^  language. 

*  *'He  wanted  U>  be  President.  That  was  all  of  it.  This  time  he  must 
storm  the  North,  and  conciliate  the  South.  This  was  his  bid  for  the  Pred- 
denoy — fifty  thousand  square  miles  of  terriionr  and  ten  millions  of  dollars  te 
Texas  ;  four  new  slave  States ;  slavery  in  Utah  and  New  Mexico ;  the  Fugi- 
tive Slave  Bill ;  and  two  hundred  millions  of  dollars  offered  to  Virginia  to 
carry  free  men  of  color  to  Africa."— Pariw'*  Discourse, 

*  <*  Think  of  him  !— the  Daniel  Webster  of  Plymouth  Rock  advocating  the 
Compromise  Measures  !  the  Daniel  Webster  of  Faneuil  Hall,  who  qy^e  with 
the  inspiration  of  Samuel  Adams  and  the  tongue  of  James  Otis,  honing  the 
holy  dead  with  his  praise  I — think  of  him  at  Buffalo,  Albany,  Syracuse, 
threatening  with  the  gallows  such  as  clothed  the  naked,  fed  the  hungry, 
visited  the  prboner,  and  gave  a  cup  of  cold  water  to  him  that  was  ready  to 
perish  V'^Parhr's  Discourse, 

*  See  the  piece  U  the  extracts  fh>m  WhitUer. 
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In  June,  1852,  the  Whig  €k>iiTention  met  at  B&Himore  to  nomiiuite 
&  candidate  for  the  preaidencj.  That  he  was  immeasurablj  snperior 
to  anj  of  the  names  before  the  Ck>nyentioD,  in  every  great  quality 
requisite  for  a  president,  no  one  ever  doubted.  Bat  of  the  two  hun- 
dred and  ninety-three  votes,  he  got  bat  thirty-three,«and  that  only  once. 
Fifty-three  times  did  the  Convention  ballot ;  but  the  Soath,  for  whom 
he  had  made  such  sacrifices,  never  gave  him  a  single  vote,  and  General 
Scott  proved  the  "available"  man  J  On  Mr.  Webster's  return  to  Bos- 
ton, on  July  9th,  from  Washington,  the  citizens  gave  him  a  grand 
public  reception.  It  was  kind  in  them  thus  to  administer  a  balm  to 
his  wounded  spirit,  and  to  ease  his  fall.  He  then  returned  to  his  (krm 
at  Harshfield,  where  he  died  Sunday,  October  6th,  1852.  The  news  of 
his  death  excited  profound  sorrow  throughout  the  country,  and  on  no 
similar  occasion  has  there  been  so  complete  and  universal  an  outpour- 
ing of  grief.  Demonstrations  of  mourning  appeared  in  all  quarters  of 
the  country,  evincing  how  complete  a  hold  he  had  upon  the  affections 
of  his  countrymen,  who  were  willing,  for  a  time  at  least,  to  forget 
his  errors  and  lapses,  in  the  recollection  of  his  transcendent  abilities, 
exerted  so  many  years  for  good.' 


*  No  one  now  doubts  that,  had  Mr.  Webster,  with  his  great  heart  and  giant 
intellect,  exerted  his  talents  and  eloquence  to  defeat,  as  he  did  to  carry 
through,  the  "Compromise  Bill,'*  he  would  hare  succeeded;  would  thus 
have  reversed  the  whole  current  of  public  affairs ;  would  have  carried  with 
him  the  sound  judgment  and  enthusiastic  feeling  of  the  whole  North ; 
and  thus  would  have  been  borne  onward,  on  the  mighty  wave  of  popular 
sentiment,  into  the  Presidential  chair.  What  an  opportunity  for  g<K>d  for- 
ever lost !  Let.his  fate  be  a  warning  to  all  aspirants  for  political  distinction, 
and  impress  upon  them  the  truth  that  it  is  better  to  be  right  out  of  office, 
even,  than  wrong  in  it. 

*  The  following  is  a  list  of  the  Eulogies  pronounced  on  Daniel  Webster  : — 


^^ 


Adams,  N., 
AUen,  W.  H., 
Bartol,  C.  A., 
Boardman,  H.  A., 
BnUer,  CM., 
Choules,  Dr., 
deaveland,  E.  L., 
Davis,  Thos.  T., 
Drake,  Chas.  D., 
].  £ast«M»,  Bishop, 
^*  Eells,  W.  W., 
Haven,  Joseph, 
Heyward,  J.  H., 
Hitchcock,  R.  D., 
Ketehum.  Hiram, 
King,T.S., 
Kirk,  B.  N., 


WHKBI  DBLIVSmSD. 

Boston. 
Philadelphia. 
Boston. 
Philadelphia. 
Washington. 
Newport,  R.  I. 
New  Haven. 
Syracuse,  N.  Y. 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 
Boston. 
Newburyport. 
Amherst,  Mass. 
Louisville,  Ky. 
Brunswick,  Me. 
New  Haven. 
Boston. 
Boston. 


Lawrence,  £.  A., 
Lothrop,  S.  K., 
Lunt,  W.  P., 
Maaon,  Charles, 
Mayo,  A.  D., 
McCoy,  A., 
Parker,  Theo., 
Perley,  Ira, 
Pope,  Leroy,  jr., 
Richards,  Geo., 
Rogers,  E.  P., 
Samson,  G.  W., 
Sanborn,  E.  D., 
Sanborn,  R.  S., 
Skinner,  Otis  A., 
Stearns,  J.  F., 
Stearns,  W.  A., 


WHBaB  DBUvsaan. 
Marblehead,  Maa. 
Boston. 
Quincy,  Mass. 
Boston. 

Gloucester,  Mafs. 
Ballston  Spa. 
Boston. 
Concord. 
Memphis,  Tenn. 
Boston. 
Augusta,  Ga. 
Jamaica  Plains. 
Andover,  Mass. 
Northfield,  Vt. 
Boston. 
Newark,  N.  J. 
Cambridge. 
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Of  the  oharaoter  of  Mr.  Webster  m  b  Jurist,  a  statesman,  a  scholar, 
an  orator,  there  can  be  but  one  opinion  with  all  candid  minds — that  he 
was  head  and  shoulders  above  all  his  contemporaries — "  Facile  primvt 
inter  pares.**  As  a  Jurist,  if  exceeded  by  some  in  depth  of  professional 
reading,  he  was  still  master  of  all  the  learning  required  for  the  dis- 
cussion of  eveiT'  question,  however  abstruse,  while,  for  a  memorj  that 
grasped  every  detail,  for  a  clearness  that  could  almost  make  opaque 
subjects  transparent,  for  a  skill  that  nothing  could  elude,  for  a  com- 
pactness of  statement  that  made  his  statements  arguments,  ibr  rare 
condensation  and  surpassing  logic,  he  must  always  rank  as  the  first 
of  his  age.  ' 

As  a  statesman,  none  have  surpassed,  and  few  have  equalled  him. 
He  could  study  and  Judge  subjects  in  all  their  relations  and  details, 
and  with  a  large  and  liberal  comprehensiveness,  with  a  wide  range  of 
political  knowledge,  and  sound  views  of  constitutional  interpretation, 
and  had  he  always  followed  the  instincts  of  his  own  heart,  and  the 
promptings  of  his  own  enlightened  conscience,  and  not  looked  at  what 
he  thought  would  be  most  conducive  to  his  interests  in  hit  presiden- 
tial aspirings,  he  would  have  left  a  fame  surpassed  by  no  man  liviig 
or  dead. 

As  an  orator,  Mr.  Webster  had  none  of  the  graces  of  the  finished 
rhetorician,  but  he  had  what  is  infinitely  better — a  vigor,  precision,  and 
perspicuity  of  style,  and  a  ric)i  imagination,  united  to  a  manliness  of 
person  and  grandeur  of  mien,  that  perfectly  riveted  the  attention  of 
his  audience,  and  produced  an  overwhelming  eifect  on  a  given  ques- 
tion within  the  walls  of  a  deliberative  assembly — an  eikd  which  no 
other  man,  on  either  side  of  the  Atlantic,  could  produce.  Witness 
his  Discourse  at  Plymouth,  his  address  at  Bunker  Hill,  his  remarka- 
ble speech  at  Salem  on  the  trial  of  Knapp  for  murder,  his  Eulogy  on 
Adams  and  Jefferson,  and  his  reply  to  Hayne. 

As  a  writer,  Mr  Webster's  style  unites,  in  a  remarkable  degree,  the 
four  highest  qualities — perspicuity,  beauty,  precision,  and  strength. 
Witness  most  of  his  speeches  and  addresses,  and  his  several  state 
papers,  especially  his  letter  to  the  Austrian  minister,  Hnlseman.  It 
is  to  this  letter  that  Kossuth  has  applied  the  epithet  **  imnK>rtal." 


AUTHOS.  WHKRB  DELI7KRBD. 

Stone«  A.  L.,  Boston. 

Tafi,  A.,  Cincinnati. 

Teffl,  B.  F.,  Lima.  N.  Y. 
yanRen8eIlaer,C.,Bttriington,  N.  J. 

Walker,  T.,  Cincinnati. 

Whipple,  John,  Proridenoe. 


AUTHOa.  WHKEB  DBI.ITKEBD. 

Weifg,  John,  New  Bedford. 

Wiley,  Charles,  Utioa,  N.  Y. 

Woods,  Leonard,  Portland. 

Woods,  H.  W.,  Newton  L.  Falls. 
Webster  Memorial,  pablished  by  ths 
City  of  Boston. 
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THX  PBOaPlOIB  or  THE  PUBITAN8. 

"If  we  conquer/'  said  the  AtheDian  commander  on  the 
morning  of  that  decisiTe  daj — "  If  we  conquer,  we  shall  make 
Athens  the  greatest  city  of  Greece."  A  prophecy,  how  well 
folfilled! — "If  God  prosper  as/'  might  have  been  the  more 
appropriate  language  of  our  Fathers,  when  they  landed  upon 
this  Rock — ''If  God  prosper  us,  we  shall  here  begin  a  work 
which  shall  last  for  ages ;  we  shall  plant  here  a  new  society,  in 
the  principles  of  the  fhllest  liberty  and  the  purest  religion ;  we 
shall  subdue  this  wilderness  which  is  before  us ;  we  shall  fill 
this  region  of  the  great  continent,  which  stretches  almost  from 
pole  to  pole,  with  civilization  and  Christianity ;  the  temples  of 
the  true  God  shall  rise  where  now  ascends  the  smoke  of  idola- 
troos  sacrifice ;  fields  and  gardens,  the  flowers  of  summer,  and 
the  waring  and  golden  harvest  of  autumn,  shall  extend  over  a 
thousand  hills,  and  stretch  along  a  thousand  valleys,  never  yet, 
since  the  creation,  reclaimed  to  the  use  of  civilized  roan.  We 
shall  whiten  this  coast  with  the  canvas  of  a  prosperous  com- 
merce; we  shall  stud  the  long  and  winding  shore  with  an 
bnodred  cities.  That  which  we  sow  in  weakness  shall  be 
raised  in  strength.  From  onr  sincere  but  houseless  worship 
there  shall  spring  splendid  temples  to  record  God's  goodness ; 
from  the  simplicity  of  our  social  union,  there  shall  arise  wise 
and  politic  constitutions  of  government,  full  of  the  liberty 
which  we  ourselves  bring  and  breathe;  from  our  zeal  for 
learning,  institutions  shall  spring  which  shall  scatter  the  light 
of  knowledge  throughout  the  land,  and,  in  time,  paying  back 
where  they  have  borrowed,  shall  contribute  their  part  to  the 
great  aggregate  of  human  knowledge ;  and  our  descendants, 
through  idl  generations,  shall  look  back  to  this  spot,  and  to 
this  hour,  with  unabated  affection  and  regard." 


OUB  COUNTBT  IN  1920. 

The  hours  of  this  day  are  rapidly  flying,  and  this  occasion 
will  soon  be  passed.  Neither  we  nor  our  children  can  expect 
to  behold  its  return.  They  are  in  the  distant  regions  of  futurity ; 
they  exist  only  in  the  all-creating  power  of  God  who  shall  stand 
here,  a  hundred  years  hence,  to  trace,  through  us,  their  descent 
from  the  Pilgrims,  and  to  survey,  as  we  have  now  surveyed, 
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the  progress  of  their  country  daring  the  lapse  of  a  centnry. 
We  wonld  aDticipate  their  concurrence  with  as  in  car  senti- 
ments of  deep  regard  for  onr  common  ancestors.  We  wonld 
anticipate  and  partake  the  pleasure  with  which  they  will  then 
recount  the  steps  of  New  England's  adyancement.  On  the 
morning  of  that  day,  although  it  will  not  disturb  ns  in  our 
repose,  the  voice  of  aeclamation  and  gratitude,  commencing  on 
the  Rock  of  Plymouth,  shall  be  transmitted  through  millions 
of  the  sons  of  the  Pilgrims,  till  it  lose  itself  in  the  mormnrs  of 
the  Pacific  seas. 

We  would  leave,  for  the  consideration  of  those  who  shall  then 
occupy  our  places,  some  proof  that  we  hold  the  blessings  trans- 
mitted from  onr  fathers  in  just  estimation ;  some  proof  of  oor 
attachment  to  the  cause  of  good  government,  and  of  civil  and 
religious  liberty ;  some  proof  of  a  sincere  and  ardent  desire  to 
promote  everything  which  may  enlarge  the  understandings  and 
improve  the  hearts  of  men.  And  when,  from  the  long  distance 
of  one  hundred  years,  they  shall  look  back  upon  us,  they  shall 
know,  at  least,  that  we  possessed  affections,  which,  mnning 
backward,  and  warming  with  gratitude  for  what  oar  ancestors 
have  done  for  our  happiness,  run  forward  also  to  onr  poster!^, 
and  meet  them  with  cordial  salutation,  ere  yet  they  have  arrived 
on  the  shore  of  being. 

Advance,  then,  ye  future  generations!  We  would  Imil yon, 
as  you  rise  in  yonr  long  succession,  to  fill  the  places  which  we 
now  fill,  and  to  taste  the  blessings  of  existence  where  we  are 
passing,  and  soon  shall  have  passed,  our  own  human  duration. 
We  bid  yon  welcome  to  this  pleasant  land  of  the  fiithers.  We 
bid  you  welcome  to  the  healthful  skies  and  the  verdant  fields  of 
New  England.  We  greet  your  accession  to  the  great  inherit- 
ance which  we  have  enjoyed.  We  welcome  yon  to  the  blessings 
of  good  government  and  religious  liberty.  We  welcome  yoa 
to  the  treasures  of  science  and  the  delights  of  learning.  We 
welcome  you  to  the  transcendent  sweets  of  domestic  life,  to  the 
happiness  of  kindred,  and  parents,  and  children.  We  welcome 
you  to  the  iromeasarable  blessings  of  rational  existence,  the  im- 
mortal hope  of  Christianity,  and  the  light  of  everlasting  truth  1 


ABDBBSS  TO  THE  8UBYIYINQ  S0LD1KB8  OF  THX  BSVOLUTION. 

Yenerable  men  I  you  have  come  down  to  us  from  a  former 
generation.  Heaven  has  bounteously  lengthened  out  yoar 
lives,  that  you  might  behold'  this  joyous  day.     Yon  are  bow 
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where  yoo  stood  fifty  years  ago,  this  very  hour,  with  your 
brothers  and  your  neighbors,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  in  the  strife 
for  your  country.  Behold,  how  altered  I  The  same  heavens 
are  indeed  over  your  heads ;  the  same  ocean  rolls  at  your  feet ; 
but  all  else,  how  changed  I  Yon  hear  now  no  roar  of  hostile 
cannon  ;  yon  see  no  mixed  yolnmes  of  smoke  and  flame  rising 
from  horning  Gharlestown.  The  ground  strewed  with  the 
dead  and  the  dying ;  the  impetuous  charge ;  the  steady  and 
luocessful  repulse;  the  loud  call  to  repeated  assault;  the 
summoning  of  all  that  is  manly  to  repeated  resistance;  a 
thousand  bosoms  freely  and  fearlessly  bared  in  an  instant  to 
whatever  of  terror  there  may  be  in  war  and  death — all  these  yon 
have  witnessed,  but  you  witness  them  no  more.  All  is  peace. 
The  heights  of  yonder  metropolis,  its  towers  and  roofs,  which 
yon  then  saw  filled  with  wives  and  children  and  countrymen  in 
distress  and  terror,  and  looking  with  unutterable  emotions  for 
the  issue  of  the  combat,  have  presented  you  to-day  with  the 
sight  of  its  whole  happy  population,  come  out  to  welcome  and 
greet  you  with  an  universal  jubilee.  Yonder  proud  ships,  by 
a  felicity  of  position  appropriately  lying  at  the  foot  of  this 
mount,  and  seeming  fondly  to  cling  around  it,  are  not  means 
of  annoyance  to  you,  but  your  country's  own  means  of  dis- 
tinction and  defence.  All  is  peace;  and  Ood  has  granted  you 
this  sight  of  your  country's  happiness,  ere  yoo  slumber  in  the 
grave  forever.  He  has  allowed  you  to  behold  and  to  partake 
the  reward  of  your  patriotic  toils ;  and  He  has  allowed  us, 
your  sons  and  countrymen,  to  meet  you  here,  and,  in  the  name 
of  the  present  generation,  in  the  name  of  your  country,  in  the 
name  of  liberty,  to  thank  you  I 


THB  MORNING. 

The  air  is  tranquil,  and  its  temperature  mild.  It  is  morning, 
and  a  morning  sweet,  and  fresh,  and  delightful.  Everybody 
knows  the  morning  in  its  metaphorical  sense,  applied  to  so 
many  objects,  and  on  so  many  occasions.  The  health,  strength,, 
and  beauty  of  early  years  lead  us  id  call  that  period  the  **  morn- 
ing of  life."  But,  the  morning  itself  few  people,  inhabitants 
of  cities,  know  anything  about  Among  all  our  good  people, 
not  one  in  a  thousand  sees  the  son  rise  once  a  year.  They 
know  nothing  of  the  morning. 

Their  idea  of  it  is,  that  it  is  that  part  of  the  day  which  comes 
along  after  a  cop  of  coffee  and  a  beef-steak,  or  a  piece  of  toast. 
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With  them,  morning  is  not  a  new  issuing  of  ligbt,  a  new  bursts 
ing  forth  of  the  son,  a  new  waking  np  of  all  that  has  life,  from 
a  sort  of  temporary  death,  to  behold  again  the  works  of  Ood, 
the  heavens  and  the  earth ;  it  is  only  part  of  the  domestic  day, 
belonging  to  breakfast,  to  reading  the  newspapers,  answering 
notes,  sending  the  children  to  school,  and  giving  orders  for 
dinner.  The  first  streak  of  light,  the  earliest  pnrpling  of  the 
east,  which  the  lark  springs  np  to  greet,  and  the  deeper  color- 
ing into  orange  and  red,  till  at  length  the  "glorious  son  is 
seen,  regrent  of  day,"  this  they  never  enjoy,  for  they  never  see  it 

Beantiful  descriptions  of  the  morning  abound  in  all  lan- 
guages, but  they  are  the  strongest,  perhaps,  in  those  of  the 
East,  where  the  sun  is  often  an  object  of  worship.  K\ng  David 
speaks  of  taking  to  himself  the  "  wings  of  the  morning."  This 
is  highly  poetical  and  beautiful.  The  wings  of  the  morning 
are  the  beams  of  the  rising  sun.  Rays  of  light  are  wings.  It 
is  thus  said  that  the  Sun  of  righteousness  shall  arise,  "  with 
healing  in  his  wings,"  a  rising  sun  which  shall  scatter  life, 
health,  and  joy,  throughout  the  universe.  Milton  has  fine  de- 
scriptions of  morning;  but  not  so  many  as  Shakspeare,  from 
whose  writings  pages  of  the  most  beautiful  imagery,  all  founded 
on  the  glory  of  the  morning,  might  be  filled. 

I  know  the  morning — I  am  acquainted  with  it,  and  I  love  it 
I  love  it,  fresh  and  sweet  as  it  is,  a  daily  new  creation,  break- 
ing forth  and  calling  all  that  have  life,  and  breath,  and  being, 
to  new  adoration,  new  enjoyments,  and  new  gratitude. 


THB  LOVI  or  HOBfl. 

It  is  only  shallow-minded  pretenders  who  either  make  dis- 
tinguished origin  a  matter  of  personal  merit,  or  obscure  origin 
a  matter  of  personal  reproach.  Taunt  and  scoffing  at  tiie 
humble  condition  of  early  life  affect  nobody  in  America  but 
those  who  are  foolish  enough  to  indulge  in  them,  and  they  are 
generally  sufficiently  punished  by  public  rebuke.  A  man  who 
is  not  ashamed  of  himself  need  not  be  ashamed  of  his  early 
condition.  It  did  not  happen  to  me  to  be  bom  in  a  log-cabin; 
but  my  elder  brothers  and  sisters  were  bom  in  a  log-cabin, 
raised  among  the  snow-drifts  of  New  Hampshire,  at  a  period 
so  early,  that  when  the  smoke  first  rose  from  its  rude  chimney, 
and  curled  over  the  frozen  hills,  there  was  no  similar  evidence 
of  a  white  man's  habitation  between  it  and  the  settlements  on 
the  rivers  of  Canada. 
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Its  remains  still  exist  I  make  to  it  an  annual  visit  I  carry 
my  children  to  it,  to  teach  them  the  hardships  endared  by  the 
generations  which  have  gone  before  them.  I  love  to  dwell  on 
the  tender  recollections,  the  kindred  ties,  the  early  affections, 
and  the  touching  narratives  and  incidents  which  mingle  with 
all  I  know  of  this  primitive  family  abode.  I  weep  to  think 
that  none  of  those  who  inhabited  it  are  now  among  the  living ; 
and  if  ever  I  am  ashamed  of  it,  or  if  ever  I  fail  in  affectionate 
veneration  for  him  who  reared  it,  and  defended  it  against  savage  . 
violence  and  destmction,  cherished  all  the  domestic  virtues 
beneath  its  roof,  and,  through  the  fire  and  blood  of  a  seven 
years'  revolutionary  war,  shrunk  from  no  danger,  no  toil,  no 
sacrifice,  to  serve  his  country,  and  to  raise  his  children  to  a 
condition  better  than  his  own,  may  my  name,  and  the  name  of 
my  posterity,  be  blotted  forever  from  the  memory  of  mankind  I 


THE  NATURE  OF  TRUE  ELOQUENCE. 

The  eloquence  of  Mr.  Adams  resembled  his  general  character, 
and  formed,  indeed,  a  part  of  it  It  was  bold,  manly,  and  ener- 
getic; and  such  the  crisis  required.  When  public  bodies  are 
to  be  addressed  on  momentous  questions,  when  great  interests 
are  at  stake,  and  strong  passions  excited,  nothing  is  valuable, 
in  speech,  farther  than  it  is  connected  with  high  intellectual 
and  moral  endowments.  Clearness,  force,  and  earnestness  are 
the  qualities  which  produce  conviction.  True  eloquence,  in- 
deed, does  not  consist  in  speech.  It  cannot  be  brought  from 
far.  Labor  and  learning  may  toil  for  it,  but  they  will  toil  in 
vain.  Words  and  phrases  may  be  marshalled  in  every  way, 
bat  they  cannot  compass  it  It  roust  exist  in  the  man,  in  the 
sabject,  and  in  the  occasion.  Affected  passion,  intense  ex- 
pression, the  pomp  of  declamation,  all  may  aspire  after  it — 
they  cannot  reach  it.  It  comes,  if  it  come  at  all,  like  the  out- 
br^ing  of  a  fountain  from  the  earth,  or  the  bursting  forth  of 
volcanic  fires,  with  spontaneous,  original,  native  force.  The 
graces  taught  in  the  schools,  the  costly  ornaments,  and  studied 
contrivances  of  speech,  shock  and  disgust  men,  when  their  own 
lives,  and  the  fate  of  their  wives,  their  children,  and  their  country 
hang  on  the  decision  of  the  hour.  Then  words  have  lost  their 
power,  rhetoric  is  vain,  and  all  elaborate  oratory  contemptible. 
Even  genius  itself  then  feels  rebuked  and  subdued,  as  in  the 
presence  of  higher  qualities.  Then,  patriotism  is  eloquent ; 
then,  self-devotion  is  eloquent  The  clear  conception,  out- 
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ranning  tbe  dedactions  of  logic,  the  bigh  purpose,  the  fim 
resoWe,  the  danntless  spirit,  speaking  on  the  toogae,  beamiDg 
firoDi  the  eye,  iDforming  erery  feature,  and  urging  the  whole 
man  onward,  right  onward  to  his  object — this,  this  is  eloquence; 
or  rather  it  is  something  greater  and  higher  than  all  eloqaeoce; 
it  is  action,  noble,  sablime,  godlike  action. 


FORFOfiB  OF  BUNKSR  HILL  MONUMINT. 

We  know,  indeed,  that  tbe  record  of  illastrions  actions  is 
most  safely  deposited  in  the  nniversal  remembrance  of  raankiod. 
We  know  that,  if  we  conld  canse  this  stmctare  to  ascend,  not 
only  till  it  reached  the  skies,  bot  till  it  pierced  them,  its  broad 
surfaces  could  still  contain  but  part  of  that  which,  in  an  age 
of  knowledge,  hath  already  been  spread  oyer  tbe  earth,  and 
which  history  charges  itself  with  making  known  to  all  future 
times.  We  know  that  no  inscription  on  entablatures  less  broad 
than  the  earth  itself  can  carry  information  of  the  erents  we 
commemorate,  where  it  has  not  already  gone;  and  that  no 
structure,  which  shall  not  outliye  the  duration  of  letters  and 
knowledge  among  men,  can  prolong  the  memorial.  -^  But  oor 
object  is,  by  this  edifice  to  show  our  own  deep  sense  of  tbe 
yalue  and  importance  of  the  acbieyements  of  our  ancestors ; 
and,  by  presenting  this  work  of  gratitude  to  the  eye,  to  keep 
aliye  similar  sentiments,  and  to  foster  a  constant  regard  for  tbe 
principles  of  the  Reyolution.  Human  beings  are  composed 
not  of  reason  only,  but  of  imagination  also,  and  sentiment; 
and  that  is  neither  wasted  nor  misapplied  which  is  appropriated 
to  the  purpose  of  giring  right  direction  to  sentiments,  and 
opening  proper  springs  of  feeling  in  the  heart.  Let  it  not  be 
supposed  that  our  object  is  to  perpetuate  national  hostility,  or 
eyen  to  cherish  a  mere  military  spirit  It  is  higher,  purer, 
nobler.  We  consecrate  our  work  to  the  spirit  of  national  in- 
dependence, and  we  wish  that  the  light  of  peace  may  rest  upon 
it  foreyer.  We  rear  a  memorial  of  our  conyicUon  of  that  un- 
measured benefit  which  has  been  conferred  on  onr  own  land, 
and  of  the  happy  influences  which  have  been  produced,  by  the 
same  eyents,  on  the  general  interests  of  mankind.  We  come, 
as  Americans,  to  mark  a  spot  which  must  foreyer  be  dear  to 
us  and  our  posterity.  We  wish  that  whosoeyer,  in  all  coming 
time,  shall  turn  his  eye  hither,  may  behold  that  the  place  is  not 
undistinguished,  where  the  first  great  battle  of  the  Revolution 
was  fought.     We  wish  that  this  structure  may  proclaim  the 
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magnitnde  and  importance  of  that  event  to  everj  class  and 
every  age.  We  wish  that  infancy  may  learn  the  purpose  of 
its  erection  from  maternal  lips,  and  that  weary  and  withered 
age  may  behold  it,  and  be  solaced  by  the  recollections  which 
it  saggests.  We  wish  that  labor  may  look  np  here,  and  be 
proad,  in  the  midst  of  its  toil.  We  wish  that,  in  those  days 
of  disaster  which,  as  they  come  on  all  nations,  most  be  expected 
to  come  on  us  also,  desponding  patriotism  may  tarn  its  eyes 
hitherward,  and  be  assured  that  the  foundations  of  our  national 
power  still  stand  strong.  We  wish  that  this  column,  rising 
towards  heaven  among  the  pointed  spires  of  so  many  temples 
dedicated  to  God,  may  contribute  also  to  produce  in  all  minds 
a  pious  feeling  of  dependence  and  gratitude.  We  wish,  6nally, 
that  the  last  object  on  the  sight  of  him  who  leaves  his  native 
shore,  and  the  first  to  gladden  his  who  revisits  it,  may  be  some- 
thing which  shall  remind  him  of  the  liberty  and  the  glory  of 
his  country.  Let  it  rise,  till  it  meet  the  sun  in  his  coming ; 
let  the  earliest  light  of  the  morning  gild  it,  and  parting  day 
linger  and  play  on  its  summit. 


ORIME  RBV£ALED  BT  00N80IEN0E. 

The  deed*  was  executed  with  a  degree  of  self-possession  and 
steadiness  equal  to  the  wickedness  with  which  it  was  planned. 
The  circumstances,  now  clearly  in  evidence,  spread  out  the 
whole  scene  before  us.  I)eep  sleep  had  fallen  on  the  destined 
victim,  and  on  all  beneath  his  roof.  A  healthful  old  man,  to  whom 
sleep  was  sweet,  the  first  sound  slugabers  of  the  night  held  him 
in  their  soft  but  strong  embrace.  The  assassin  enters,  through 
the  window  already  prepared,  into  an  unoccupied  apartment. 
With  noiseless  foot  he  paces  the  lonely  hall,  haJf  lighted  by  the 
moon ;  he  winds  up  the  ascent  of  the  stairs,  and  reaches  the 
door  of  the  chamber.  Of  this,  he  moves  the  lock,  by  soft  and 
continued  pressure,  till  it  turns  on  its  hinges  without  noise; 
and  he  enters,  and  beholds  his  victim  before  him.  The  room 
was  uncommonly  open  to  the  admission  of  light.  The  face  of 
the  innocent  sleeper  was  turned  from  the  murderer,  and  the 
beams  of  the  moon,  resting  on  the  gray  locks  of  his  aged 
temple,  showed  him  where  to  strike.  The  fatal  blow  is  given  I 
and  the  victim  passes,  without  a  struggle  or  a  motion,  from 
the  repose  of  sleep  to  the  repose  of  death  I    It  is  the  assassin's 

'  Tb«  murder  of  JoMph  White,  Eiq.,  of  Salem,  Maa.,  April  6,  ISSO. 
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pnrpose  to  make  sare  work ;  and  he  yet  plies  the  dagger,  though 
it  was  obvious  that  life  had  been  destroyed  by  the  blow  of  the 
bladgeon.  He  even  raises  the  aged  arm,  that  he  may  not  fiail 
in  his  aim  at  the  heart,  and  replaces  it  again  over  the  wounds 
of  the  poniard  I  To  finish  the  picture,  he  explores  the  wrist 
for  the  pulse  I  He  feels  for  it,  and  ascertains  that  it  beats  no 
longer  I  It  is  accomplished.  The.deedisdone.  He  retreats, 
retraces  his  steps  to  the  window,  passes  out  through  it  as  he 
came  in,  and  escapes.  He  has  done  the  murder — no  eye  has 
seen  him,  no  ear  has  heard  him.  The  secret  is  his  own,  and  it 
is  safe  I 

Ah  I  gentlemen,  that  was  a  dreadful  mistake.  Such  a  secret 
can  be  safe  nowhere.  The  whole  creation  of  God  has  neither 
nook  nor  corner  where  the  guilty  can  bestow  it,  and  say  it  is 
safe.  Not  to  speak  of  that  eye  which  glances  through  all  dis- 
guises, and  beholds  everything,  as  in  the  splendor  of  noon, 
such  secrets  of  guilt  are  never  safe  from  detection,  even  by 
men.  True  it  is,  generally  speaking,  that  "murder  will  out" 
True  it  is  that  Providence  hath  so  ordained,  and  doth  so 
govern  things,  that  those  who  break  the  great  law  of  heaven, 
by  shedding  man's  blood,  seldom  succeed  in  avoiding  discoverj. 
"  Especially,  in  a  case  exciting  so  much  attention  as  this,  dis- 
covery must  come,  and  will  come,  sooner  or  later.  A  thousand 
eyes  turn  at  once  to  explore  every  man,  every  thing,  every 
circumstance,  connected  with  the  time  and  place ;  a  thousand 
ears  catch  every  whisper ;  a  thousand  excited  minds  intensely 
dwell  on  the  scene,  shedding  all  theiivlight,  and  ready  to  kindle 
the  slightest  circumstance  into  a  blaze  of  discovery.  Mean- 
time, the  guilty  soul  cannot  keep  ita  own  secret  It  is  false  to 
itself;  or  rather  it  feels  an  irresistible  impulse  of  conscience  to  be 
true  to  itself.  It  labors  under  its  guilty  possession,  and  knows 
not  what  to  do  with  it.  The  human  heart  was  not  made  for  the 
residence  of  such  an  inhabitant.  It  finds  itself  preyed  on  by  a 
torment,  which  it  dares ^not  acknowledge  to  God  nor  man.  A 
vulture  is  devouring  it,  and  it  can  ask  no  sympathy  or  assistance, 
either  from  heaven  or  earth.  The  secret  which  the  murderer 
possesses  soon  comes  to  possess  him;  and,  like  the  evil  spirits  of 
which  we  read,  it  overcomes  him,  and  leads  him  whithersoever  it 
will.  He  feels  it  beating  at  his  heart,  rising  to  his  throat,  and 
demanding  disclosure.  He  thinks  the  whole  world  sees  it  in 
his  face,  reads  it  in  his  eyes,  and  almost  hears  its  workings  in 
the  very  silence  of  his  thoughts.  It  has  become  his  master.  It 
betrays  his  discretion,  it  breaks  down  his  courage,  it  conquers 
his  prudence.     When  suspicions,  from  without,  begin  to  em- 
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barrass  him,  and  the  net  of  circnmstance  to  entangle  him,  the 
fatal  secret  stroggles  with  still  greater  violence  to  bnrst  forth. 
It  mast  be  confessed,  t^  will  be  confessed ;  there  is  no  refoge 
from  confession  bat  snicide — and  suicide  is  confession. 


SOUTH  OABOUNA  AND  KASSAOHUBETTS.       , 

Let  me  here  obserye,  that  the  eulogiam  pronoonced  on  the 
character  of  the  State  of  Sooth  Carolina,  by  the  honorable 
gentleman,  for  her  reyolotionary  and  other  merits,  meets  my 
hearty  concarrence.  I  «hall  not  acknowledge  that  the  honor- 
able member  goes  before  me  in  regard  for  whatever  of  distin- 
gaished  talent,  or  distinguished  character.  Sooth  Carolina  has 
produced.  I  claim  part  of  the  honor,  I  partake  in  the  pride, 
of  her  great  names.  I  claim  them  for  countrymen,  one  and 
all.  The  Lanrenses,  the  Rutl edges,  the  Pinckneys,  the  Sump- 
ters,  the  Marions — Americans,  all — whose  fame  is  no  more  to 
be  hemmed  in  by  State  lines  than  their  talents  and  patriotism 
were  capable  of  being  circumscribed  within  the  same  narrow 
limits.  In  their  day  and  generation,  they  served  and  honored 
the  country,  and  the  whole  country;  and  their  renown  is  of  the 
treasures  of  the  whole  country.  Him,  whose  honored  name 
the  gentleman  himself  bears — does  he  esteem  me  less  capable 
of  gratitude  for  his  patriotism,  or  sympathy  for  his  sufferings, 
than  if  his  eyes  had  first  opened  upon  the  light  of  Massachu- 
setts, instead  of  South  Carolina  ?  Sir,  does  he  suppose  it  in 
his  power  to  exhibit  a  Carolina  name  so  bright  as  to  produce 
envy  in  my  bosom  ?  No,  sir,  increased  gratification  and  delight, 
rather.  I  thank  God  that,  if  I  am  gifted  with  little  of  the 
spirit  which  is  able  to  raise  mortals  to  the  skies,  I  have  yet 
none,  as  I  trust,  of  that  other  spirit  which  would  drag  angels 
down.  When  I  shall  be  found,  sir,  in  my  place  here,  in  the 
Senate,  or  elsewhere,  to  sneer  at  public  merit,  because  it  happens 
to  spring  up  beyond  the  little  limits  of  my  own  State,  or  neigh- 
borhood ;  when  I  refuse,  for  any  such  cause,  or  for  any  cause, 
the  homage  due  to  American  talent,  to  elevated  patriotism,  to 
sincere  devotion  to  liberty  and  the  country ;  or,  if  I  see  an 
uncommon  endowment  of  Heaven — if  I  see  extraordinary 
capacity  and  virtue  in  any  son  of  the  South — and  if,  moved 
by  local  prejudice,  or  gangrened  by  State  jealousy,  I  get  up 
here  to  abate  the  tithe  of  a  hair  from  his  just  character  and 
just  fame,  may  my  tongue  cleave  to  the  roof  of  my  month  I 

Sir,  let  me  recur  to  pleasing  recoil ections-— let  me  indulge 
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in  refreshing  remembrance  of  the  past — ^let  \ne  remind  700  tbat, 
in  early  times,  no  States  cherished  greater  harmony,  both  of 
principle  and  feeling,  than  Massachusetts  and  Sonth  Carolina. 
Wonld  to  God  that  harmony  might  again  retnm  I  Shoulder 
to  shoulder  they  went  through  the  revolution — hand  in  hand 
they  stood  round  the  administration  of  Washington,  and  felt 
his  own  great  arm  lean  on  them  for  support.  Unkind  feeling, 
if  it  exist,  alienation  and  distrust,  are  the  growth,  unnatnnd 
to  such  soils,  of  false  principles  since  sown.  They  are  weeds» 
the  seeds  of  which  that  same  great  arm  never*  scattered. 

Mr.  President,  I  shall  enter  ^n  no  encomium  upon  Massa- 
chusetts— she  needs  none.  There  she  is — ^behold  her,  and  judge 
for  yourselves.  There  is  her  history;  the  world  knows  it  by 
heart.  The  past,  at  least,  is  secure.  There  is  Boston,  and 
Concord,  and  Lexington,  and  Bunker  Hill — and  there  they 
will  remain  forever.  The  bones  of  her  sons,  falling  in  the 
great  struggle  for  Independence,  now  lie  mingled  with  the  soil 
of  every  State,  from  New  England  to  Georgia;  and  there  tbey 
will  lie  forever.  And,  sir,  where  American  Liberty  raised  its 
first  voice,  and  where  its  youth  was  nurtured  and  sustained, 
there  it  still  lives,  in  the  strength  of  its  manhood  and  full  of 
its  original  spirit.  If  discord  and  disunion  shall  wound  it^ — 
if  party  strife  and  blind  ambition  shall  hawk  at  and  tear  it — 
if  folly  and  madness — if  uneasiness,  under  salutary  and  neces- 
sary restraint — shall  succeed  to  separate  it  from  that  nnioo, 
by  which  alone  its  existence  is  made  sure,  it  will  stand,  in  the 
end,  by  the  side  of  that  cradle  in  which  its  infancy  was  rocked; 
it  will  stretch  forth  its  arm,  with  whatever  of  vigor  it  may  still 
retain,  over  the  friends  who  gather  round  it;  and  it  will  fall 
at  last,  if  fall  it  must,  amidst  the  proudest  monuments  of  its 
own  ^lory,  and  on  the  very  spot  of  its  origin. 


LIBERTY  AND  UNION. 

Mr.  President,  I  have  thus  stated  the  reasons  of  my  dissent 
to  the  doctrines  which  have  been  advanced  and  maintained. 
I  am  conscious  of  having  detained  you  and  the  Senate  much 
too  long.  I  was  drawn  into  the  debate  with  no  previoot 
deliberation  such  as  is  suited  to  the  discussion  of  so  grave  aod 
important  a  subject.  But  it  is  a  subject  of  which  my  heart  is 
full,  and  I  have  not  been  willing  to  suppress  the  utterance  of 
its  spontaneous  sentiments.  I  cannot,  even  now,  persuade 
myself  to  relinquish  it,  without  expressing  once  more  my  deep 
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conTtcUon  that,  since  it  respects  nothing  less  than  the  onion 
of  the  States,  it  is  of  most  vita)  and  essential  importance  to 
the  public  happiness.  I  profess,  sir,  in  my  career,  hitherto, 
to  have  kept  steadily  in  yiew  the  prosperity  and  honor  of  the 
whole  country,  and  the  preservation  of  our  federal  union.  It 
is  to  that  nnion  we  owe  our  safety  at  home,  and  our  considera- 
tion and  dignity  abroad.  It  is  to  that  onion  that  we  are  chiefly 
indebted  for  whatever  makes  us  most  proud  of  our  country. 
That  union  we  reached  only  by  the  discipline  of  our  virtues  in 
the  severe  school  of  adversity.  It  had  its  origin  in  the  neces- 
sities of  disordered  finance,  prostrate  commerce,  and  mined 
credit.  Under  its  benign  influences,  these  great  interests 
immediately  awoke,  as  from  the  dead,  and  sprang  forth  with 
newness  of  life.  Every  year  of  its  duration  has  teemed  with 
fresh  proofs  of  its  utility  and  its  blessings ;  and,  although  our 
territory  has  stretched  out  wider  and  wider,  and  our  popula- 
tion spread  farther  and  farther,  they  have  not  outrun  its  pro- 
tection or  its  benefits.  It  has  been  to  us  all  a  copious  fountain 
of  national,  social,  and  personal  happiness.  I  have  not  allowed 
myself,  sir,  to  look  beyond  the  union,  to  see  what  might  lie 
hidden  in  the  dark  recess  behind.  I  have  not  coolly  weighed 
the  chances  of  preserving  liberty  when  the  bonds  that  unite 
US  together  shall  be  broken  asunder.  I  have  not  accustomed 
myself  to  hang  over  the  precipice  of  disunion,  to  see  whether, 
with  my  short  sight,  I  can  fathom  the  depth  of  the  abyss  below ; 
nor  could  I  regard  him  as  a  safe  counsellor  in  the  affairs  of  this 
government  whose  thoughts  should  be  mainly  bent  on  consider- 
ing, not  how  the  Union  should  be  best  preserved,  but  how  tole- 
rable might  be  the  condition  of  the  people  when  it  shall  be 
broken  op  and  destroyed.  While  the  Union  lasts,  we  have 
high,  exciting,  gratifying  prospects  spread  out  before  us,  for 
OS  and  our  children.  Beyond  that  I  seek  not  to  penetrate  the 
veil.  God  grant  that,  in  my  day,  at  least,  that  curtain  may 
not  rise.  God  grant  that  on  my  vision  never  may  be  opened 
what  lies  behind.  When  my  eyes  shall  be  turned  to  behold, 
for  the  last  time,  the  sun  in  heaven,  may  I  not  see  him  shining 
on  the  broken  and  dishonored  fragments  of  a  once  glorious 
Union ;  on  States  dissevered,  discordant,  belligerent ;  on  a  land 
rent  with  civil  feuds,  or  drenched,  it  may  be,  in  fraternal  blood  I 
Let  their  last  feeble  and  lingering  glance  rather  behold  the 
gorgeous  ensign  of  the  republic,  now  known  and  honored 
throughout  the  earth,  still  full  high  advanced,  its  arms  and 
trophies  streaming  in  their  original  lustre,  not  a  stripe  erased 
or  polluted,  nor  a  single  star  obscured — bearing  for  its  motto  no 
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sach  miserable  interrogatory  as  What  is  all  this  worihf  Nor 
those  other  words  of  delusion  and  folly,  Liberty  Jini,  and  Union 
afterwards — but  everywhere,  spread  all  over  in  characters  of 
living  light,  blazing  on  all  its  ample  folds,  as  they  float  over 
the  sea  and  over  the  land,  and  in  every  wind  under  the  whole 
heavens,  that  other  sentiment,  dear  to  every  true  American 
heart — Liberty  and  Union,  now  and  forever,  one  and  insepa- 
rable! 


ANDREWS  NORTON,  1786—1853. 

Rbv.  AiTDRBws  Norton,  D.  D.,  was  born  in  Hingham,  Massachosetts, 
on  the  31st  of  December,  1786,  aod  graduated  at  Hanraid  College  in 
1804.  He  studied  theology,  but  neyer  became  a  settled  clergTman ; 
and  in  1809  he  was  elected  tutor  in  Bowdoin  College,  which  situation 
he  held  for  two  years.  In  1811,  he  was  appointed  tutor  and  librarian 
in  Harvard ;  and,  in  1813,  he  succeeded  Rev.  Dr.  Channing  as  biblical 
lecturer.  Upon  the  organization  of  the  theological  department,  in 
1819,  he  was  appointed  "  Dexter  Professor  of  Sacred  Literature,"  which 
situation  he  held  till  1830,  when  he  was  compelled  to  resign  it  from 
ill  health.  He  continued  to  reside  in  Cambridge  till  his  death,  which 
took  place  on  the  18th  of  September,  1853.  Dr.  Norton  was  married, 
in  1821,  to  Miss  Catharine  Eliot,  daughter  of  Samuel  Bliot,  Esq.,  of 
Boston. 

Dr.  Norton  was  a  profound  and  accurate  scholar,  an  eminent  theo- 
logian, and  for  talent,  acquirements,  and  influence,  one  of  the  first  men 
in  New  England.  He  wrote  occasionally  for  the  literary  and  theolo- 
gical Journals  published  in  his  yicinity,  and  is  the  author  of  serenl 
theological  works.  His  greatest  and  most  matured  work  is  on  the 
"  Evidences  of  the  Genuineness  of  the  Gktspels,"  the  first  volume  of 
which  appeared  in  1837,  and  the  second  and  third  in  1844.  He  als« 
published  "  A  Statement  of  Reasons  for  not  believing  the  Doctrine  of 
Trinitarians  concerning  the  Nature  of  Qod  and  the  Person  of  Christ," 
and  some  other  religious  tracts  of  a  controversial  nature.  His  con- 
tributions to  the  literary  and  religious  journals  of  his  time,  though 
not  numerous,  were  of  a  very  able  character.  He  was  the  editor  of 
the  "  General  Repository  and  Review,"  which  was  published  in  Cam- 
bridge, and  was  continued  for  three  yean,  f^m  1812.    To  the  new 
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series  ci  the  ''  Christian  Disoiple,"  which  began  in  1819,  he  oontrlbnted 
many  ralnable  paiiers ;  in  the  early  Yolnmes  of  the  "  Christian  Ex- 
aminer/' the  articles  on  the  ''  Poetry  of  Mrs.  Hemans/'  on  ^  Pollok's 
Course  of  Time,"  on  the  "  Putnre  Life  of  the  Good,"  and  on  the  "  Pun- 
ishment of  Sin ;"  and  in  the  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixth  rolnmes,  a  series 
of  articles  on  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews.  In  the  '*  North  American  Re- 
Tiew,"  his  most  noticeable  articles  are  those  on  **  Franklin,"  in  Septem- 
ber, 1818 ;  on  "  Byron,"  in  October,  1825 ;  on  Rer.  William  Ware's 
"  Letters  from  Palmyra,*'  in  October,  1837 ;  and  a  Memoir  of  Mrs. 
Grant  of  Laggan,  in  January,  1845.  He  has  also  written  some  yerses 
of  a  deyotional  cast,  of  great  beauty  and  sweetness. 

^  Mr.  Norton's  writings  are  all  impressed  with  the  same  strongly- 
marked  qualities,  bearing  the  image  of  the  man ;  the  same  calm  but 
deep  tone  of  religious  feeling ;  the  same  exalted  seriousness  of  rlew, 
as  that  of  man  in  sight  of  God  and  on  the  borders  of  eternity ;  the 
same  high  moral  standard,  the  same  transparent  clearness  of  state- 
ment ;  the  same  logical  closeness  of  reasoning ;  the  same  quiet  ear- 
nestness of  oonyiction ;  the  same  sustained  confidence  in  his  conclu- 
sions, resting  as  they  did,  or  as  he  meant  they  should,  on  solid  grounds 
and  fully  examined  premises  ;  the  same  minute  accuracy  and  finish ; 
the  same  strict  truthfulness  and  sincerity,  saying  nothing  for  mere 
effect.  And  the  style  is  in  harmony  with  the  thought — pure,  chaste, 
Incid,  aptly  expressiye,  unaffected,  uninyolyed,  English  undeflled ; 
scholarly,  yet  neyer  pedantic,  strong,  yet  not  hard  or  dry ;  and,  when 
the  subject  naturally  called  for  it,  clothing  itself  in  the  rich  hues  and 
the  beautiful  forms  of  poetic  fancy,  that  illumined,  while  it  adorned, 
his  thought."' 


P08THTJM0U8  INFLUENOI  OF  THE  WI8K  AND  GOOD. 

The  relations  between  man  and  man  cease  not  with  life. 
The  dead  leave  behind  them  their  memory,  their  example,  and 
the  effects  of  their  actions.  Their  inflnence  still  abides  with 
as.  Their  names  and  characters  dwell  in  onr  thoughts  and 
hearts.  We  live  and  commune  with  them  in  their  writings. 
We  enjoy  the  benefit  of  their  labors.  Onr  institutions  have 
been  fonnded  by  them.  We  are  surrounded  by  the  works  of 
the  dead.  Our  knowledge  and  our  arts  are  the  fruit  of  their 
toil.  Onr  minds  have  been  formed  by  their  instructions.  We 
are  most  intimately  connected  with  them  by  a  thousand  de- 
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pendencies.  Those  whom  we  have  loved  in  life  are  still  objects 
of  onr  deepest  and  holiest  affections.  Their  power  ot^  nt 
remains.  They  are  with  ns  in  onr  solitary  walks ;  and  their 
voices  speak  to  oar  hearts  in  the  silence  of  midnight.  Their 
image  is  impressed  upon  oar  dearest  recollections  and  our 
most  sacred  hopes.  They  form  an  essential  part  of  onr  trea- 
sure laid  op  in  heaven.  For,  above  all,  we  are  separated  tron 
them  but  for  a  little  time.  We  are  soon  to  be  united  with 
them.  If  we  follow  in  the  path  of  those  we  have  loved,  we 
too  shall  soon  join  the  innumerable  company  of  the  spirits  of 
jast  meu  made  perfect.  Our  affections  and  our  hopes  are  not 
buried  in  the  dust,  to  which  we  commit  the  poor  remains  of 
mortality.  The  blessed  retain  their  remembrance  and  thdr 
love  for  as  in  heaven ;  and  we  will  cherish  our  remembrance 
and  our  love  for  them  while  on  earth. 

Creatures  of  imitation  and  sympathy  as  we  are,  we  look 
around  us  for  support  and  countenance  ^ven  in  oar  virtoes. 
We  recar  for  them,  most  securely,  to  the  examples  of  the  dead. 
There  is  a  degree  of  insecurity  and  uncertainty  about  living 
worth.  The  stamp  has  not  yet  been  put  upon  it,  which  pre- 
cludes all  change,  and  seals  it  up  as  a  just  object  of  admiration 
for  future  times.  There  is  no  service  which  a  man  of  com- 
manding intellect  can  render  his  fellow-creatures  better  than 
that  of  leaving  behind  him  an  unspotted  example.  If  he  do 
not  confer  upon  them  this  benefit ;. if  he  leave  a  character  dark 
with  vices  in  the  sight  of  God,  but  dazzling  with  shining  quali- 
ties in  the  view  of  men,  it  may  be  that  all  his  other  services 
had  better  have  been  forborne,  and  he  had  passed  inactive  and 
unnoticed  through  life.  It  is  a  dictate  of  wisdom,  therefore, 
as  well  as  feeling,  when  a  man,  eminent  for  his  virtues  and 
talents,  has  been  taken  away,  to  collect  the  riches  of  his  good- 
ness and  add  them  to  the  treasury  of  human  improvement 
The  true  Christian  iiveth  not  for  himself  and  duih  not  for 
himself;  and  it  is  thus,  in  one  respect,  that  he  dieth  not  for 
himselfl 

REFORMSBS. 

It  is  delightful  to  remember  that  there  have  been  men  who, 
in  the  cause  of  truth  and  virtue,  have  made  no  compromises 
for  their  own  advantage  or  safety ;  who  have  recognized  '*  the 
hardest  duty  as  the  highest ;"  who,  conscious  of  the  possession 
of  great  talents,  have  relinquished  all  the  praise  that  was  within 
their  grasp,  all  the  applause  which  they  might  have  so  liberally 
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receired,  if  they  had  not  thrown  themselves  in  opposition  to 
the  errors  and  vices  of  their  fellow  men,  and  have  been  content 
to  take  obloqny  and  insult  instead ;  who  have  approached  to 
laj  on  the  altar  of  Ood  ''  their  last  infirmity."  They,  without 
doubt,  have  felt  that  deep  conviction  of  having  acted  right 
which  supported  the  martyred  philosopher  of  Athens,  when  he 
asked,  "What  disgrace  is  it  to  me  if  others  are  unable  to  judge 
of  me,  or  to  treat  me  as  they  ought  ?"  There  is  something  very 
solemn  and  sublime  in  the  feeling  produced  by  considering  how 
differently  these  men  have  been  estimated  by  their  contempo- 
raries, from  the  manner  in  which  they  are  regarded  by  God. 
We  perceive  the  appeal  which  lies  from  the  ignorance,  the 
folly,  and  the  iniquity  of  man,  to  the  throne  of  Eternal  Justice. 
A  storm  of  calumny  and  reviling  has  too  often  pursued  them 
through  life,  and  continued,  when  they  could  no  longer  feel  it, 
to  beat  upon  their  graves.  But  it  is  no  matter.  They  had 
gone  where  all  who  have  suffered,  and  all  who  have  triumphed 
in  the  same  noble  cause,  receive  their  reward ;  and  where  the 
wreath  of  the  martyr  is  more  glorious  than  that  of  the  con- 
queror. 

THI  FUTUBK  LITE  OF  TBI  GOOD. 

Bich  and  glorious  as  is  the  prospect  of  the  happiness  of 
the  future  life,  it  is  still  a  prospect  of  such  happiness  as 
cannot  be  felt,  unless  we  have  prepared  ourselves  for  its 
enjoyment.  This  preparation  is  the  business  of  life ;  it  is  the 
pnrpose  for  which  we  are  placed  in  this  world.  It  consists 
in  the  faithful  discharge  of  all  our  duties;  in  the  improve- 
ment of  our  intellectual  faculties,  and  our  moral  sensibility ; 
in  enlightening  our  minds  by  the  study  of  our  religion;  in 
repressing  our  sensual  appetites;  in  subduing  our  bad  pas- 
sions ;  in  virtuous  self-denial ;  in  purity  and  temperance ;  in 
honesty  and  justice ;  in  cultivating  our  social  affections ;  in 
forming  habits  of  benevolence ;  in  regarding  the  happiness  of 
others  in  all  our  conduct ;  in  habitually  considering  how  we 
may  best  employ  our  faculties,  and  our  means  of  usefulness,  for 
the  good  of  our  friends  and  our  fellow-men ;  in  viewing  the 
common  interest  as  our  own ;  in  constantly  regarding  ourselves 
as  the  children  and  the  creatures  of  Ood ;  in  looking  up  to  him 
with  resignation,  gratitude,  love,  and  reverence ;  and  in  making 
his  will  the  rule  of  all  conduct.  Superstition  and  fanaticism 
may  fiincy  that  they  have  discovered  some  easier  path  to  heaven, 
than  that  of  a  good  life.     It  is  a  wretched,  and  most  pitiable 
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delosion.  There  is  no  other,  and  there  can  be  none  easier. 
We  may  entertain,  likewise,  very  false  notions  of  the  nature  of 
repentance.  Repentance  is  something  much  more  than  mere 
sorrow  for  past  sins.  Mere  sorrow  for  past  sins,  considered 
by  itself,  is  without  yalne  or  efficacy.  True  repentance  is  t 
change  of  character  from  bad  to  good.  The  sensualist  most 
become  pure  and  temperate;  the  selfish  man  must  become 
generous  and  disinterested;  the  angry  and  malignant  most 
become  gentle  and  benevolent ;  the  profane  must  become^seri- 
ons  and  devout.  But  changes  of  this  sort  are  not,  in  the  com- 
mon course  of  events,  to  be  effected  in  a  day,  or  a  month,  or  t 
year ;  far  less  in  the  few  last  days  of  a  misspent  life.  No,  it 
is  impossible  to  form  an  unnatural  union  between  vice  and 
happiness.  If  we  would  attain  the  blessedness  of  heaven,  we 
must  pay  the  price  of  the  purchase ;  we  must  become  the  8e^ 
vants  of  that  master  whose  service  is  perfect  freedom.  It  it 
by  patient  perseverance  in  well  doing,  that  we  may  atiaiM  i^ 
glory,  honor,  and  immortality. 


HTMN. 

My  God,  I  thank  thee  1  may  no  thonght 
E*er  deem  thy  chastisements  severe ; 

But  may  this  heart,  by  sorrow  taught, 
Calm  each  wild  wish,  each  idle  fear. 

Thy  mercy  bids  all  nature  bloom ; 

The  son  shines  bright,  and  man  is  gay ; 
Thine  equal  mercy  spreads.the  gloom 

That  darkens  o*er  his  little  day. 

Full  many  a  throb  of  grief  and  pain 
Thy  frail  and  erring  child  mast  know ; 

But  not  one  prayer  is  breathed  in  vain. 
Nor  does  one  tear  unheeded  flow. 

Thy  various  messengers  employ ; 

Thy  purposes  of  love  fulfil ; 
And,  mid  the  wreck  of  human  joy, 

May  kneeling  faith  adore  thy  will  1 


FORTTTUDB. 

Faint  not,  poor  trayeller,  though  thy  way 
Be  rough,  like  that  thy  Satiode  trod ; 

Though  cold  and  stormy  lower  the  day. 
This  path  of  suffering  leads  to  Gk>D. 
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Naj,  sink  not ;  thongli  from  vwmj  limb 

Are  ttartiiig  drops  of  toil  and  pain ; 
Thou  dost  but  share  the  lot  of  Him 

With  whom  his  followers  are  to  reign. 

Thy  friends  are  gone,  and  thou,  alone, 

Must  bear  the  sorrows  that  assail ; 
Look  upward  to  the  eternal  throne, 

And  know  a  Friend  who  cannot  CsiL 

Bear  finnl j ;  jet  a  few  more  days. 

And  th  J  hard  trial  will  be  past ; 
Then,  wrapt  in  glory's  opening  blase. 

Thy  feet  will  rest  on  hearen  at  last. 

Christian  t  thy  Friend,  thy  Master  pray'd. 
When  dread  and  anguish  shook  his  fhune ; 

Then  met  his  sufferings  xwdismay'd ; 
Wilt  thou  not  stride  to  do  the  same  f 

O I  think*8t  tbou  that  his  Father's  lore 
Shone  round  him  then  with  fdnter  rays 

Than  now,  when,  throned  all  height  abore, 
Unoeasing  roioes  hymn  his  praise  f 

Qo,  sufferer  I  ealmly  meet  the  woes 
Which  God's  own  mercy  bids  thee  bear ; 

Then,  rising  as  thy  Savioitb  rose, 
Go!  his  eternal  victory  share. 


THE  OLOBI  or  THE  YEAB. 

Another  year!  another  year! 

The  unceasing  rush  of  time  sweeps  en ; 
Whelm'd  in  its  surges,  disappear 

Man's  hopes  and  fisan,  forever  gone  t 

O,  no  t  fbrbear  that  idle  tale  t 
The  hour  demands  another  strain. 

Demands  high  thoughts  that  cannot  quail ! 
And  strength  to  conquer  and  retain. 

Tis  midnight — from  the  dark-blue  sky, 
The  stars,  which  now  look  down  on  earth, 

Hare  seen  ten  thousand  centuries  fly, 
And  giren  to  countless 'changes  birth. 

And  when  the  pyramids  shall  fall. 
And,  mouldering,  mix  as  dust  in  air, 

Tlie  dwellers  on  this  alter'd  ball 
May  still  behold  them  glorious  there. 

Shine  on  I  shine  on !  with  you  I  tread 
The  march  of  ages,  orbs  of  light  1 

A  last  eclipse  o'er  you  may  spread. 
To  me,  to  me,  there  comes  no  night. 


31 
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0 !  what  oonoeras  it  him,  whoM  way 

Lies  upward  to  tbe  immortal  dead  1 
That  a  few  hain  are  taming  graj, 

Or  one  more  year  of  life  has  fled  t 

Swift  jears !  httt  teach  me  how  to  bear, 
To  feel  and  act  with  strength  and  skill, 

To  reason  wisely,  nobly  dare, 
And  speed  yonr  oonrses  as  ye  will. 

When  life*8  meridian  toils  are  done. 
How  oalm,  how  rich  the  twilight  glow  I 

The  morning  twilight  of  a  snn 
Which  sldnea  not  here  on  things  below. 

But  sorrow,  sickness,  death,  the  pain 
To  leave,  or  lose  wife,  children,  friends  I 

What  then — shall  we  not  meet  again 
Where  parting  comes  not,  sorrow  ends  t 

The  fondness  of  a  parent's  care. 
The  changeless  tnist  fi^iich  woman  gives, 

The  smile  of  childhood— it  is  there 
That  all  we  lore  in  them  still  liyes. 

Press  onward  through  each  rarying  hour ; 

Let  no  weak  fears  thy  course  deUy ; 
Immortal  being  f  feel  thy  power, 

Pursue  thy  bright  and  endless  way. 


HENRT  BBBD,  1808—1854. 

Pbopbssob  Heitbt  Rbbd  was  bom  in  Philadelphia,  on  the  11th  of 
July,  1808.  After  the  usual  preparatory  studies,  under  that  accom- 
plished school-master,  Mr.  James  Ross,  he  entered  the  sophomort 
class  in  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  in  September,  1822,  and  gra- 
duated in  1825.  He  began  the  study  of  law  under  that  distinguished 
Jurist,  John  Sergeant,  and  was  admitted  to  practice  in  the  courts  of 
the  city  and  county  of  Philadelphia  in  1829.  In  September,  1831,  he 
relinquished  the  practice  of  his  profession,  on  being  elected  assistant 
professor  of  English  Literature  in  the  University  of  Pennsylvania. 
In  November  of  the  same  year,  he  was  chosen  Assistant  Professor  of 
Moral  Philosophy,  and  in  1885  he  was  elected  Professor  of  Rhetorie 
and  English  Literature.     He  continued  in  the  service  of  the  college 
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for  twenty-three  jeam,  discharging  his  duties  with  untiring  industry, 
and  with  such  ability  and  zeal,  united  to  great  urbanity  of  manners, 
as  to  secure  the  warm  attachment  and  profbund  respect  of  all  who 
came  under  his  instruction. 

It  had  long  been  Professor  Reed's  earnest  wish  to  visit  Europe,  but 
his  professional  duties  and  other  claims  had  always  prevented  it. 
Early  in  1854^  however,  he  asked  leave  of  absence,  which  was  granted 
by  the  trustees ;  and  early  in  May,  accompanied  by  his  sister-in-law, 
Hiss  Bronson,  he  saOed  for  Europe.  Bis  reputation  as  a  scholar  had 
preceded  him,  and  he  was  received  with  the  kindest  welcome  by  many 
of  England's  most  distinguished  poets  and  scholars.  He  visited  the 
continent,  and  went  by  the  ordinary  route  through  France  and  Swit- 
zerland, as  far  south  as  Milan  and  Venice,  and  returned  to  England 
the  latter  part  of  the  summer.  » 

On  the- 20th  of  September,  1854,  Mr.  Reed,  with  his  sister,  embarked 
at  Liverpool  for  New  York  in  the  steamship  Arctic.  Seven  days  after- 
wards, at  noon,  a  fatal  collision  occurred,  and  before  sundown  every 
human  being  left  upon  the  ship— about  three  hundred  in  all — ^had 
sunk  under  the  waves.  When  the  news  of  his  loss  reached  Philadel- 
phia, feelings  of  intense  grief  pervaded  all  hearts  who  had  had  even 
but  a  slight  knowledge  of  him.  It  was  felt  that  Philadelphia  had 
lost  one  of  her  choicest,  most  gifted  spirits,  one  who  was  an  honor  and 
an  ornament  to  the  elevated  position  which  be  held  in  the  University, 
and  one  who,  had  his  life  been  spared,  would  have  resumed  his  respon- 
sible duties  with  increased  seal,  efficiency,  and  us^ilness. 

Professor  Reed  was  married,  in  1834,  to  Elizabeth  White  Bionson,  a 
granddaughter  of  Bishop  White. 

Shortly  after  Professor  Reed's  death,  his  brother,  William  B.  Reed, 
Esq.,  prepared  for  publication,  with  his  well-known  taste  and  Judg- 
ment, his  manuscript  notes  and  lectures  on  English  Literature  and 
Poetry,  which  are  among  the  choicest  contributions  to  American  Litera- 
ture. These  are  ''Lectures  on  English  Literature  from  Chaucer  to 
Tennyson,"  1  voL  12mo. ;  "  Lectures  on  the  British  Poets,"  2  vols. 
12mo. ;  and  "  Lectures  on  English  History  and  Tragic  Poetry,  as  illus- 
trated by  Shakspeare,"  I  vol.  12mo.> 

■  DaHoghis  life,  Professor  Reed  prepared  editions  of  the  following  works: — 
Alexander  Reld's  Dietionary  of  the  English  Language ;  Graham's  English 
Synenyms,  enriched  by  poetioal  citations  from  8hAk^)eare,  Milton,  and 
Wordsworth ;  Wordsworth^s  Poems,  with  a  beautifully  appreoiatiye  Introduc- 
tion ;  Gray's  Poems,  with  a  new  Memoir ;  Arnold's  Lectures  on  Modern 
History ;  and  Lord  Mahon's  Histfory  of  England. 
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BEST  MXTHOD  OF  READINQ. 

It  is  not  nnfreqnentlj  thought  that  the  true  guidance  for 
habits  of  reading  is  to  be  looked  for  in  prescribe  conraes  of 
reading,  pointing  out  the  books  to  be  read,  and  the  order  of 
proceeding  with  them.  Now,  while  this  external  gaidance 
may  to  a  certain  extent  be  nsefal,  I  do  believe  that  an  elabo- 
rately prescribed  course  of  reading  would  be  found  neither 
desirable  nor  practicable.  It  does  not  leave  freedom  enough 
to  the  movements  of  the  reader's  own  mind ;  it  does  not  give 
free  enough  scope  to  choice.  Our  communion  with  books,  to 
be  intelligent,  must  be  more  or  less  spontaneous.  It  is  not 
possible  to  anticipate  how  or  when  an  interest  may  be  awakened 
in  some  particular  subject  or  author,  and  it  would  be  faiT  better 
to  break  away  from  the  prescribed  list  of  books,  in  order  to 
follow  out  that  interest  while  it  is  a  thoughtful  impulse.  It 
would  be  a  sorry  tameness  of  intellect  that  would  not,  sooner 
or  later,  work  its  way  out  of  the  track  of  the  best  of  any  such 
prescribed  courses.  This  is  the  reason,  no  doubt,  why  they 
are  so  seldom  attempted,  and  why,  when  attempted,  they  are 
apt  to  fail. 

It  may  be  asked,  however,  whether  everything  is  to  be  lellto 
chance  or  caprice,  whether  one  is  to  read  what  accident  pals 
in  the  way — what  happens  to  be  reviewed  or  talked  abost 
No!  far  from  it;  there  would  in  this  be  no  more  exerciae  of 
rational  will  than  in  the  other  process ;  in  truth,  the  slaverj 
to  chance  is  a  worse  evil  than  slavery  to  authority.  So  far  as 
the  origin  of  a  taste  for  reading  can  be  traced  in  the  growth 
of  the  mind,  it  will  be  found,  I  think,  mostly  in  the  mind's  own 
prompting ;  and  the  power  thus  engendered  is,  like  all  other 
powers  in  our  being,  to  be  looked  to  as  something  to  be  culti- 
vated and  chastened,  and  then  its  disciplined  freedom  will  prove 
more  and  more  its  own  safest  guide.  It  will  provide  itself  with 
more  of  philosophy  than  it  is  aware  of  in  its  choice  of  books, 
and  will  the  better  understand  its  relative  virtues.  On  the  other 
hand,  I  apprehend  that  often  a  taste  for  reading  is  quenched 
by  rig^d  and  injudicious  prescription  of  books  in  which  the 
mind  takes  no  interest,  can  assimilate  nothing  to  itself,  and 
recognizes  no  progress  but  what  the  eye  takes  count  of  in  the 
reckoning  of  pages  it  has  travelled  over.  It  lies  on  the  mind, 
unpalatable,  heavy,  undigested  food.  But  reverse  the  process; 
observe  or  engender  the  interest  as  best  you  may,  in  the  yonng 
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mind,  and  then  work  with  that — expanding,  caltivating,  chasten- 
ing it. 

POXnOAL  AND  FROSI  B^ADINQ. 

The  disproportion  nsnallj  lies  in  the  other  direction — uprose 
reading  to  the  exclusion  of  poetry.    This  is  owing  chiefly  to 
the  want  of  proper  cnltnre,  for  although  there  is  certainly  a 
great  disparity  of  imaginative  endowment,  still  the  imagina- 
tion is  part  of  the  universal  mind  of  man,  and  it  is  a  work  of 
education  to  bring  it  into  action  in  minds  even  the  least  im- 
aginative.    It  is  chiefly  to  the  wilfully  unimaginative  mind  that 
poetry,  with  all  its  wisdom  and  all  its  glory,  is  a  sealed  book. 
It  sometimes  happens,  however,  that  a  mind,  well  gifted 
with  imaginative  power,  loses  the  capacity  to  relish  poetry 
dmply  by  the  neglect  of  reading  metrical  literature.    This  is 
a  sad  mistake,  inasmuch  as  the  mere  reader  of  prose  cuts  him- 
self off  from  the  very  highest  literary  enjoyments ;  for  if  the 
giving  of  power  to  the  mind  be  a  characteristic,  the  most  essen- 
tial literature  is  to  be  found  in  poetry,  especially  if  it  be  such 
as  English  poetry  is,  the  embodiment  of  the  very  highest  wisdom 
and  the  deepest  feeling  of  our  English  race.     I  hope  to  show 
in  my  next  lecture,  in  treating  the  subject  of  our  language, 
how  rich  a  source  of  enjoyment  the  study  of  English  verse, 
considered  simply  as  an  organ  of  expression  and  harmony,  may 
be  made;  but  to  readers  wno  confine  themselves  to  prose,  the 
metrical  form  becomes  repulsive  instead  of  attractive.     It  has 
been  well  observed  by  a  living  writer,  who  has  exercised  his 
powers  alike  in  prose  and  verse,  that  there  are  readers  "to 
whom  the  poeticid  form  merely  and  of  itself  acts  as  a  sort  of 
veil  to  every  meaning,  which  is  not  habitually  met  with  under 
that  form,  and  who  are  puzzled  by  a  passage  occurring  in  a 
poem,  which  would  be  at  once  plain  to  them  if  divested  of  its 
cadence  and  rhythm ;  not  because  it  is  thereby  put  into  language 
in  any  degree  more  perspicuous,  but  because  prose  is  the  vehicle 
they  are  accustomed  to  for  this  particular  kind  of  matter ;  and 
they  will  apply  their  minds  to  it  in  prose,  and  they  will  refuse 
their  minds  to  it  in  verse."* 

The  neglect  of  poetical  reading  is  increased  by  the  very  mis- 
taken notion  that  poetry  is  a  mere  luxury  of  the  mind,  alien 
from  the  demands  of  practical  life — alight  and  effortless  amuse- 
ment.   This  is  the  prejudice  and  error  of  ignorance.    For  look 


•  Taylor '•  Notes  from  Books,  p.  216. 
31* 
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•t  manj  of  the  strong  and  largely  caltirated  minds  wbidi  ve 
know  by  biography  and  their  own  works,  and  note  how  large 
and  precious  an  element  of  strength  is  their  stndions  loTe  of 
poetry.  Where  conld  we  find  a  man  of  more  earnest,  energetic, 
practical  cast  of  character  than  Arnold? — eminent  as  an  histo- 
rian, and  in  other  the  gravest  departments  of  thongfat  and 
learning,  active  in  the  cause  of  education,  sealons  in  matters 
of  ecclesiastical,  political,  or  social  reform ;  right  or  wrong, 
always  intensely  practical  and  single-hearted  in  his  honest  zeal; 
a  champion  for  truth,  whether  in  the  history  of  ancient  politics 
or  present  questions  of  modem  society ;  and,  with  all,  ncTer 
suffering  the  love  of  poetry  to  be  extinguished  in  his  heart,  or 
to  be  crowded  out  of  it,  but  turning  it  perpetually  to  wise  nset, 
bringing  the  poetic  truths  of  Shakspeare  and  of  Wordsworth 
to  the  help  of  the  cause  of  truth ;  his  enthusiasm  for  the  poets 
breaking  forth,  when  he  exclaims :  "What  a  treat  it  would  be 
to  teach  Shakspeare  to  a  good  class  of  young  Greeks  in  regene- 
rate Athens ;  to  dwell  upon  him  line  by  line  and  word  by  word, 
and  so  to  get  all  his  pictures  and  thoughts  leisurely  into  one's 
mind,  till  I  verily  think  one  would,  after  a  time,  almoet  give 
out  light  in  the  dark,  after  having  been  steeped,  as  it  were,  ii 
such  an  atmosphere  of  brilliance."* 


TRAGIC  POETRY. 

Tragic  poetry  has  been  well  described  as  "poetry  in  its 
deepest  earnest."  The  upper  air  of  poetry  is  the  atmosphere 
of  sorrow.  This  is  a  truth  attested  by  every  department  of 
art,  the  poetry  of  words,  of  music,  of  the  canvas,  and  of  marble. 
It  is  so,  because  poetry  is  a  reflection  of  life ;  and  when  a  mso 
weeps,  the  passions  that  are  stirring  within  him  are  mightier 
than  the  feelings  which  prompt  to  cheerfulness  or  merriment. 
The  smile  plays  on  the  countenance;  the  laugh  is  a  momentary 
and  noisy  impulse ;  but  the  tear  rises  slowly  and  silently  from 
the  deep  places  of  the  heart.  It  is  at  once  the  symbol  and  the 
relief  of  an  overmastering  grief,  it  is  the  language  of  emotions 
to  which  words  cannot  give  utterance :  passions,  whose  very 
might  and  depth  give  them  a  sanctity  we  instinctively  recog- 
nize by  veiling  them  from  the  common  gaze.  In  childhood, 
indeed,  when  its  little  griefs  and  Joys  are  blended  with  that 

<  Arnold*!  Life,  p.  2S4  (AmeHoan  edition),  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Jottloo  Cole- 
ridge. 
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absence  of  self-anxioasDess  which  is  both  the  blin  and  the 
beaatj  of  its  innocence,  tears  are  shed  without  restraint  or 
disguise:  bat  when  the  seif-conscionsness  of  manhood  has 
taught  ns  that  tears  are  the  expression  of  emotions  too  sacred 
tar  exposore,  the  heart  will  often  break  rather  than  Tidate  Uiis 
iBttinct  of  oor  natnre.  Tragic  poetry,  in  dramatic,  or  epic,  or 
what  form  soever,  has  its  original,  its  archetype  in  the  sorrows 
which  float  lilce  clouds  over  the  days  of  human  existence. 
Ai&ictionB  travel  across  the  earth  on  errands  mysterious,  but 
■lerciful,  could  we  but  understand  them ;  and  the  poet,  fashion- 
ing the  likeness  of  them  in  some  sad  story,  teaches  Uie  imagina- 
tive lesson  of  their  influences  upon  the  heart 


JAMES  GATES  PERCIVAL,  1795—1866. 

This  dlstlngnished  flohoUr,  philosopher,  and  poet  wis  bom  at  Ber- 
ttB,  ConneotioTit,  September  15th,  1795,  and  graduated  at  Yale  College, 
in  1816,  with  high  honor.  After  leaving  college,  he  entered  the  medi- 
cal school  connected  with  the  same,  and  received  the  degree  of  M.  D. 
He  did  not,  however,  engage  in  practice ;  bnt  devoted  himself  chiefly 
to  the  cnltiyation  of  his  poetical  poweni,  and  to  the  porsnita  of  science 
and  literatore.  In  1820,  he  published  his  first  volume  of  poems ;  and 
in  1822,  another  volume,  under  the  name  of  **  Clio."  In  1824,  he  was 
for  a  short  time  in  the  service  of  the  United  States,  as  Professor  of 
Chemistry  in  the  Military  Academy  at  West  Point,  and  subsequently, 
IS  a  surgeon  connected  with  the  recruiting  station  at  Boston.  But  his 
tastes  lay  in  a  different  direction,  and  he  gave  himself  to  the  Muses, 
and  to  historical,  philological,  and  scientific  pursuits.  In  1827  he  was 
employed  to  revise  the  manuscript  of  Br.  Webster's  large  Dictionary, 
and  not  long  after  this  he  published  a  corrected  translation  of  Malte- 
B^nn's  Geography.  In  1835,  he  was  appointed,  in  connection  with  Pro- 
fessor C.  A.  Shepard,  to  make  a  survey  of  the  Geology  and  Mineralogy 
of  the  State  of  Connecticut.  Dr.  Peroival  took  charge  of  the  Geolo- 
gical part,  and  his  report  thereon  was  published  in  1842.  In  1843, 
appeared,  at  New  Haven,  his  last  published  volume  of  miscellaneous 
poetry,  entitled  "  The  Dream  of  Day  and  other  Poems."  In  1854,  he 
was  appointed  State  Geologist  of  Wisconsin,  and  his  first  Report  on 
that  survey  was  published  in  January,  1855.    The  larger  part  of  this 
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year  he  spent  in  the  field.  Wliile  preparing  bis  saoond  report,  ld» 
health  gare  waj,  and  after  a  gentle  decline,  he  expired  on  the  2d  of 
May,  185^,  at  Haiel  &neu,  Wiaeonsin. 

However  mnoh  disUngoished  Mr.  Perciyal  is  for  his  elaasical  lean- 
ing, and  for  hii  varied  attainments  in  philology  and  general  soienofl^ 
he  will  be  chieflj  known  to  poeteritj  as  one  of  the  most  eminent  of 
onr  poets,  for  the  richness  of  his  fancy,  the  copiooaness  and  beantj  ef 
his  language,  his  life  like  descriptions,  his  sweet  and  touching  pathos, 
as  well  as,  at  times,  his  spirited  and  soul-stirring  measures.  The  Mr 
lowing  selections  will  give  a  just  idea  of  his  various  styles  :^- 


ODB ^LIBERTY  TO  ATHENS.* 

The  flag  of  freedom  floats  once  more 

Around  the  lofty  Parthenon ; 
It  waves,  as  waved  the  palm  of  yore, 

In  days  departed  long  and  gene ; 
As  bright  a  glory,  fh)m  the  skies. 

Pours  down  its  light  around  those  towers, 
And  once  again  the  G^reeks  arise, 

As  in  their  country's  noblest  hours ; 
Their  swords  are  girt  in  virtue's  cause, 

Minerva's  sacred  hill  is  free — 
0 1  may  she  keep  her  equal  laws. 

While  man  shall  live,  and  time  shall  be* 

The  pride  of  all  her  shrines  went  down ; 

The  Qoth,  the  Frank,  the  Turk  had  reft 
The  laurel  from  her  civic  crown ; 

Her  helm  by  many  a  sword  was  cleft : 
She  lay  among  her  ruins  low — 

Where  grew  the  palm,  the  cypress  rose. 
And  crushed  and  bruised  by  many  a  blow, 

She  cowered  beneath  her  savage  foes : 
But  now  again  she  springs  from  earth. 

Her  loud,  awakening  trumpet  speaks ; 
She  rises  in  a  brighter  birth. 

And  sounds  redemption  to  the  Qreeks. 

It  is  the  classic  Jubilee — 
Their  servile  years  have  rolled  away ; 

The  clouds  that  hovered  o'er  them  flee. 
They  hail  the  dawn  of  freedom's  day ; 

*  "In  this  crowded,  classioal,  and  animaied  piotare,  the  ocoifionftl  r*- 
semblance  to  Lord  Byron  ought  not  to  be  called  an  imitation  so  mveh  et  s 
■nceessfnl  attempt  at  rivalry  J'  Bead  articles  on  hii  poetfy,  in  the  lOth  »m4 
22d  Tolomes  of  North  Amerioan  Review. 
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*  From  Heaven  the  golden  light  desoends, 

The  times  of  old  are  on  the  wing, 
And  glory  there  her  pinion  hends, 

And  beantj  wakes  a  fairer  spring ; 
The  hills  of  Qreeoe,  her  rooks,  her  waves, 

Are  all  in  triomph's  pomp  arrayed ; 
A  light  that  points  their  tyrants'  graves 

Plays  ronnd  each  bold  Athenian's  blade. 

The  Parthenon,  the  sacred  shrine, 

Where  wisdom  held  her  pnre  abode : 
The  hill  of  Mars,  where  light  divine 

Proclaimed  the  tme,  bnt  unknown  Gk>d ; 
Where  Justice  held  unyielding  sway. 

And  trampled  all  corruption  down, 
And  onward  took  her  lofty  way 

To  reach  at  truth's  unfading  crown : 
The  rook,  where  liberty  was  full. 

Where  eloquence  her  torrents  rolled, 
And  loud,  against  the  despot's  rule, 

A  kneU  the  patriot's  fury  toUed : 
The  stage,  whereon  the  drama  spake 

In  tones  that  seemed  the  words  of  Heaven, 
Which  made  the  wretch  in  terror  shake, 

As  by  avenging  furies  driven : 
The  groves  and  gardens,  where  the  Are 

Of  wisdom,  as  a  fountain,  b\Amed, 
And  every  eye,  that  dared  aspire 

To  truth,  has  long  in  worship  turned : 
The  halls  and  porticos,  where  trod 

The  moral  sage,  severe,  unstained, 
And  where  the  intellectual  Qod 

In  all  the  light  of  science  reigned : 
The  schools,  where  rose  in  symmetry 

The  simple,  but  majestic  pile. 
Where  marble  threw  its  roughness  by. 

To  glow,  to  frown,  to  weep,  to  smile. 
Where  colors  made  the  canvas  live. 

Where  music  rolled  her  flood  along. 
And  all  the  charms,  that  art  can  give, 

Were  blent  with  beauty,  love,  and  song : 
The  port,  from  whose  capacious  womb 

Her  navies  took  their  conquering  road : 
The  heralds  of  an  awfal  doom 

To  all,  who  would  not  kiss  her  rod : — 
On  these  a  dawn  of  glory  sj^ngs. 

These  trophies  of  her  brightest  fame ; 
Away  the  long-chained  city  flings 

Her  weeds,  hejr  shackles,  and  her  shame ; 
Again  her  ancient  souls  awake, 

Harmodius  bears  anew  his  sword ; 
Her  sons  in  wrath  their  fetters  break. 

And  freedom  is  their  only  lord. 
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Tffifi  fiKEENADS. 


Softlj  the  moonlight 

Ls  shed  on  the  lake, 
Cool  is  the  summer  nigh^— 

Wake !  O  awake  t 
Faintly  the  curfew 

Ls  heard  from  afor ; 
List  jet  oust! 

To  the  lirelj  Ottitar. 

Trees  cast  a  mellow  riiade 

Over  the  rale, 
Sweetly  the  serenade 

Breathes  in  the  gale ; 
Softly  and  tenderly 

Over  the  lake, 
Gayly  and  cheerily — 

Wake  I  O  awake  t 

See  the  light  pinnace 

Draws  nigh  to  the  shore. 
Swiftly  it  glides 

At  the  heave  of  the  oar, 
Cheerily  plays 

On  its  buoyant  ear, 
Nearer  and  nearer 

The  lively  Quitar. 

Now  the  wind  rises 

And  ruffles  the  pine, 
Ripples  foam-crested 

Like  diamonds  shine ; 
They  flash,  where  the  waters 

The  white  pebbles  lave, 
In  the  wake  of  the  moon. 

As  it  crosses  the  wave. 

Bounding  fh>m  billow 

To  billow,  the  boat 
Like  a  wild  swan  is  seen 

On  the  waters  to  float ; 
And  the  light  dipping  oars 

Bear  it  smoothly  along 
In  time  to  the  air 

Of  the  Gk>ndolier*s  song. 


And  high  on  the  stem 

Stands  the  young  and  the  brave, 
As  love-led  he  crosses 

The  star-spangled  wave, 
A  ad  blends  with  the  munnnr 

Of  water  and  grove 
The  tones  of  the  night, 

That  are  sacred  to  love. 

The  maid  from  her  lattice 

Looks  down  on  the  lake, 
To  see  the  foam  sparkle. 

The  bri^t  billow  break, 
And  to  hear  in  his  boat, 

Where  ha  shines  like  a  star, 
Her  lover  s»  tmiderly 

Touch  his  Ouitar. 

She  opens  her  lattioe, 

And  sits  in  the  glow 
Of  the  moonlight  and  starlight, 

A  statue  of  snow ; 
And  she  sings  in  a  voice, 

That  is  broken  with  sighs, 
And  she  darts  on  her  lover 

The  light  of  her  eyes. 

His  love-speaking  pantomime 

Tells  her  his  soul — 
How  wild  in  that  sunny  dime 

Hearts  and  eyes  roll. 
She  waves  with  her  white  hand 

Her  white  fassolet, 
And  her  burning  thoughts  flash 

From  her  eyes'  living  jet. 

The  moonlight  is  hid 

In  a  vapor  of  snow ; 
Her  voice  and  his  rebec 

Alternately  flow ; 
Re-echoed  they  swell 

Prom  the  rock  on  the  hill ; 
They  sing  their  farewell, 

And  the  music  is  still. 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


171^5-1856.]  JAMXS  OATBS  PJEBdYAU  371 


OONSUMFTION. 

There  is  a  sweetness  in  woman's  decaj, 

When  the  light  of  beanty  is  fading  away, 

When  the  bright  enchantment  of  youth  is  gone. 

And  the  tint  that  glowed,  and  the  eye  that  shone, 

And  durted  aronnd  its  glance  of  power, 

And  the  Up  that  vied  with  the  sweetest  flower, 

That  ever  in  Psstnm*s'  garden  blew, 

Or  ever  was  steeped  in  fragrant  dew. 

When  all  that  was  bright  and  fair  is  fled. 

But  the  loveliness  lingering  ronnd  the  dead. 

0 !  there  is  a  sweetness  in  beauty's  close. 
Like  the  perfume  scenting  the  withwed  rose ; 
For  a  nameless  charm  around  her  plays, 
And  her  eyes  are  kindled  with  hallowed  rays, 
And  a  yeil  of  spotless  purity 
Has  mantled  her  cheek  with  Its  heavenly  dye ; 
Like  a  cloud  wherecm  the  queen  of  night 
Has  ])oured  her  softest  tint  of  light ; 
And  there  is  a  blending  of  white  and  blue. 
Where  the  purple  blood  is  melting  through 
The  snow  of  her  pale  and  tender  cheek ; 
And  there  are  tones,  that  sweetly  speak 
Of  a  spirit  who  longs  for  a  purer  day, 
And  is  ready  to  wing  her  flight  away. 

In  the  flush  of  youth  and  the  spring  of  feeling, 
When  life,  like  a  sunny  stream,  is  stealing 
Its  silent  steps  through  a  flowery  path. 
And  all  the  endearments,  that  pleasure  hath, 
Are  poured  firom  her  fall,  o'erflowing  horn, 
When  the  rose  of  enjoyment  conceals  no  thorn, 
In  her  lightness  of  heart,  to  the  cheery  song 
The  maiden  may  trip  in  the  dance  along. 
And  think  of  the  passing  moment,  that  lies, 
Like  a  fairy  dream,  in  her  dazzled  eyes, 
And  yield  to  the  present,  that  charms  around 
With  all  that  is  lovely  in  sight  and  sound, 
Where  a  thousand  pleasing  phantoms  flit. 
With  the  voice  of  mirth,  and  the  burst  of  wit, 
And  the  music  that  steals  to  the  bosom's  core. 
And  the  heart  in  its  fulness  flowing  o'er 
With  a  few  big  drops,  that  are  soon  repressed, 
For  short  is  the  stay  of  grief  in  her  breast : 
In  this  enlivened  and  gladsome  hour 
The  spirit  may  bum  with  a  brighter  power ; 

'  Biferiqne  rosaria  PflDsti. — Virg, 
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But  dearer  the  calm  and  qniet  day, 

When  the  Heaven-aiok  aonl  is  stealing  away. 

And  when  her  sun  is  low  declining, 

And  life  wean  out  with  no  repining, 

And  the  whisper,  that  tells  of  early  death. 

Is  soft  as  the  west  wind's  balmy  breath. 

When  it  comes  at  the  hour  of  still  repose. 

To  sleep  in  the  breast  of  the  wooing  rose ; 

And  the  lip,  that  swelled  with  a  living  glow. 

Is  pale  as  a  curl  of  new-fallen  snow ; 

And  her  cheek,  like  the  Parian  stone,  is  fair, 

Bnt  the  hectic  spot  that  flnahes  there. 

When  the  tide  of  life,  from  its  secret  dwelling, 

In  a  sndden  gnsh,  is  deeply  swelling, 

And  giving  a  tinge  to  her  icy  lips. 

Like  the  crimson  rose's  brightest  tips, 

As  richly  red,  and  as  transient  too. 

As  the  clonds,  in  antnmn's  sky  of  bine. 

That  seem  like  a  host  of  glory  met 

To  honor  the  snn  at  his  golden  set : 

0 !  then,  when  the  spirit  is  taking  wing, 

How  fondly  her  thoughts  to  her  dear  one  ding. 

As  if  she  wonld  blend  her  soul  with  his 

In  a  deep  and  long  imprinted  kiss. 

80  fondly  the  panting  camel  flies. 

Where  tiie  glassy  vapor  cheats  bis  eyes. 

And  the  dove  from  the  faloon  seeks  her  nest, 

And  the  infant  shrinks  to  its  mother's  breast. 

And  though  her  dying  voice  be  mnte. 

Or  faint  as  the  tones  of  an  nnstmng  late. 

And  though  the  glow  from  her  che&  be  fled, 

And  her  pale  lips  cold  as  the  marble  dead, 

Her  eye  stiU  beams  unwonted  fires 

With  a  woman's  love  and  a  saint's  desires, 

And  her  last  fond,  lingering  look  is  given 

To  the  love  she  leaves,  and  then  to  Heaven ; 

As  if  she  would  bear  that  love  away 

To  a  purer  world  and  a  brighter  day. 


TO  SENEGA  LAKE. 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  silver  lake  t 

The  wild  swan  spreads  his  snowy  sail, 

And  round  his  breast  the  ripples  break. 
As  down  he  bears  before  the  gale. 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  waveless  stream  I 
The  dipping  paddle  echoes  £ur, 

And  flashes  in  the  moonlight  gleam. 
And  bright  reflects  Uie  pdar  star. 
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The  wares  along  thj  pebUj  shore/ 

As  blows  the  north-wind,  heare  their  ft)am» 

And  carl  around  the  dashing  oar, 
As  late  the  boatman  hies  him  liome. 

How  sweet,  at  set  of  sun,  to  view 

Thj  golden  mirror  spreading  wide, 
And  see  the  mist  of  mantling  bine 

Float  round  the  distant  mountain's  side. 

At  midnight  hour,  as  shines  the  moon, 

A  sheet  of  silyer  spreads  below, 
And  swift  she  cuts,  at  highest  noon, 

Light  clouds,  like  wreaths  of  purest  snow. 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  silver  lake ! 

O  t  I  could  ever  sweep  the  oar. 
When  birds  at  earlj  morning  wake. 

And  evening  tells  us  toil  is  o*er. 


LOVE  OF  STUDY.* 

And  wherefore  does  the  student  trim  his  lamp, 
And  watch  his  lonely  taper,  when  the  stars 
Are  holding  their  high  festival  in  Heaven, 
And  worshipping  around  the  midnight  throne  ? 
And  wherefore  does  he  spend  so  jMitientlj, 
In  deep  and  voiceless  thought,  the  blooming  hours 
Of  youth  and  joyance,  when  the  blood  is  warm, 
And  the  heart  full  of  buoyancy  and  fire  f 

He  has  his  pleasures — ^he  has  his  reward : 
For  there  Is  in  the  company  of  books. 
The  living  souls  of  the  departed  sage, 
And  bard,  and  hero ;  there  is  in  the  roll 
Of  eloquence  and  history,  which  speak 
The  deeds  of  early  and  of  better  days  ; 
In  these  and  in  the  visions  that  arise 
Sublime  in  midnight  musings,  and  array 
Conceptions  of  the  mighty  and  the  good. 
There  is  an  elevating  influence. 
That  snatches  us  awhile  from  earth,  and  lifts 
The  spirit  in  its  strong  aspirings,  where 
Superior  beings  fill  the  court  of  Heaven. 
And  thus  his  fancy  wanders,  and  has  talk 
With  high  imaginings,  and  lectures  out 
Communion  with  the  worthies  of  old  time. 


*  There  are  many  yonUu,  and  nome  men,  who  most  earnestly  devote  them- 
wea  to  solitary  stadies,  from  the  mere  lore  of  the  parsuit.     I  have  here 
^c^mpted  to  give  some  of  the  causes  of  a  devotion  which  appears  so  unac- 
connUble  to  &e  stirring  world. 
32 
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With  eje  Qptnmed,  watching  the  mtatj  stars, 

And  ear  in  deep  attention  fixed,  he  site, 

Communing  with  himself,  and  with  the  world, 

The  universe  around  him,  and  with  all 

The  beings  of  his  memory  and  his  hopes ; 

Till  past  becomes  reality,  and  joys, 

That  beckon  in  the  future,  nearer  draw, 

And  ask  fruition — 0 !  there  is  a  pure, 

A  hallowed  feeling  in  these  midnight  dreams ; 

They  have  the  light  of  heaven  around  them,  breathe 

The  odor  of  its  sanctity,  and  are 

Those  moments  taken  from  the  sands  of  life. 

Where  guilt  makes  no  intrusion,  but  they  bloom 

Like  islands  flowering  on  Arabia's  wild. 

And  there  is  pleasure  in  the  utterance  ' 

Of  pleasant  images  in  pleasant  words. 

Melting  like  melody  in^o  the  ear, 

And  stealing  on  in  one  continual  flow, 

Unruffled  and  unbroken.     It  is  joy 

Ineffable  to  dwell  upon  the  lines 

That  register  our  feelings,  and  portray. 

In  colors  always  fresh  and  ever  new. 

Emotions  that  were  sanctified,  and  loved. 

As  something  far  too  tender,  and  too  pure, 

For  forms  so  frail  and  fading. 


THE  CORAL  GROVE. 

Deep  in  the  wave  is  a  coral  grove. 

Where  the  purple  mullet  and  goldfish  rove, 

Where  the  sea-fiower  spreads  its  leaves  of  blue, 

That  never  are  wet  with  the  falling  dew, 

But  in  bright  and  changeful  beauty  shine. 

Far  down  in  the  green  and  glassy  brine. 
The  fioor  is  of  sand,  like  the  mountain  drift, 

And  the  pearl-shells  spangle  the  flinty  snow ; 
From  coral  rocks  the  sea-plants  lift 

Their  bows  where  the  tides  and  billows  flow. 
The  water  is  calm  and  still  below. 

For  the  winds  and  waves  are  absent  there. 
And  the  sands  are  bright  as  the  stars  that  glow 

In  the  motionless  fields  of  upper  air. 
There,  with  its  waving  blade  of  green. 

The  sea-flag  streams  through  the  silent  water, 
And  the  crimson  leaf  of  the  dulse'  is  seen 

To  blush,  like  a  banner  bathed  in  slaughter. 

'  The  dalse  is  a  species  of  seaweed  of  a  reddish-brown  color,  foand  in  coa- 
sidersble  quantities  on  the  coast  of  Scotland.  It  adheres  to  the  rocks,  ia 
itripi  of  ten  or  twelve  inches  long  and  Vbont  half  an  inch  broad. 
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Th«re,  with  a  light  and  easy  motion, 

The  fan-coral  sweeps  throagh  the  clear,  deep  sea ; 
And  the  yellow  and  scarlet  tufts  of  ocean 

Are  bending,  like  com  on  the  upland  lea : 
And  life,  in  rare  and  beautiful  forms, 

Is  sporting  amid  those  bowers  of  stone. 
And  is  safe,  when  the  wrathful  spirit  of  storms 

Has  made  the  top  of  the  wave  his  own : 
And  when  the  ship  from  his  fury  flies. 

Where  the  myriad  voices  of  ocean  roar, 
When  the  wind  god  frowns  in  the  murky  skies. 

And  demons  are  waiting  the  wreck  on  the  shore, 
Then,  far  below,  in  the  peaceful  sea, 

The  purple  mullet  and  goldfish  rove, 
Where  the  waters  murmur  tranquilly 

Throngh  the  bending  twigs  of  the  coral  grove. 


JOSIAH  QUINCY. 

This  distinguished  statesman  and  scholar  was  bom  in  Boston,  on 
the  4di  of  February,  1772.  After  the  usual  preparatory  studies  at  Phil- 
lips Andover  Academy,  he  entered  Harvard  College,  graduated  in  1790, 
and  then  entered  on  the  practice  of  law  in  his  native  city.  In  1797, 
he  married  Elisa,  daughter  of  John  Morton,  a  merchant  of  New  York. 
In  1804,  he  was  eleoted  representative  from  Boston  to  the  Congiress  of 
the  United  States,  and  held  that  station  eight  successive  years,  until 
he  declined  a  re-election  in  1813,  when  he  was  chosen  senator  from 
SuiTolk  county  to  the  State  Senate,  which  position  he  held  till  1821. 
In  1822,  he  was  jsleoted  a  member  of  the  House  of  Representatives  of 
Massachusetts,  and  was,  at  the  opening  of  the  session,  made  speaker  of 
that  body.  The  same  year  he  was  appointed  Judge  of  the  Municipal 
Ck>urt,  but  resigned  the  office  on  his  election  as  Bfayor  of  Boston  in 
1823.  He  held  the  office  of  mayor  six  successive  years,  until  he  de- 
clined a  re-election  in  December,  1828.  In  January,  1829,  he  was 
called,  to  use  his  own  words,  "  from  the  dust  and  clamor  of  the  capitol 
to  the  PBesideney  of  Harvard  University,  and  waa  as  much  surprised 
at  the  appointment,"  he  said,  "as  if  he  had  received  a  call  to  the  pas- 
toral charge  of  the  Old  South  Church.''  He  delivered  his  inaugural 
address  in  Latin,  and  retained  his  office  until  his  resignation  in  1845. 
Since  that  time  he  has  held  no  public  office,  but  is  often  called  upon 
to  preside  at  assemblages  of  his  fellow-citizens,  being  always  ready  to 
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land  the  inflnenoe  of  hit  great  name  to  aUI  ereiy  eavse  wlii^ 
deemi  oonneoted  with  the  pabiio  good  or  natiooal  honor. 

Such  it  the  meagre  outline  of  the  public  life  of  this  great  mad  ] 
nun,  and  true  patriot.  He  hat  held  no  offioe  which  he  did  not  fill 
with  aingular  fidelity,  wiadom,  and  leaL  With  an  ardor  of  ' 
ment  and  energy  of  soul  seldom  equalled,  he  hat  erer  enlisted  1 
high  characteristics  in  the  cause  of  truth,  justice,  liberty,  1 
always  pursuing  the  right  rather  than  the  seemingly  ezpedienty  * 
Tinced  that  in  the  long  run  the  right  it  the  expedient.  Hit  rare  : 
courage  has  more  than  once  been  put  to  the  test,  when  ha  hma  stood 
alone,  braving  any  amount  of  obloquy  for  pursuing  what  he  deeoied 
the  truth,  and  what  duty  demanded  of  him.  When  he  waa  in  ibm 
House  of  Repreeentatives  of  the  United  States,  he  took  a  position,  Bome- 
times  literally  alone,  against  the.war  of  1812,  pronouncing  it  **  an  un- 
just, unnecessary,  and  iniquitous  war ;"'  and  when  in  the  Senate  €i  hia 
own  State,  in  reference  to  a. recent  naval  ricUwy,  he  preecnted  ihm 
following:  *' Resolved,  as  the  sense  of  the  Senate  of  Msisscbnsetla^ 
that,  in  a  war  like  the  present,  waged  without  justifiable  cause,  and 
prosecuted  in  a  manner  which  indicates  that  conquest  and  ambition 
are  its  real  motives,  it  is  not  becoming  a  moral  and  religious  people 
to  express  any  approbation  of  military  or  naval  exploits,  which  are 
not  immediately  connected  with  the  defence  of  our  sea-ooaat  and 
soU.»' 

As  Mayor  of  Boston,  Mr.  Quincy  showed  uncommon  enefgy,  wiadoM, 
and  executive  power.  At  the  earliest  dawn,  he  might  often  have  been 
seen  on  horseback,  traversing  the  various  streets  and  wharves  and 
alleys,  personally  to  inspect  their  condition,  and  to  see  what  improve- 
ments might  be  made;  Some  of  his  plans  for  advancing  the  beet  into* 
rests  of  the  city  seemed  at  the  time,  to  many  cautious  men,  altogether 
too  extended  aiid  almost  visionary ;  but  time  has  proved  that  they  were 
conceived  with  wisdom,  as  they  were  executed  with  energy;  and  the 
**  House  of  Industry,"  the  "  House  of  Reformation  for  JuvenUe  Ofisnd- 
ers,''  as  well  as  the  noble  granite  structure  that  bears  his  name, 
"  Quincy  Market,"  and  numerous  other  improvements,  remain  monu- 
ments of  his  wise  and  vigorous  administration.' 

As  President  of  Harvard  College,  Mr.  Quincy  exhibited  equal  fltneta 
for  guiding  aiEairs  in  academic  shades.    During  his  presidency,  **  debta 

'  For  myself,  I  hare  not  the  least  doabt  that  the  calm  and  impartial  judg* 
ment  of  posterity  will  folly  endorse  this  sentiment. 

*  His  son  Josiah  was  subsequentlj  Mayor  of  Boston,  inheriting  all  the 
high  and  noble  and  generous  charaoterisUos  of  his  fiUher — traly  **  a  ohip  of 
the  old  Uook." 
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were  paid,  entoirmenis  seoured,  buildings  renovatdd,  and  the  general 
eAcienoj  of  this  ancient  institntion  largely  promoted.*' 

Mr.  Quincy  is  now  enjoying  a  green  and  Tigoroos  old  age,  at  Ills 
ancestral  estate  in  Qninoy ;  and  thongh  not  taking  an  aotive  xMirt  in 
poblie  affoirs,  yet  feels  a  warm  interest  in  tliem.  And,  when  re- 
cently called  on  by  his  fellow-citisens,  he  lifted  np  his  eloquent  and 
ooorageons  Toice  against^  the  farther  encroachments  of  slavery,  and 
urged  the  f^-ee  States  to  exert  their  proportionate  influence  in  the 
aibiirs  of  the  govemment. 

The  literary  productions  of  Mr.  Quincy,  besides  his  "  Speeches  in 
Congress,  and  Orations  on  Various  Occasions,'*  which  have  been  pub- 
lished, are  "Memoir  of  Josiah  Quincy,  Jr.,  of  Massachusetts"  (his 
father) ;  **  Centennial  Address  on  the  Two  Hundredth  Anniversary  of 
the  Settlement  of  Boston ;"  "  A  History  of  Harvard  University,'*  2  vols. 
8vo. ;  "Memoir  of  James  Grahame,  Historian  of  U.  S.  A. ;"  "Memoir 
of  Major  Samuel  Shaw ;"  **  History  of  the  Boston  Athenaeum ;"  and  "  A 
Municipal  History  of  the  Town  and  City  of  Boston,  from  1630  to  1830," 
1  ToL  8vo.  1852.' 

THE  UMTTS  TO  LAWB.« 

Mr.  Chairman — ^lo  relation  to  the  subject  now  before  ns, 
other  gentlemen  mnst  take  their  responsibilities ;  I  shall  take 
mine.  This  embargo  mnst  be  repealed.  Yon  cannot  enforce 
it  for  any  important  period  of  time  longer.  When  I  speak  of 
jonr  inability  to  enforce  this  law,  lot  not  gentlemen  misunder- 
stand me.  I  mean  not  to  intimate  insurrections  or  open  defi- 
ances of  them ;  although  it  is  impossible  to  foresee  in  what  acts 
that  "oppression"  will  finally  terminate,  which,  we  are  told, 
"  makes  wise  men  mad."  I  speak  of  an  inability  resulting  from 
YBWj  different  causes.  The  gentleman  from  North  Carolina 
exclaimed  the  other  day,  in  a  strain  of  patriotic  ardor,  "What  I 
shall  not  our  laws  be  executed  ?  Shall  their  authority  be  de- 
fied f   I  am  for  enforcing  them,  at  every  hazard."    I  honor  that 

*  In  the  Presidential  eampaign  of  1856  he  took  the  deepest  interest,  and 
published  an  ''Address  illustratiTe  of  the  Nature  and  Power  of  the  Slave 
States,  and  the  Duties  of  the  Free  States,  delivered  at  the  request  of  the 
inhabitants  of  the  town  of  Quincy,  Mass."* 

*  Extract  from  the  Speech  of  Josiah  Qainoj,  delivered  in  the  House  of 
BepretenUtives  of  the  United  States,  November  28,  1808. 

*  It  would  be  well  if  this  admirable  address  of  the  patriot-sage  could  be  put  into 
the  bands  of  every  vonng  man  in  our  land.  While  this  Compeadinm  is  going  through 
the  press  (Feb.  186^},  **The  Life  of  John  Qnincj  Adams,  by  Josiah  Qulnoy,"  Is  an- 
Bonnc«>d. 
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gentleman's  zeal ;  and  I  mean  no  deviation  from  that  true  re- 
spect I  entertain  for  him,  when  I  tell  him  that,  in  this  instance, 
"his  zeal  is  not  according  to  knowledge." 

I  ask  this  Honse,  is  there  no  control  to  its  aoUiority  ?  u 
there  no  limit  to  the  power  of  this  national  legislatore?  I  hope 
I  shall  offend  no  man,  when  I  intimate  that  two  limits  exist — 
nature  and  the  cansHttUion,  Should  this  House  undertake  to 
declare  that  this  atmosphere  should  no  longer  surround  us, 
that  water  should  cease  to  flow,  that  gravity  should  not  here- 
after operate,  that  the  needle  should  not  vibrate  to  the  pdle — 
sir,  I  hope  I  shall  not  offend — I  think  I  may  venture  to  aflirra 
that,  such  a  law  to  the  contrary  notwithstanding,  the  air  would 
continue  to  circulate,  the  Mississippi,  the  Hudson,  and  the  Po- 
tomac would  roll  their  floods  to  the  ocean,  heavy  bodies  con- 
tinue to  descend,  and  the  mysterious  magnet  hold  on  its  course 
to  its  celestial  cynosure. 

Just  as  utterly  absurd  and  contrary  to  nature  is  it  to  attempt 
to  prohibit  the  people  of  New  England,  for  any  considm^ble 
length  of  time,  from  the  ocean.  Commerce  is  not  only  asso- 
ciated with  all  the  feelings,  the  habits,  the  interests,  and  rela- 
tions of  that  people,  but  the  nature  of  our  soil,  and  of  our 
coasts,  the  state  of  our  population,  and  its  mode  of  distribntion 
over  our  territory,  render  it  indispensable.  We  have  five 
hundred  miles  of  sea-coast,  all  furnished  with  harbore,  bajs, 
creeks,  rivers,  inlets^  basins,  with  every  variety  of  invitation  to 
the  sea,  wiUi  every  species  of  facility  to  violate  such  laws  as 
these.  Our  people  are  not  scattered  over  an  imm^se  sorfaee, 
at  a  solemn  distance  from  each  other,  in  lordly  retirement,  in 
the  midst  of  extended  plantations  and  intervening  wastes :  thef 
are  collected  on  the  margin  of  the  ocean,  by  the  sides  of  rivers, 
at  the  heads  of  bays,  looking  into  the  water,  or  on  the  sui^Mre 
of  it,  for  the  incitement  and  the  reward  of  their  industry. 
Among  a  people  thus  situated,  thus  educated,  thus  numeron, 
laws,  prohibiting  them  from  the  exercise  of  their  natural  ri^^ts, 
will  have  a  binding  effect  not  one  moment  longer  than  the 
public  sentiment  supports  them.  (Gentlemen  talk  of  twdve 
revenue  cutters,  additional,  to  enforce  the  embargo  laws.  Mul- 
tiply the  number  by  twelve,  multiply  it  by  an  hundred,  join  all 
your  ships  of  war,  all  your  gun-boats,  and  all  your  miUtia,  in 
despite  of  them  all,  such  laws  as  these  are  of  no  avail  when  they 
become  odious  to  public  sentiment. 
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NEW  ENGLAND.* 

What  lefi»on8  has  New  England,  in  erery  period  of  her  his- 
torj,  given  to  the  world  I  What  lessons  do  her  condition  and 
exaoaple  still  giye  I  How  unprecedented ;  yet  how  practical  I 
How  simple ;  yet  how  powerful  1  She  has  prored  that  all 
the  Tarie^  of  Christian  sects  may  live  together  in  harmony, 
Doder  a  goyemment  which  allows  equal  privileges  to  all — ex- 
dosive  pre-eminence  to  none.  She  has  proved  that  ignorance 
among  the  multitude  is  not  necessary  to  order,  but  that  the 
Barest  basis  of  perfect  order  is  the  information  of  the  people. 
She  has  proved  the  old  maxim,  that ''  no  government,  except 
a  despotism  with  a  standing  army,  can  subsist  where  the  people 
have  u*ms,"  is  false.  Ever  since  the  first  settlement  of  the 
country,  arms  have  been  required  to  be  in  the  hands  of  the 
whole  multitude  of  New  England ;  yet  the  use  of  them  in  a 
private  quarrel,  if  it  have  ever  happened,  is  so  rare,  that  a  late 
writer,  of  great  intelligence,  who  had  passed  his  whole  life  in 
New  England,  and  possessed  extensive  means  of  information, 
declares,  "I  know  not  a  single  instance  of  it.'" 

Such  are  the  true  glories  of  the  institutions  of  our  fathers ! 
Such  the  natural  fruits  of  that  patience  in  toil,  that  frugality 
of  disposition,  that  temperance  of  habit,  that  general  diffusion 
of  Jmowledge,  and  that  sense  of  religious  responsibility,  incul- 
cated by  the  precepts,  and  exhibited  in  the  example  of  every 
generation  of  our  ancestors ! 

And  now,  standing  at  this  hour  on  the  dividing  line  which 
separates  the  ages  that  are  past  from  those  which  are  to  come, 
how  solemn  is  the  thought,  that  not  one  of  this  vast  assembly 
— not  one  of  that  great  multitude  who  now  throng  our  streets, 
rejoice  in  our  fields,  and  make  our  hills  echo  with  their  gratu- 
lations,  shall  live  to  witness  the  next  return  of  the  era  we  this 
day  celebrate  1  The  dark  veil  of  futurity  conceals  from  human 
sight  the  fate  of  cities  and  nations,  as  well  as  of  individuals. 
Man  passes  away;  generations  are  but  shadows.  There  is  no- 
thing stable  but  truth ;  principles  only  are  immortal. 

What,  then,  in  conclusion  of  this  great  topic,  are  the  ele- 
ments of  the  liberty,  prosperity,  and  safety,  which  the  inhabit- 
ants of  New  England  at  this  day  enjoy  ?    In  what  language, 

•  From  the  "Centennial  Addreis,*'  delivered  in  Boston  on  the  17th  of 
September,  1330,  at  the  close  of  the  WQoni  century  from  tl^e  first  settlement 
of  the  city. 

*  Bev.  Timothy  Dwight,  D.  D. 
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and  concerning  what  comprehensive  tmths,  does  the  wisdom 
of  former  times  address  the  inexperience  of  the  future  i 

Those  elements  are  simple,  obvious,  and  familiar. 

Every  civil  and  religious  blessing  of  New  England,  all  that 
here  gives  happiness  to  human  life,  or  security  to  human  virtae, 
is  alone  to  be  perpetuated  in  the  forms  and  under  the  auspices 
of  a  free  commonwealth. 

The  commonwealth  itself  has  no  other  strength  or  hope  than 
the  intelligence  and  virtue  of  the  individuals  that  compose  It. 

For  the  intelligence  and  virtue  of  individuals,  there  is  do 
other  human  assurance  than  laws,  providing  for  the  education 
of  the  whole  people. 

These  laws  themselves  have  no  strength,  or  efficient  sanction, 
except  in  the  moral  and  accountable  nature  of  man,  disclosed 
in  the  records  of  the  Christian's  fiuth;  the  right  to  read,  to 
construe,  and  to  judge  concerning  which,  belongs  to  no  class 
or  caste  of  men,  but  exclusively  to  the  individual,  who  mast 
stand  or  fall  by  his  own  acts  and  his  own  faith^  and  not  by 
those  of  another. 

The  great  comprehensive  truths,  written  in  letters  of  Kving 
light  on  every  page  of  our  history — the  language  addr^sed  by 
every  past  age  of  New  England  to  all  future  ages  is  this: 
Human  happtnesg  has  no  perfect  security  but  freedom  ;^-fr^' 
dom  none  hut  virtue  ;^^virtue  none  but  knowledge ;  and  neither 
freedom  t  nor  virtue,  nor  knowledge  has  ang  vigor,  or  immortal 
hope,  except  in  the  principles  of  the  Christian  faith,  and  in  the 
sanctions  of  the  Christian  religion. 

Men  of  Massachusetts  1  citizens  of  Boston  I  descendants  of 
the  early  emigrants!  consider  your  blessings;  consider  your 
duties.  You  have  an  inheritance  acquired  by  the  labors  and 
snfiferings  of  six  successive  generations  of  ancestors.  They 
founded  the  fabric  of  your  prosperity,  in  a  severe  and  mascu- 
line morality ;  having  intelligence  for  its  cement,  and  religion 
for  its  ground-work.  Continue  to  build  on  the  same  founda* 
tion,  and  by  the  same  principles ;  let  the  extending  temple  of 
your  country's  freedom  rise,  in  the  spirit  of  ancient  times,  in 
proportions  of  intellectual  and  moral  architecture — just,  simple, 
and  sublime.  As  from  the  first  to  this  day,  let  New  England 
continue  to  be  an  example  to  the  world,  of  the  blessings  of  a 
free  government,  and  of  the  means  and  capacity  of  man  to 
maintain  it  I  And,  in  all  times  to  come,  as  in  all  times  past, 
may  Boston  be  among  the  foremost  and  the  boldest  to  exem- 
plify and  uphold  whatever  constitutes  the  prosperity,  the  hap- 
piness, and  the  glory  of  New  England  I 
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LYMAN  BEECHER. 


Thes  Tenerable  and  elocjuent  clergyman  was  born  at  New  Haven,  on 

the  12tli  of  September,  1775.    After  going  throngb  tbe  osual  course 

of  preparatory  studies,  he  entered  Yale  College,  and  after  graduating 

ha  studied  divinity  under  Dr.  Dwight.     He  entered  the  ministry  in 

1798y  and  in  the  following  year  was  settled  at  East  Hampton,  Long 

Island.     Here,  in  1806  (two  years  after  Hamilton  was  killed  by  Burr), 

be  preached  that  admirable  sermon,  entitled  "  Remedy  for  Duelling," 

whidi,  had  he  published  nothing  else,  is  enough  to  preserve  his  name 

to  posterity.*    In  1810,  he  took  charge  of  the  First  Congregational 

Chojpch  in  Litchfield,  Connecticut,  where  he  remained  about  sixteen 

years,  and  preached  with  great  success,  exerting,  as  such  a  mind  of 

oonrae  must,  a  commanding  influence  upon  his  ministerial  brethren, 

and  the  church  at  large.'     During  this  period,  he  assisted  in  the 

eetabllBhment  of  the  Connecticut  Missionary  Society,  the  Connecticut 

Education  Society,  the  American  Bible  Society,  and  other  associations 

of  a  similar  character.    In  1826,  he  accepted  the  call  to  the  Hanover 

Street  Church,  Boston,  where  his  labors  for  two  or  three  years  were 

meet  arduous  and  unremitted  in  the  cause  of  religion,  and  the  revival 

of  the  early  Puritan  faith  in  that  great  literary  and  commercial  city. 

Among  other  labors,  he  assisted  in  establishing  "  The  Spirit  of  the 

PSlgrims"  (a  monthly  religious  Journal),  and  preached,  and  prepared 

for  the  press,  "  Six  Sermons  on  the  Nature,  Occasions,  Signs,  Evils, 

and  Remedy  of  Intemperance  ;"*  of  the  power  and  eloquence  of  which 

it  is  enough  to  say  that,  notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  written 

and  published  since  on  this  great  theme,  these  sermons  yet  remain 

unrivalled.^    In  1832,  he  was  called  to  the  Presidency  of  Lane  Theo- 

<  While  at  East  Hampton,  he  pablislied  three  other  diMonraea — *<The  His- 
tory of  Bast  Hampton''— "  The  Govenunent  of  God  Desirable"— and  a 
*' Funeral  Sermon.'^ 

*  While  at  Litchfield,  he  published  sermons  on  the  "Reformation  of 
Morals*'—"  Building  up  of  Waste  Places"-'*  A  Funeral  Discourse"- "The 
Bible  a  Code  of  Laws"— "The  Faith  once  Delivered  to  the  Saints"— "The 
Designs,  Bights,  and  Duties  of  Local  Churches"— and  "The  Means  of  Na- 
tional Prosperity." 

'  It  has  been  well  said  :  "  Had  Dr.  Beecher  no  other  distinction,  his  con- 
neetion  with  the  great  moral  movement  of  our  age — the  Temperance  Reform 
(of  whioh  he  may  be  considered  one  of  the  founders,  if  not  thb  founder) — , 
would  entitle  him  to  an  enviable  eminence  in  the  history  of  his  times." 

•  The  following  racy  criticism  upon  Dr.  Beecher's  writings  appeared  in 
the  ''Bibliotheea  Sacra,"  1852:  "  His  mind  is  thoroughly  of  the  New  Eng- 
land  stamp;  and  whatever  subject  it  touches,  its  constant  struggle  is  for 
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logical  Seminary,  Cincinnati ;  and  for  ten  jears,  in  conjiinotioii  with 
his  academic  duties,  he  sustained  the  pastoral  care  <tf  the  Second 
Presbjterian  Church,  in  that  city.  He  then  resigned  his  conneoUon 
with  the  Seminary,  and  returned  to  where  he  now  resides.  Such  is 
the  brief  chronological  outline  of  Dr.  Beecher's  life.* 

Dr.  Beecher's  chief  publications  consist  of  sermons  and  addresses, 
and  a  work  on  "Political  Atheism."  A  collection  of  his  writings,  in 
four  compact  duodecimo  volumes,  was  published  in  Boston,  in  IB52. 


THE  SIN  OF  TRAFFIGKINQ  IN  ARDENT  SPIBITS. 

Haa  not  God  connected  with  all  lawful  avocations  the  welfare 
of  the  life  that  now  is,  and  of  that  which  is  to  come  f  And  can 
we  lawfollj  amass  property  by  a  coarse  of  trade  which  fills  the 
land  with  begrgars,  and  widows,  and  orphans,  and  crimes; 
which  peoples  the  graveyard  with  premature  mortality,  and  the 
world  of  wo  with  the  victims  of  despair  ?  Oonld  all  the  forms 
of  evil  produced  in  the  land  by  intemperance  come  npon  qs 
in  one  horrid  array,  it  wonld  appal  the  nation,  and  pat  an  end 
to  the  traffic  in  ardent  spirits.  If  in  every  dwelling  built  by 
blood,  the  stone  from  the  wall  should  atter  all  the  cries  which 
the  bloody  traffic  extorts — and  the  beam  oat  of  the  timber 
should  echo  them  back — ^who  would  build  sach  a  house  ? — and 
who  woold  dwell  in  it?  What  if  in  every  part  of  the  dwelling, 
from  the  cellar  upward,  through  all  the  halls  and  chambers — 
babblings,  and  contentions,  and  voices,  and  groans,  and  shrieks, 
and  wailings,  were  heard  day  and  night  I  What  if  the  cold 
blood  oozed  out,  and  stood  in  drops  upon  the  walls ;  and,  by 
preternatural  art,  all  the  ghastly  skulls  and  bones  of  the  victims 
destroyed  by  intemperance,  should  stand  upon  the  walls,  in 
horrid  sculpture  within  and  without  the  building  I — who  would 
rear  such  a  building  f  What  if  at  eventide,  and  at  midnight, 
the  airy  forms  of  men  destroyed  by  intemperance,  were  dimly 

deJlniunesSf  eUam&Ut  and  utility.  Beautiful  tropes  wbioh  adorn  nothing- 
ness and  corer  np  emptiness,  fine  language  which  would  express  a  tho«gh4 
handsomely,  if  there  were  anj  thought  there  to  be  expressed  by  it,  for  suek 
things  as  these  you  will  look  in  vain  among  Br.  Beeoher's  works.  In  his 
style  there  is  conciseness  and  pungeney,  brilliancy  and  vigor,  oleamost  and 
sharpness,  rhetoric  and  logic  in  remarkable  combination." 

'  In  the  progress  of  hb  life,  he  writes :  "I  have  laid  no  plans  of  my  own, 
but  simply  consecrated  myself  to  Christ  and  his  cause,  confiding  in  his 
guidance  and  preservation ;  and  meeting,  as  I  might  be  able,  such  exigeneies 
as  his  providence  placed  before  me,  whidi  has  always  kept  my  head,  k 
and  heart  ivM.'' —Brief  Memoirs  of  the  CloiaofXm,  of  Yale  Coliege. 
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seen  haanting  the  distilleries  and  stores,  where  thej  received 
their  bane — ^following  the  track  of  the  ship  engaged  in  the 
commerce — walking  npon  the  waves — flitting  athwart  the  deck 
— sitting  npon  the  rigging — and  sending  op,  from  the  hold 
within,  and  from  the  waves  without,  groans,  and  lond  laments, 
and  wailings  I  Who  would  attend  such  stores  ?  Who  wonld 
labor  in  snch  distilleries  ?    Who  wonld  navigate  such  ships? 


APPEAL  TO  TOUNO  MEN. 

Coald  I  call  aroand  me  in  one  vast  assembly  the  temperate 
yoong  men  of  onr  land,  I  would  say — Hopes  of  the  nation, 
blessed  be  ye  of  the  Lord  now  in  the  dew  of  your  youth.  But 
look  well  to  your  footsteps:  for  vipers,  and  scorpions,  and 
adders  surround  your  way — look  at  the  generation  who  have 
just  preceded  you — ^the  morning  of  their  life  was  cloudless,  and 
it  dawned  as  brightly  as  your  own — ^but  behold  them  bitten, 
swollen,  enfeebled,  inflamed,  debauched,  idle,  poor,  irreligious, 
and  vicious — with  halting  step  dragging  onward  to  meet  an 
early  grave!  Their  bright  prospects  are  clouded,  and  their 
sun  is  set  never  to  rise.  No  house  of  their  own  receives  them, 
while  from  poorer  to  poorer  tenements  they  descend,  and  to 
harder  and  harder  fare,  as  improvidence  dries  up  their  re- 
sources. And  now,  who  are  those  that  wait  on  their  footsteps 
with  muffled  faces  and  sable  garments  ?  That  is  a  fiather — and 
that  is  a  mother — ^whose  gray  hairs  are  coming  with  sorrow  to 
the  grave.  That  is  a  sister,  weeping  over  evils  which  she  can- 
not arrest — and  there  is  the  broken-hearted  wife — and  there 
are  the  children,  hapless  innocents,  for  whom  their  father  has 
provided  the  inheritance  only  of  dishonor,  and  nakedness,  and 
wo.  And  is  this,  beloved  young  men,  the  history  of  your  course 
— in  this  scene  of  desolation,  do  you  behol^d  the  image  of  your 
future  selves — ^is  this  the  poverty  and  disease  which  as  an 
armed  man  shall  take  hold  on  you — and  are  your  fathers,  and 
mot|iers,  and  sisters,  and  wives,  and  children,  to  succeed  to 
those  who  now  move  on  in  this  mournful  procession — weeping 
as  they  go  ?  Tes — bright  as  your  morning  now  opens,  and 
high  as  your  hopes  beat,  this  is  your  noon,  and  your  night, 
unless  you  shun  those  habits  of  intemperance  which  have  thus 
early  made  theirs  a  day  of  clouds,  and  of  thick  darkness.  If 
you  frequent  places  of  evening  resort  for  social  drinking — if  ■ 
you  set  ont  with  drinking,  daily,  a  little,  temperately,  prudently, 
it  is  yourselves  which,  as  in  a  glass,  you  behold. 
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THE  PUELIIST  UNFlt  FOR  OFFICE  OF  TRUST. 

And  now  let  me  ask  yoa  solemnly ;  with  these  considers- 
tions  in  view,  will  you  persist  in  your  attachment  to  these 
gailty  men  ?  Will  you  any  longer,  either  deliberately  or 
thoughtlessly,  vote  for  them  r  Will  yon  renoance  allegiance 
to  yoar  Maker,  and  cast  the  Bible  behind  yonr  back  f  Will 
yoa  confide  in  men,  void  of  the  fear  of  Ood  and  destitute  of 
moral  principle?  Will  yon  intrust  life  to  murdsrbrs,  and 
liberty  to  DESPOTS  ?  Are  yoa  patriots,  and  will  yon  constitote 
those  legislators,  who  despise  you,  and  despise  equal  laws,  and 
wage  war  with  the  eternal  principles  of  justice  f  Are  yoa 
Christians,  and,  by  upholding  duellists,  will  you  delage  the 
land  with  blood,  and  fill  it  with  widows  and  with  orphaos  t 
Will  you  aid  in  the  prostration  of  justice — ^in  the  escape  of 
criminals — in  the  extinction  of  liberty  7  Will  you  place  in  the 
chair  of  stater— in  the  senate—or  on  the  bench  of  jastice,  men 
who,  if  able,  would  murder  you  for  speaking  truth  f  Shall 
your  elections  turn  on  expert  shooting,  and  your  deliberatire 
bodies  become  an  host  of  armed  men?  Will  yoa  destroy 
public  morality  by  tolerating,  yea,  by  rewarding  the  most 
infamous  crimes  ?  Will  yoa  teach  yoar  children  that  there  is 
no  guilt  in  murder  f  Will  you  instruct  them  to  think  lightly 
of  duelling,  and  train  them  up  to  destroy  or  be  destroyed  in 
the  bloody  field?  Will  yoa  bestow  your  saflfrage,  when  you 
know  that  by  withholding  it  you  may  arrest  this  deadly  evil — 
when  this  too  is  the  only  way  in  which  it  can  be  done,  and 
when  the  present  is  perhaps  the  only  period  in  which  resistance 
can  avail — whon  the  remedy  is  so  easy,  so  entirely  in  yoar 
power ;  and  when  God,  if  you  do  not  punish  these  gailtj  men, 
will  most  inevitably  punish  yon  7 

If  the  widows  and  the  orphans,  which  this  wasting  evO  has 
created  and  is  yearly  multiplying,  might  all  stand  before  yoa, 
could  you  witness  their  tears,  or  listen  to  their  details  of 
anguish  ?  Should  they  point  to  the  murderers  of  their  fathers, 
their  husbands,  and  their  children,  and  lift  up  their  voice,  and 
implore  your  aid  to  arrest  an  evil  which  had  made  them  deso- 
late, could  you  disregard  their  cry  7  Before  their  eyes  could 
you  approach  the  poll,  and  patronize  by  your  vote  the  destroyos 
of  their  peace  ?  Had  you  beheld  a  dying  father  conveyed 
bleeding  and  agonizing  to  his  distracted  family,  had  yoa  heard 
their  piercing  shrieks  and  witnessed  their  frantic  agony }  woald 
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j'ou  reward  the  savage  man  who  had  plunged  them  in  distress? 
Had  the  duellist  destroyed  your  neighbor — had  your  own  father 
l>een  killed  by  the  man  who  solicits  your  suffrage — bad  your 
son,  laid  low  by  his  hand,  been  brought  to  your  door  pale  in 
death  and  weltering  in  blood — would  you  then  think  the  crime 
a  small  one?  Would  you  honor  with  your  confidence,  and 
elevate  to  power  by  your  vote,  the  guilty  monster  ?  And  what 
-would  you  think  of  your  neighbors,  if,  regardless  of  yonr  agony, 
they  should  reward  him  ?  And  yet,  such  scenes  of  unutterable 
anguish  are  multiplied  every  year.  Every  year  the  duellist  is 
cutting  down  the  neighbor  of  somebody.  Every  year,  and 
many  times  in  the  year,  a  father  is  bronght  dead  or  dying  to 
his  family,  or  a  son  laid  breathless  at  the  feet  of  his  parents  ; 
and  every  year  you  are  patronizing  by  your  votes  the  men  who 
commit  these  crimes,  and  looking  with  cold  indifference  upon, 
and  even  mocking,  the  sorrows  of  your  neighbor.  Beware — I 
admonish  yon  to  beware,  and  especially  such  of  you  as  have 
promising  sons  preparing  for  active  life,  lest,  having  no  feeling 
for  the  sorrows  of  another,  you  be  called  to  weep  for  your  own 
sorrow ;  lest  your  sons  fall  by  the  hand  of  the  very  murderer 
for  whom  yon  vote,  or  by  the  hand  of  some  one  whom  his 
example  has  trained  to  the  work  of  blood. 


THE  DUTY  OP  VOTING. 

Multitudes  of  Christians  and  patriots  have  long  since  aban- 
doned party  politics,  and,  not  knowing  what  to  do,  have  almost 
abandoned  the  exercise  of  suffrage.  This  is  wrong.  An  en- 
lightened and  virtuous  suffrage  may,  by  system  and  concen- 
tration, become  one  of  the  most  powerful  means  of  promoting 
national  purity  and  morality ;  as  the  suffrage  from  which  the 
influence  of  conscience  is  withdrawn  cannot  fail  to  be  disas- 
trous. While  then,  as  freemen,  we  remove  one  temptation  to 
hypocrisy,  by  dispensing  with  a  profession  of  religion  as  a 
qualification  for  office,  and  exclude  all  occasions  of  jealonsy, 
by  bestowing  our  votes  without  reference  to  Christian  denomi- 
nation, let  all  Christians  and  all  patriots  exercise  their  rights 
as  electors  with  an  inflexible  regard  to  moral  character ;  and 
let  the  duellist,  and  the  Sabbath-breaker,  and  the  drunkard,  and 
the  licentious,  find  the  doors  of  honor  barred,  and  the  heights 
of  ambition  defended  against  them  by  hosts  of  determined  free- 
men, and  the  moral  effect  will  be  great.  The  discrimination 
by  suffrage  will  exert  upon  the  youth  of  our  country  a  most 
33 
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salatarj  restraint,  and  npon  dissolute  and  ambiUons  men  a 
powerful  reforming  influence.  Let  every  freeman,  then,  who 
would  perpetuate  the  liberty  and  happiness  of  his  country,  and 
transmit  to  his  descendants  of  distant  generations  the  precious 
legacy  which  our  fathers  have  sent  down  to  us,  inquire  con- 
cerning the  candidate  for  whom  he  is  solicited  to  vote :  Is  be 
an  enemy  to  the  Bible,  or  to  the  doctrines  and  institutions  of 
the  Gk>8pel  ? — is  he  a  duellist,  or  an  Intemperate  man,  or  a 
Sabbath-breaker,  or  dissolute,  or  dishonest  ? — and  if,  in  an  j  of 
these  respects,  he  be  disqualified,  let  him  withhold  his  Tote^ 
and  give  it  to  a  better  man — and  it  will  go  far  to  retrieve  the 
declensions  which  have  taken  place,  and  to  render  righteous- 
ness and  peace  the  stability  of  our  times. 


BENJAMIN  SILLIMAN. 

Profbssob  Benjamin  Silliican,  the  son  of  G.  S.  Silliman,  &q.,  a 
lawyer  of  distinction  in  his  day,  was  bom  in  North  Stratford,  now 
Trmnball,  Conneoticnt,  on  the  8th  of  August,  1779.  In  1792,  1m 
entered  Tale  College,  with  which  from  that  time  he  has  been  almost 
uninterruptedly  connected.  In  1799,  he  was  appointed  a  Tutor  in 
the  College,  and  at  the  suggestion  of  its  disting^shed  President,  Dr. 
Dwlght,  he  resolved  to  devote  himself  to  chemistry.  After  studying 
the  suhject  for  some  time,  at  New  Haven,  he  spent  two  jemn  in 
Philadelphia,  to  qualify  himself  more  thoroughly  in  it,  and,  in  1804, 
delivered  his  first  course  of  lectures  to  the  students  of  Yale  College. 
In  1805,  he  visited  Europe,  to  purchase  books  and  apparatus,  and  to 
attend  the  lectures  of  the  distinguished  Professors  in  Bdinbnrgh  and 
London.  On  his  return  home,  he  published  an  account  of  his  joomey, 
which  was  received  with  very  great  fav<^. 

In  1818,  Professor  Silliman  founded  the  '*  American  Journal  of 
Science  and  Arts,"  a  work  which  has  done  more  than  any  other  to 
raise  the  reputation  of  our  country  for  science,  and  to  make  her 
known  and  honored  abroad,  while  it  has  placed  the  learned  editor  in 
the  very  front  rank  of  scientific  men,  and  will  ever  remain  a  perma- 
nent monument  to  his  seal  and  perseverance  in  his  favorite  stndj. 
Besides  communicating  with  the  public  on  scientific  subjects  through 
the  press,  he  has  frequently  addressed  popular  audiences  on  the  same, 
and  always  with  great  acceptance.     His  easy  and  dignified  manners 
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bespeak  the  gentleman,  born  and  bred,  wbile  his  happy  talent  at 
illustration  and  tact  in  communioating  kDowledge,  always  render  his 
lectures  as  pleasing  as  they  are  instractive. 

In  1853,  Prof.  SilUman  resigned  his  office  as  a  Professor  in  Yale 
College,  and  was  elected  an  Emeritus  Professor.  He  was  snoceeded 
In  the  department  of  Geology,  by  Prof.  James  D.  Dana,  and  in  that  of 
Cliemistry,  by  his  son,  Prof.  Benjamin  Silliman,  Junior.  Notwith- 
Btanding  his  advanced  years  and  laborious  life,  his  vigor  of  mind  and 
b<Mlx  remains  nnimpaired,  and  since  his  retirement  from  active  duties 
in  CoU^e,  he  has  continued  to  take  a  deep  interest  in  the  progress 
of  science  at  home  and  abroad.  He  has  also  become  conspicuous 
among  American  citizens  for  the  noble  earnestness  with  which  he 
came  forward  and  united  with  others  in  the  recent  movements  for 
opposing  the  further  extension  of  slavery,  and  showing  his  warm 
sympathies  with  the  free  settlers  of  Eanzas. 

Professor  Silliman  has  fitly  been  called  the  "  Father  of  American 
Science,"  and  although  others  of  his  countrymen  preceded  him  in  the 
study  of  nature,  no  man  probably  has  done  so  much  as  he  to  awaken 
and  encourage  students  of  science,  to  collect  and  diffuse  the  researches 
of  American  Naturalists,  and  to  arouse  in  all  classes  of  the  commu- 
nity a  respect  for  learning  and  a  desire  for  its  advancement.  * 


THE  HABMONY  BETWEEN  SCIENCE  AND  BEYELATION. 

The  Bobject  of  Geology  is  not  one  which  can  be  advantage- 
oasly  discassed  with  the  people  at  large.  A  wide  range  of 
facts,  a  familiarity  with  physical  science,  and  an  extensive 
coarse  of  induction,  are  necessary  to  the  satisfactory  exhibi- 
tion of  geological  truths,  and  especially  to  establish  Uieir  con- 
nection and  harmony  with  the  Mosaic  history.  It  is  a  subject 
exclusively  for  the  learned,  or  at  least  for  the  studious  and  the 
reflecting ;  but  as  regards  their  own  mental  furniture,  it  can 
no  longer  be  neglected  with  safety  by  those  whose  province  it 
is  to  illustrate  and  defend  the  sacred  writings.  The  crude, 
yague,  unskilful,  and  unlearned  manner  in  which  it  has  been 

*  The  following  are  the  titles  of  most  of  Professor  SiUiman's  separate  pub- 
lications :  "American  Journal  of  Soienoe,"  60  Yolames,  1818-45.  Second 
Series,  by  SiUiman  and  Dana,  still  in  progress  ;  24  yolomes,  issued  down  to 
1S57.  «  Journal  of  Travels  in  England,  Holland,  and  ScoUand,  in  1805-6," 
2  Tols.  **  Henry's  Elements  of  Chemistry, ' '  edited  with  notes.  < '  Bakewell's 
(Jeology,**  edited  with  notes  and  appendixes.  "Elements  of  Chemistry,  in 
the  order  of  Lectures  given  in  Yale  College,"  2  vols.  "Visit  to  Europe,  in 
1851,"  2  vols  ,  six  editions. 
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too  often  treated,  when  treated  at  all,  by  those  who  are,  to  a 
great  extent,  ignorant  of  the  structare  of  the  globe,  or  who 
have  never  studied  it  with  any  efficient  attention,  can  comoiiiiii- 
cate  only  pain  to  those  friends  of  the  Bible  who  are  perfectly 
satisfied,  after  full  examination,  that  the  relation  of  geology  to 
sacred  history  is  now  as  little  understood  by  many  theologians 
and  biblical  critics,  as  astronomy  was  in  the  time  of  Galileo. 

There  is  but  one  remedy ;  theologians  must  study  geology, 
or,  if  they  will  not,  or  from  peculiar  circumstances  cannot  do  it, 
they  must  be  satisfied  to  receive  its  demonstrated  truths  firom 
those  who  have  learned  them  in  the  most  effectual  way,  not 
only  in  the  cabinet,  but  abroad  on  the  face  of  nature,  and  in 
her  deep  recesses.  They  will  then  be  convinced  that  geology 
is  not  an  enemy,  but  an  ally  of  revealed  religion ;  ^at  the 
subject  is  not  to  be  mastered  by  mere  verbal  criticism ;  that 
faithful  study  must  be  applied  to  facts,  as  well  as  to  words,  and 
that  there  is,  at  most,  only  an  apparent  incongruity,  an  incon- 
gruity which  vanishes  before  investigation. 

The  mode  in  which  the  subject  is  now  treated,  or  rather 
neglected  or  spurned,  by  many  theologians  and  critics  (not  by 
all,  for  there  are  honorable  exceptions),  is  not  safe,  as  regards 
its  bearing  on  the  minds  of  youth.  If  they  go  forth  into  the 
world  in  the  stiffness  of  the  letter,  and  without  the  knowledge 
or  proper  application  of  the  facts,  it  is  impossible  that  they 
should  sustain  themselves  against  those  who,  with  great  know- 
ledge and  no  reverence,  may  too  powerfully  assail  what  they 
cannot  defend. 

As  the  case  now  stands,  with  respect  to  most  theologians  in 
this  country,  the  geological  arguments  in  support  of  the  Mosaic 
history,  although  powerful  and  convincing,  are  unknown  and 
neglected,  or  they  are  denied,  slighted,  and  avoided ;  and  of 
course  they  can  be,  and  they  actually  are,  by  some  few  geolo- 
gists, turned,  with  too  much  success,  against  the  sacred  records; 
it  remains  with  the  defenders  of  those  records  to  say  whether 
the  purloined  weapons  shall  be  returned  to  the  armory  whence 
they  were  stolen,  and  from  which  they  may  be  again  drawn 
forth  for  efficient  use  in  support  of  the  cause  of  truth. 

After  a  long  course  of  careful  study  on  this  subject,  the  study 
of  the  earth  in  mines  and  mountains,  as  well  as  in  books  and 
cabinets,  we  feel  it  our  duty  to  declare  that  this  noble  science 
merits  not  the  neglect  with  which  it  is  frequently  treated,  nor 
the  reproaches  and  hostility  with  which  it  is  too  often  assailed. 
This  mode  of  treatment  will  not  destroy  the  facts,  or  for  a 
moment  retard  the  progress  of  truth.     Were  the  thunders 
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of  tbe  Tatican  now  levelled  at  geology,  as  they  were  two 
centories  ago  at  astronomy  and  some  of  its  early  cultivators, 
it  would  no  more  avail  than  it  then  did.  The  march  of  trulli 
is  onward,  and  onward  it  will  go.  Denunciation,  neglect,  or 
sneers  will  not  arrest  its  course,  nor  can  ignorance  or  mis- 
representation long  hold  it  in  dishonor.  The  Christian  world 
must  and  will  admit  its  established  truths,  and  these  truths 
teachers  must  learn,  or  their  pupils  will  leave  them  in  the  dark- 
ness which  some  appear  to  covet. 

Kind  communications  and  instructions  will  remove  the  doubts 
and  fears  of  those  who  are  anxious  lest  old  foundations  of  faith 
should  be  disturbed;  and  they  will  perceive  that  the  building 
does  not  totter  to  its  fall,  but  that  new  buttresses  and  props 
have  fixed  it,  more  firmly  than  ever,  on  an  immovable  basis  of 
physical  as  well  as  moral  demonstration. 

PkUotophy  of  Geology, 


TOE  M£R  DE  GLACE. 

Arrived  upon  its  immense  and  cold  bosom,  we  looked  eagerly 
around,  and  saw  that  it  was  indeed  a  sea  of  ice ;  or  rather,  it 
is  like  a  great  river  suddenly  congealed  in  the  midst  of  a  tempest. 
By  a  little  practice  with  our  poles  pointed  with  iron,  we  acquired 
confidence,  and  made  excursions  in  various  directions.  This 
glacier  is,  indeed,  a  wonder.  From  the  mountain  top  it  descends 
more  than  twenty  miles,  and  has  an  extent,  as  our  guides  assured 
ns,  of  more  than  fifty,  if  all  the  ramifications  are  included ;  it 
reaches  quite  down  into  the  valley  of  Obamonni.  The  breadth 
of  this  glacier,  in  that  portion  which  was  under  our  immediate 
inspection,  is  from  half  a  mile  to  a  mile.  It  is,  at  present,  much 
divided  by  cross  fissures  or  crevasses,  which  are  so  slippery  that 
great  care  is  requisite  at  all  times  to  avoid  falling  into  them. 
When  they  are  concealed  by  snow,  arched  over  them,  the  danger 
becomes  imminent,  and  in  such  cases  the  cautious  guides  try  the 
soundness  of  the  footing  by  applying  the  iron-pointed  alpen- 
stock. The  sides  of  the  crevasses  are  of  a  splendid  blue-green 
color,  and  the  ice  often  contains  pools  of  pellucid  water;  the  more 
superficial  cavities  are  little  lakes,  accessible  without  danger,  and 
the  water,  from  its  purity  and  coldness,  is  very  refreshing  to 
the  traveller.  Rills  of  water,  coursing  over  the  surface,  plunge 
into  the  crevasses  and  are  lost,  all  but  the  musical  murmur  of 
their  fall. 

Even  the  masses,  which  externally  are  soiled  and  dirty,  on 
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beiDg  broken  exhibit  pore  and  transparent  ice,  looking  like  the 
most  perfect  rock  crystal.  Every  morning  the  hotels  are  sap- 
plied  by  resorting  to  the  lower  end  of  the  glaciers.  They  need 
wish  for  nothing  purer;  and  thus  they  ha?e  an  unfailing  supply 
from  these  great  natural  ice-houses-^sources  which  are  peren- 
nial and  inexhaustible. 

The  first  appearance  of  the  glaciers  is  like  that  of  a  fearfully 
agitatexi  ocean,  tossed  by  violent,  and  conflicting,  and  eddying 
winds,  congealed  ere  the  billows  have  had  time  to  subside,  and 
thus  preserving  all  its  high  ridges,  its  peaks,  and  deep  hollows. 
Still,  there  is  a  degree  of  regularity  in  the  confusion ;  the  tumult 
has  observed  a  law  which  has  opened  the  fissures,  in  curves, 
parallel,  and  nearly  at  right  angles  to  the  rocky  banks,  the 
convexity  being  downwards  from  its  source. 

Vuit  to  Europe  in  1851. 


JOSEPH  T.  BUCKINGHAM,  1779. 

Joseph  T.  Buckikobav,  one  of  the  most  prominent  journalists  of  New 
England,  was  bom  at  Windham,  Connecticut,  on  the  21st  of  December, 
1779.  His  father,  who  kept  a  public  house,  died  when  he  was  but 
three  years  old,  leaving  a  widow  with  ten  children  in  the  most  desti- 
tute circumstances.*  She  continued  her  husband's  bosiness  a  shoft 
time,  and  then  had  to  abandon  it  on  account  of  ill  health.  She  WM 
received  into  the  family  of  her  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lathropi,  of 
Worthington,  Massachusetts,  and  judicious  disposition  was  made  of 
the  children.  Joseph  was  bound,  till  he  reached  the  age  of  afyteea, 
to  a  farmer,  in  whose  ikmily  he  acquired  a  tolerable  knowledge  of 
reading,  writing,  and  arithmetic,  and  read  whatever  books  came  in 
his  waj.  When  his  apprenticeship  was  ended,  he  obtained  a  siiua- 
tion  in  the  printing  office  of  David  Carlisle,  the  publisher  of  '*  Hie  Fkr- 
mer*s  Museum,*'  at  Walpole,  N.  H.  After  being  there  a  fsw  mootha, 
he  apprenticed  himself  in  the  office  of  the  "Oreenfleld  Gaxette." 

In  1800,  when  he  attained  his  manhood,  he  went  to  Boston,  where 
he  soon  found  employment.  In  1805,  he  commenced  the  publication, 
on  his  own  account,  of  a  small  magazine,  under  the  title  of  "Hie 

'  He  had  become  imporerished  by  famishing  rapplies  for  the  continental 
army,  as  he  received  his  pay  in  the  paper  money  of  the  timei,  which  depre> 
elated  to  almost  nothing. 
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Polxanthus."    It  was  Bospended  in  1807,  and  resumed  in  1812,  and 
oofntinaed  till  1817.     In  Jannarj,  1809,  he  published  the  first  number 
of  **  The  Ordeal,"  a  political  weekly,  of  sixteen  pages,  octavo,  which 
im-um   discontinued  in  six  months.     In  1817,  he  commenced,  with 
BAmael  L.  Knapp,  a  lawyer  of  Boston,  a  weekly  paper,  entitled  ''The 
liew  England  Galaxy  and  Masonic  Magazine,"  a  paper  which  was  con- 
ducted with  great  spirit,  talent,  and  independence,  and  which  ob- 
tained a  large  circulation.    After  three  years,  the  latter  part  of  the 
title  was  dropped,  to  suit  the  public  taste ;  but  he  continued  the 
paper  in  the  same  spirit  till  1828,  when  he  sold  out,  in  order  to  devote 
Ilia  entire  attention  to  "  The  Boston  Courier,"  a  daily  paper  which  he 
liad  commenced  in  March,  1824.    He  continued  to  edit  the  "  Courier" 
witb  great  ability  till  1848,  when  he  sold  out  his  interest  in  this  also.* 
In  1831,  Mr.  Buckingham  had  commenced,  in  conjunction  with  his 
son,  Edwin,  ''The  New  England  Magazine,"  a  monthly  of  ninety-six 
pages  octavo,  and  one  of  the  best  of  its  class  ever  published  in  our 
conntry,  containing  articles  by  some  of  the  best  writers  and  popular 
aathors  of  the  day.     In  less  than  two  years  his  son,  Edwin,  died  at 
sea,  in  a  voyage  undertaken  for  the  benefit  of  his  health ;  and  in 
1834,  the  magazine  was  transferred  to  Dr.  Samuel  G.  Howe  and  John 
O.  Sergent. 

For  a  number  of  years,  Mr.  Buckingham  was  a  member  of  the 
Massachusetts  Legislature,  and  for  two  years,  in  1847  and  1850,  he 
was  elected  a  senator  from  the  county  of  Middlesex,  as  he  resided  in 
Cambridge.  Since  he  retired  from  the  press,  he  has  published  *'  Spe- 
cimens of  Newspaper  Literature,  with  Personal  Memoirs,  Anecdotes, 
and  Reminiscences,"  in  two  volumes,  and  *' Personal  Memoirs  and 
Beoolleotions  of  Editorial  Life,"  also  in  two  volumes.  These  are  very 
interesting  and  instructive  books,  and  give  us  a  high  opinion  of  the 
author,  as  a  most  industrious  as  well  as  upright  man,  never  dis- 
couraged by  any  amount  of  difficulty  in  his  path ;  as  a  writer  of 
pure  and  nervous  English ;  and  as  an  editor,  truthful,  independent, 
eoorageoTts ;  and  loving  the  right  more  than  the  expedient.  As  a 
legislator,  Mr.  Bucl^gham  did  himself  lasting  honor  by  the  reports 
he  presented  as  chairman  of  committees  on  Lotteries,  on  the  Mexican 

>  He  sold  out  the  paper  for  a  reason  honorable  to  himself— he  would  not 
sell  his  principles.  It  was  a  "Whig"  J<Anal,  and  he  bad  warmly  espoused 
the  anti-slavery  wing  of  that  party.  The  principal  proprietors  of  the  paper 
were  rieh  men,  who  were  of  opposite  views,  and  as  they  could  not  induce  him 
to  change  his  course  as  editor  of  the  paper,  he  retired,  thus  adding  another 
to  the  many  instances  proving  the  truth  of  Shakspeare's  line, 

*'The  learned  pate  ducks  ths  golden  fooL" 
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War,  on  the  Pagitire  Slave  Bill,  and  on  manj  other  qnestions  of  pablJe 
interest. 

NATIONAL  FEELINO— LAFATETTB. 

The  incidents  of  the  last  few  days  have  been  sacL  as  will, 
probably,  never  again  be  witnessed  by  the  people  of  America 
— such  as  were  never  before  witnessed  by  any  nation  Duder 
heaven.  History  cannot  produce  the  record  of  an  event  to 
parallel  that  which  has  awakened  this  universal  borst  of 
pleasure — this  simultaneous  shout  of  approbation,  tbat  echoes 
through  our  wide  extended  empire. 

The  multitudes  we  see  are  not  assembled  to  talk  over  their 
private  gnefs — to  indulge  in  querulous  complaints — ^to  mingle 
their  murmurs  of  discontent — ^to  pour  forth  tales  of  real  or 
imaginary  wrongs — ^to  give  utterance  to  political  recrimina- 
tions. The  effervescence  of  faction  seems,  for  the  moment,  to 
be  settled — the  collision  of  discordant  interests  to  subside — 
and  hushed  is  the  clamor  of  controversy.  There  is  nothing 
portentous  of  danger  to  the  commonwealth  in  this  general 
awakening  of  the  high  and  the  low,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the 
old  and  the  young — this  **  impulsive  ardor,"  which  pervades 
the  palace  of  wealth  and  the  hovel  of  poverty,  decrepit  age 
and  lisping  infancy,  virgin  loveliness  and  vigorous  manhood. 
No  hereditary  monarch  graciously  exhibits  his  august  person 
to  the  gaze  of  vulgar  subjects.  No  conquering  tyrant  comes 
in  his  triumphal  car,  decorated  with  the  spoils  of  vanquished 
nations,  and  followed  by  captive  princes,  marching  to  the  music 
of  their  chains.  No  proud  and  hypocritical  hierarch,  playing 
"fantastic  airs  before  high  Heaven,"  enacts  his  solemn  mockeries, 
to  deceive  the  souls  of  men,  and  secure  for  himself  the  honor 
of  an  apotheosis.  The  shouts  which  announce  the  approach 
of  a  chieftain  are  unroingled  with  any  note  of  sorrow.  No 
love-lorn  maiden's  sigh  tonches  his  ear;  no  groan,  from  a  child- 
less father,  speaks  reproach ;  no  widow's  curse  is  ottered,  Id 
bitterness  of  soul,  upon  the  destroyer  of  her  hope;  no  orphan's 
tear  falls  upon  his  shield,  to  tarnish  its  brightness.  The  spec- 
tacle now  exhibited  to  the  world  is  of  the  purest  and  noblest 
character,  a  spectacle  which  man  may  admire,  and  God  approve 
— an  assembled  nation,  offering  the  spontaneous  homage  of  a 
nation's  gratitude  to  a  nation's  benefactor. 

There  is,  probably,  no  man  living  whose  history  partakes  so 
largely  of  the  spirit  of  romance  and  chivalry  as  that  of  the 
individual  who  is  now,  emphatically,  the  guest  of  the  people. 
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At  tbe  age  of  nineteen  years,  he  left  his  coantry,  and  espoused 
the  cause  of  the  American  colonies.     His  motive  for  this  con- 
doct  most  have  been  one  of  the  noblest  that  ever  actuated  the 
heart  of  man.     He  was  in  possession  of  large  estates;  allied 
to  the  highest  orders  of  French  nobility ;  surrounded  by  friends 
and  relatives ;  with  prospects  of  future  distinction  and  favor  as 
fair  as  ever  opened  to  the  ardent  view  of  aspiring  and  ambitious 
yoath.     He  was  just  married  to  a  lady  of  great  worth  and  re- 
spectability, and  it  would  seem  that  nothing  was  wanting  to  a 
life  of  affluence  and  ease.    Yet  Lafayette  left  his  friends,  his 
wealth,  his  country,  his  prospects  of  distinction,  his  wife,  and 
all  the  sources  of  domestic  bliss,  to  assist  a  foreign  nation  in 
its  struggle  for  freedom,  and  at  a  time,  too,  when  the  prospects 
of  that  country's  success  were  dark,  disheartening,  and  almost 
hopeless.     He  fought  for  that  country,  he  fed  and  clothed  her 
armies,  he  imparted  of  his  wealth  to  her  poor.     He  saw  her 
purposes  accomplished,  and  her  government  established  on 
principles  of  liberty.     He  refused  all  compensation  for  his 
services.     He  returned  to  his  native  land,  and  engaged  in  con- 
tests for  liberty  there.    He  was  imprisoned  by  a  foreign  govern- 
ment, suffered  every  indignity  and  every  cruelty  that  could  be 
inflicted,  and  lived,  after  his  release,  almost  an  exile  on  the 
spot  where  he  was  born.     More  than  forty  years  after  he  first 
embarked  in  the  cause  of  Anierican  liberty,  he  returns  to  see, 
once  more,  his  few  surviving  companions  in  arms,  and  is  met 
by  the   grateful  salutations  of  the  whole  nation.     It  is  not 
possible  to  reflect  on  these  facts  without  feeling  our  admiration 
excited  to  a  degree  that  almost  borders  on  reverence.     Sober 
history,  it  is  hoped,  will  do  justice  to  the  name  of  Lafayette. 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  fiction  to  embellish  his  character  or 
his  life. 

New  Englafid  Oalaxy^  1S2S. 


THS  EVILS  OF  LOTTERIES. 

A  lottery  is  gaming.  This  is  against  the  policy  of  society, 
and  there  are  few  civilized  nations  that  have  not  adopted  means 
to  restrain  or  entirely  prohibit  it;  because  it  is  seeking  property 
for  which  no  equivalent  is  to  be  paid ;  and  because  it  leads 
directly  to  losses  and  poverty,  and,  by  exciting  bad  passions, 
is  the  fruitful  original  of  vice  and  crime. 

It  is  the  worst  species  of  gaming,  because  it  brings  adroit- 
ness, cunning,  experience,  and  skill  to  contend  against  ignorance, 
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folly,  distress,  and  desperation.  It  can  be  carried  oo  to  an  in- 
definite and  indefinable  extent  withoat  exposure;  and,  by  a 
mode  of  settling  the  chances  by  ''combination  numbers" — an 
invention  of  the  modern  school  of  gambling — the  fate  of 
thousands  and  hundreds  of  thousands  may  be  determined  bj 
a  single  turn  of  the  wheel. 

Lotteries,  like  other  games  of  chance,  are  seductive  and 
infatnating.  Every  new  loss  is  an  inducement  to  a  new  ad- 
venture ;  and,  filled  with  vain  hopes  of  recovering  what  is  losti 
the  unthinking  victim  is  led  on,  from  step  to  step,  till  be  finds 
it  impossible  to  regain  his  ground,  and  be  gradually  sinks  into 
a  miserable  outcast;  or,  by  a  bold  and  still  more  guilty  effort, 
plunges  at  once  into  that  gulf  where  he  hopes  protection  from 
the  stings  of  conscience,  a  refuge  from  the  reproaches  of  the 
world,  and  oblivion  from  existence. 

If  we  consider  the  dealing  in  lottery  tickets  as  a  calling  or 
employmefU,  so  far  as  the  venders  are  concerned,  it  deserves  to 
be  treated,  in  legislation,  as  those  acts  are  which  are  done  to 
get  money  by  making  others  suffer;  to  live  upon  society  by 
making  a  portion  of  its  members  dishonest,  idle,  poor,  yieioos, 
and  criminal.  In  its  character  and  consequences,  the  dealing 
in  lottery  tickets  is  the  worse  species  of  gaming,  and  deserves 
a  set^erer  punishment  than  any  fine  would  amount  to.  If  it 
involves  the  moral  and  legal  offences  of  fraud  and  cheating, 
does  it  not  deserve  an  infamous  punishment,  if  any  fraudulent 
acquisition  of  mere  property  should  be  punished  with  infamy  1 
Considered  in  its  complicated  wrongs  to  society,  it  certainly 
deserves  the  severest  punishment,  because  it  makes  infamous 
criminals  out  of  innocent  persons,  and  visits  severe  aflSictions 
on  parents,  employers,  family  connections,  and  others,  who,  in 
this  respect,  have  done  no  wrong  themselves;  and  thus  the 
innocent  are  made  to  suffer  for  the  guilty — an  anomaly  which 
is  revolting  to  all  our  notions  of  justice,  and  to  all  the  moral 
and  natural  sympathies  of  mankind. 


MOUNT  AUBURN. 

Reader  I  if  you  would  have  the  sympathies  of  your  nature 
awakened,  your  earthly  affections  purified,  your  anxieties  chas- 
tened and  subdued,  your  hopes  animated,  your  faith  strength- 
ened— go  to  Mount  Auburn.  Go  not  for  the  gratification  of 
idle  curiosity,  to  comment  with  the  eye  of  a  critic  upon  the 
forms  of  the  monuments,  or  the  taste  of  those  who  placed  them 
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tbere ;  and  aboye  all,  go  not  there,  as  the  manner  of  some  is, 
with  cold  indifference,  to  scoff  at  the  mourner,  and,  with  heart- 
less irreverence,  to  shock  the  sensibility  of  the  bereaved  with 
yonr  antic  and  unseemly  behavior,  and  "  the  loud  laugh  that 
speaks  the  vacant  mind."  But  go  to  read  and  to  learn  the 
lesson  which  you  must,  yourself,  at  some  future  day,  transmit 
to  those  who  come  after  you.  Enter  the  gate  with  the  solemnity 
its  motto  imposes — The  dtist  shall  return  to  the  earth  as  it  was, 
and  the  spirit  shall  return  to  God  who  gave  it.  Put  off  thy 
shoes  from  thy  feet,  for  the  ground  is  holy.  There  is  no  feeling 
of  our  nature  so  vague,  so  complicated,  so  mysterious,  as  that 
with  which  a  reflecting  being  looks  upon  the  remains  of  his 
fellow  mortals,  and  the  emblems  and  memorials  of  man's  mor- 
tality. "  The  dignity  with  which  death  invests  even  the  meanest 
of  his  victims  inspires  us  with  an  awe  which  no  living  thing 
can  create.  The  monarch  on  bis  throne  is  less  awful  than  the 
beggar  in  his  shroud.  The  marble  features,  the  powerless  hand, 
the  stiffened  limbs,  the  tongue  chained  in  silence,  the  eyelids 
sealed  up  in  darkness.  0  who  can  contemplate  these  with 
feelings  that  can  be  defined  ?  And  then  the  spirit  which  ani- 
mated the  clay — where  is  it  now  f  Is  it  wrapt  in  bliss,  or  dis- 
solved in  wo  ?  Does  it  witness  our  grief,  and  share  our  sorrows  ? 
Or  is  the  mysterious  tie,  that  linked  it  with  mortality,  forever 
broken  ?  And  the  remembrance  of  earthly  scenes,  are  they  to 
the  enfranchised  spirit  as  the  morning  dream,  or  the  dew  upon 
the  eariy  flower?"  Such  reflections  must  naturally  arise  in 
every  breast ;  and  if  you  would  feel  their  influence,  and  profit 
by  their  operation,  go  to  Mount  Auburn. 
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WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

"  Wliat !  IrTlng !  thrice  welcome  warm  heart  aod  fine  brain ! 
Too  bring  back  the  happiest  spirit  from  Spain, 
And  the  gravest  sweet  hamor  that  ever  was  there 
Since  Cervantes  met  death  in  his  gentle  despair. 
Nay,  don't  be  embarrassed,  nor  look  so  beseeching, 
I  sha'n't  run  directly  against  my  own  preachlnc, 
And,  having  Jast  langhed  at  their  Raphaels  and  Dantes, 
Go  to  setting  yoa  np  t>eslde  uatohlera  Cervantes : 
But  allow  me  to  speak  what  I  honestly  feel :  • 
To  a  true  poet-heart  add  the  f^n  of  Dick  Steele, 
Throw  in  all  of  Addison  minus  the  chill, 
With  the  whole  of  that  partnership's  stock  and  good-will, 
Mix  well,  and,  while  stirring,  hnm  o'er,  as  a  spell, 
The  '  fine  old  English  Gentlemsn ;' — simmer  it  well ; 
Sweeten  Just  ta  your  own  private  liking,  then  strain, 
That  only  the  llnest  and  clearest  remain. 
Let  it  stand  out  of  doors  till  a  soul  It  receives 
From  the  warm  laxy  sun  loitering  down  through  greea  lenvM; 
And  you'll  find  a  choice  nature  not  wholly  deserving 
A  name  either  English  or  Yankee— just  Irving." 

LoweWs  Table/or  Qrftim, 

This  most  celebrated  and  widely  known  of  all  American  pn«e 
writers  was  bom  in  the  citj  of  New  York,  on  the  3d  of  April,  17B3. 
After  receiving  an  ordinary  school  education,  he  commenced,  at  the 
age  of  sixteen,  the  study  of  the  law.  In  1804,  in  conseqaence  of  ill 
health,  he  sailed  for  Bordeaux,  and  thence  roamed  orer  the  most 
beautiful  portions  of  Southern  Europe,  visited  Switzerland  Jtnd  H^- 
land,  sojourned  in  Paris,  and  returned  home  in  1806,  and  again 
resumed  the  study  of  the  law.  He  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  in  No- 
vember of  that  year,  but  never  practised.  Shortly  after,  he  took  a 
chief  part  in  "Salmagundi,"  the  first  number  of  which  appeared  in 
1807,  and  the  last  in  January,  1808.  In  December  of  the  following 
year,  he  published  his  "  Knickerbocker's  History  of  New  York."  A 
few  years  after,  he  edited  the  "  Analectic  Magazine,"  and  in  the  autumn 
of  1814  joined  the  military  staff  of  the  Governor  of  New  York,  as 
aid-de-camp,  and  secretary,  with  the  title  of  colonel.  At  the  oloee  of 
the  war,  he  embarked  for  Liverpool,  with  a  view  of  making  a  seoood 
tour  of  Europe;  but  the  financial  troubles  intervening,  and  the 
remarkable  success  which  attended  his  literary  enterprises  being  an 
encouragement  to  pursue  a  vocation  which  necessity,  no  less  than 
taste,  now  urged  him  to  follow,  he  embarked  in  the  career  of  author- 
ship. In  1818,  appeared  the  papers  called  the  "  Sketch  Book,"  trans- 
mitted from  London,  where  he  wrote  them,  to  New  York,  which  at 
once  attracted  universal  admiration,  not  here  only,  but  in  England, 
where  they  were  republished  in  1820.     After  residing  a  few  years  in 
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Bngljuid,  Mr.  Iiring  again  visited  Paris,  and  retained  to  England  to 
bring  out  **  Bracebridge  Hall,"  in  London,  Ma/,  1822.  The  next  winter 
he  passed  in  Dresden,  and  in  the  following  spring  pat  "  Tales  of  a  Tra- 
TeUer"  to  press.  He  soon  after  went  to  Madrid,  and  wrote  the  "  Life 
of  Colombos,*'  which  appeared  in  1828.  In  the  spring  of  that  year, 
he  visited  the  south  of  Spain,  and  the  result  was  the  "  Chronicles  of 
the  Conquest  of  Grenada,"  which  was  published  in  1829.  The  same 
jear,  he  revisited  that  region,  and  collected  the  materials  for  his 
"  Alhambra."  In  July,  he  went  to  England,  being  appointed  Secretary 
of  Legation  to  the  American  Embassy  in  London,  which  office  he  held 
until  the  return  of  Mr.  McLane,  in  1831. 

While  in  England,  Mr.  Irving  received  one  of  the  Guinea  gold 
medals  provided  by  George  IV.  for  eminence  in  historical  composi- 
tion, and  the  degree  of  LL.D.  from  the  University  of  Oxford.  His 
return  to  New  York,  in  1832,  was  greeted  by  a  festival,  at  which  were 
gathered  his  surviving  friends,  and  all  the  illustrious  men  of  his 
native  metropolis.  The  following  summer,  he  accompanied  one  of 
the  commissioners  for  removing  the  Indian  tribes  west  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi. The  fruit  of  this  excursion  was  his  graphic  ''Tour  of  the 
Prairies."  Soon  after  appeared  *'Abbotsford  and  Newstead  Abbey," 
and  *<  L^ends  of  the  Conquests  of  Spain."  In  1836,  he  published 
"Astoria,"  and  in  1837  "The  Adventures  of  Capt.  Bonneville."  In 
1839,  he  entered  into  an  engagement,  which  lasted  two  years,  with  the 
proprietors  of  the  Knickerbocker  Magazine,  to  furnish,  monthly,  arti- 
cles for  that  i>eriodioal.  Early  in  1842,  he  was  appointed  minister  to 
Spain,  and  on  his  return  to  this  country,  in  1846,  he  began  the  publi- 
cation of  a  revised  edition  of  his  works,  to  the  list  of  which  he  after- 
wards added  a  "Life  of  Goldsmith."  He  has  recently  published  a 
"  Life  of  Washington,"  in  three  volumes,  which  promises  to  be  tab 
life  of  that  illustrious  statesman  whose  name  he  wears. 

After  the  genial  lines  of  James  Russell  Lowell,  above  quoted,  so 
happily  descriptive  of  Mr.  Irving's  style,  we  will  add  nothing  but  a 
short  quotation  from  a  beautifully  written  and  appreciative  sketch  of 
his  life,  in  the  "  Homes  of  American  Authors."  "  The  eminent  success 
which  has  attended  the  late  republication  of  Irving's  works  teaches 
a  lesson  that  we  hope  will  not  be  lost  on  the  cultivators  of  literature. 
It  proves  a  truth  which  ""all  men  of  enlightened  taste  intuitively  feel, 
but  which  is  constantly  forgotten  by  aspirants  for  literary  fame,  and 
that  is — the  permanent  value  of  a  direct,  simple,  and  natural  style. 
It  is  not  only  the  genial  philosophy,  the  humane  spirit,  the  humor 
and  pathos  of  Irving,  which  endear  his  writings  and  seoure.  for  them 
an  habitual  interest,  but  it  is  in  the  refreshment  afforded  by  a  con- 
34 
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■tant  recorrenoe  to  the  unallojed,  anaffeotedy  clear,  flowing  stjl*  fin 
which  he  invariablj  expressefl  himself.'" 


COLUMBUS  FIRST  DIBCOYXBS  LAND  IN  THX  NSW  WOBIJ>. 

The  breeze  had  been  fresh  all  day,  with  more  sea  than  osoal, 
and  they  had  made  great  progress.  At  snnset  they  had  stood 
again  to  the  west,  and  were  plonghing  the  wares  at  a  rapid 
rate,  the  Pinta  keeping  the  head,  from  her  superior  sailing. 
The  greatest  animation  prevailed  thronghont the  ships;  Dotaa 
eye  was  closed  that  night.  As  the  evening  darkened,  Colarabns 
took  his  station  on  the  top  of  the  castle  or  cabin  on  the  high 
poop  of  his  vessel,  ranging  his  eye  along  the  dusky  horizon, 
and  maintaining  an  intense  and  unremitting  watch.  About  ten 
o'clock,  he  thought  he  beheld  a  light  glimmering  at  a  great 
distance.  Fearing  his  eager  hopes  might  deceive  him,  he  called 
to  Pedro  Gutierrez,  gentleman  of  the  king's  bed-chamber,  and 
inquired  whether  he  saw  such  a  light ;  the  latter  replied  in  the 
affirmative.  Doubtful  whether  it  might  not  yet  be  some  delu- 
sion of  the  fancy,  Columbus  called  Rodrigo  Sanchez  of  Segovia, 
and  made  the  same  inquiry.  By  the  time  the  latter  had  ascended 
the  round-house,  the  light  had  disappeared.  They  saw  it  once 
or  twice  afterwards  in  sudden  and  passing  gleams,  as  if  it  were 
a  torch  in  the  bark  of  a  fisherman,  rising  and  sinking  with  the 
waves,  or  in  the  hand  of  some  person  on  shore,  borne  np  and 
down  as  he  walked  from  house  to  house.  So  transient  and 
uncertain  were  these  gleams,  that  few  attached  any  importance 
to  them ;  Columbus,  however,  considered  them  as  certain  signs 
of  land,  and,  moreover,  that  the  land  was  inhabited. 

They  continued  their  course  until  two  in  the  morning,  when 
a  gun  from  the  Pinta  gave  the  joyful  signal  of  land.  It  was 
first  descried  by  a  mariner  named  Rodrigo  de  Triana  ;  but  the 
reward  was  afterwards  adjudged  to  the  admiral  for  having 
previously  perceived  the  light.  The  land  was  now  clearly  seen 
about  two  leagues  distant,  whereupon  they  took  in  sail,  and 
lay  to,  waiting  impatiently  for  the  dawn. 

The  thoughts  and  feelings  of  Columbus  in  this  little  space 
of  time  must  have  been  tumultuous  and  intense.  At  length, 
in  spite  of  every  difficulty  and  danger,  he  had  accomplished  his 

»  Read  *' Homes  of  American  Authors;*'  *•  North  American  Reriew," 
xxviii.  103,  ix.  322,  xxix.  293,  xxzT.  265,  xliv.  200,  xU.  1;  ''Edinburgh 
Review,"  xxxvii.  337,  xxxiv.  160. 
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object.  The  great  mystery  of  the  ocean  was  revealed ;  his 
theory,  which  had  been  the  scoff  of  sages,  was  triumphantly 
established;  he  had  secured  to  himself  a  glory  durable  as  the 
world  itself. 

It  18  difficult  to  conceive  the  feelings  of  sach  a  man  at  snch 
a  moment;  or  the  conjectures  which  must  have  thronged 
Qpon  hi«  mind  as  to  the  land  before  him,  covered  with  dark- 
ness. That  it  was  fruitful,  was  evident  from  the  vegetables 
which  floated  from  its  shores.  He  thought,  too,  that  he  per- 
ceived the  fragrance  of  aromatic  groves.  The  moving  light 
he  had  beheld  proved  it  the  residence  of  man.  But  what  were 
its  Inhabitants  f  Were  they  like  those  of  the  other  parts  of 
the  globe ;  or  were  they  some  strange  and  monstrous  race,  such 
as  the  imagination  was  prone  in  those  times  to  give  to  all 
remote  and  unknown  regions  ?  Had  he  come  upon  some  wild 
island  far  in  the  Indian  sea;  or  was  this  the  famed  Cipango 
itself,  the  object  of  his  golden  fancies?  A  thousand  specula- 
tions  of  the  kind  must  have  swarmed  upon  him,  as,  with  his 
aoxioas  crews,  he  waited  for  the  night  to  pass  away;  wondering 
whether  the  morning  light  would  reveal  a  savage  wilderness,  or 
dawn  npon  spicy  groves,  and  glittering  fanes,  and  gilded  cities, 
and  all  the  splendor  of  oriental  civilization. 

Lift  of  Columbus, 
VHJAL  AITECnON. 

I  sought  the  village  church.  It  is  an  old  low  edifice  of  gray 
stone,  on  the  brow  of  a  small  hill,  looking  over  fertile  fields, 
towards  where  the  proud  towers  of  Warwick  Castle  lift  them- 
selves against  the  distant  horizon. 

A  part  of  the  churchyard  is  shaded  by  large  trees.  Under 
one  of  them  my  mother  lay  buried.  Yon  have  no  doubt  thought 
me  a  light,  heartless  being.  I  thought  myself  so ;  but  there 
are  moments  of  adversity  which  let  us  into  some  feelings  of  our 
nature  to  which  we  might  otherwise  remain  perpetual  strangers. 

I  sought  my  mother's  grave ;  the  weeds  were  already  matted 
over  it,  and  the  tombstone  was  half  hid  among  nettles.  I 
cleared  them  away,  and  they  stung  my  hands ;  but  I  was  heed- 
less of  the  pain,  for  my  heart  ached  too  severely.  I  sat  down 
on  the  grave,  and  read  over  and  over  again  the  epitaph  on  the 
stone. 

It  was  simple — but  it  was  true.  I  had  written  it  myself.  I 
had  tried  to  write  a  poetical  epitaph,  but  in  vain ;  my  feelings 
refused  to  utter  themselves  in  rhyme.     My  heart  had  gradually 
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been  filling  during  my  lonely  wanderings;  it  was  now  charged 
to  the  brim,  and  overflowed.  I  sank  npon  the  ^rove,  and  buried 
my  face  in  the  tall  grass,  and  wept  like  a  child.  Yes,  I  wept 
in  manhood  upon  the  grave,  as  I  had  in  infancy  upon  the  bosom 
of  my  mother.  Alas  I  how  little  do  we  appreciate  a  mother^ 
tenderness  while  living  I  how  heedless  are  we  in  youth  of  all 
her  anxieties  and  kindness!  But  when  she  is  dead  and  gone; 
when  the  cares  and  coldness  of  the  world  come  withering  to 
our  hearts ;  when  we  find  how  hard  it  is  to  meet  with  true 
sympathy ;  how  few  love  us  for  ourselves;  how  few  will  befriend 
us  in  our  misfortunes;  then  it  is  that  we  think  of  the  mother 
we  have  lost.  It  is  true  I  had  always  loved  my  mother,  evea 
in  my  most  heedless  days ;  but  I  felt  how  inconsiderate  and 
ineffectual  had  been  my  love.  My  heart  melted  as  I  retraced 
the  days  of  infancy,  when  I  was  led  by  a  mother's  hand,  and 
rocked  to  sleep  in  a  mother's  arms,  and  was  without  care  or 
sorrow.  **0  my  mother  1"  exclaimed  I,  burying  my  face  again 
in  the  grass  of  the  grave,  "  O  that  I  were  once  more  by  your 
side ;  sleeping,  never  to  wake  again  on  the  cares  and  troubles 
of  this  world  1" 

I  am  not  naturally  of  a  morbid  temperament,  and  the  violence 
of  my  emotion  gradually  exhausted  itself.  It  was  a  hearty, 
honest,  natural  discharge  of  grief  which  had  been  slowly  acca- 
raulating,  and  gave  me  wonderful  relief.  I  rose  from  the  grave 
as  if  I  had  been  offering  up  a  sacrifice,  and  I  felt  as  if  that 
sacrifice  had  been  accepted. 

I  sat  down  again  on  the  grass,  and  plucked,  one  by  one,  the 
weeds  from  her  grave ;  the  tears  trickled  more  slowly  down  my 
cheeks,  and  ceased  to  be  bitter.  It  was  a  comfort  to  think  that 
she  had  died  before  sorrow  and  poverty  came  upon  her  child, 
and  that  all  his  great  expectations  were  blasted. 

I  leaned  my  cheek  upon  my  hand,  and  looked  upon  the  land- 
scape. Its  quiet  beauty  soothed  me.  The  whistle  of  a  peasant 
from  an  adjoining  field  came  cheerily  to  my  ear.  I  seemed  to 
respire  hope  and  comfort  with  the  free  air  that  whispered  through 
the  leaves,  and  played  lightly  with  my  hair,  and  dried  the  tears 
npon  my  cheek.  A  lark,  rising  from  the  field  before  me,  aad 
leaving  as  it  were  a  stream  of  song  behind  him  as  he  rose, 
lifted  my  fancy  with  him.  He  hovered  in  the  air  just  above  the 
place  where  the  towers  of  Warwick  Castle  marked  the  horizon, 
and  seemed  as  if  fluttering  with  delight  at  his  own  melody. 
**  Surely,"  thought  I,  '*if  there  was  such  a  thing  as  tranamigra* 
tion  of  souls,  this  might  be  taken  for  some  poet  let  loose  from 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


WASHINGTON  ntVINO.  401 

earth,  bot  still  revelling  in  song,  and  caroling  about  fair  fields 
and  lordly  towers." 

At  this  moment  the  long-forgotten  feeling  of  poetry  rose 
within  me.  A  thought  sprang  at  once  into  my  mind — "I  will 
become  an  author!"  said  I.  **I  have  hitherto  indulged  in 
poetry  as  a  pleasure,  and  it  has  brought  me  nothing  but  pain; 
let  me  try  what  it  will  do  when  I  cultiyate  it  with  devotion  as 
a  parsuit." 

The  resolution  thus  suddenly  aroused  within  me  heaved  a 
load  from  off  my  heart  I  felt  a  confidence  in  it  from  the  very 
place  where  it  was  formed.  It  seemed  as  though  my  mother's 
spirit  whispered  it  to  me  from  the  grave.  "  I  will  henceforth," 
said  If  ''endeavor  to  be  all  that  she  fondly  imagined  me.  I 
will  endeavor  to  act  as  if  she  were  witness  of  my  actions;  I 
will  endeavor  to  acquit  myself  in  such  a  manner  that,  when  I 
revisit  her  grave,  there  may  at  least  be  no  compunctious  bitter- 
ness with  my  tears." 

I  bowed  down  and  kissed  the  turf  in  solemn  attestation  of 
my  TOW.  I  plucked  some  primroses  that  were  growing  there, 
and  laid  them  next  my  heart.  I  left  the  churchyard  with  my 
spirit  once  more  lifted  up,  and  set  out  a  third  time  for  London 
in  the  character  of  an  author. 

Braceiridge  Hali, 
0HRI8TMA8. 

It  is  a  beautiful  arrangement,  derived  from  days  of  yore,  that 
this  festival,  which  commemorates  the  announcement  of  the 
religion  of  peace  and  love,  has  been  made  the  season  for  gather- 
ing together  of  family  connections,  and  drawing  closer  again 
those  bands  of  kindred  hearts,  which  the  cares  and  pleasures 
and  sorrows  of  the  world  are  continually  operating  to  cast 
loose;  of  calling  back  the  children  of  a  family,  who  have 
latinched  forth  in  life,  and  wandered  widely  asunder,  once 
more  to  assemble  about  the  paternal  hearth,  that  rallying  place 
of  the  affections,  there  to  grow  young  and  loving  again  among 
the  endearing  mementos  of  childhood. 

There  is  something  in  the  very  season  of  the  year  that  gives 
a  charni  to  the  festivity  of  Christmas.  At  other  times  we 
derive  a  great  portion  of  our  pleasures  from  the  mere  beauties 
of  nature.  Our  feelings  sally  forth  and  dissipate  themselves 
over  the  sunny  landscape,  and  we  'Mive  abroad  and  every- 
where."   The  song  of  the  bird,  the  murmur  of  the  stream, 
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the  breathing  fragrance  of  spring,  the  soft  volaptaoosness  of 
sammer,  the  golden  pomp  of  autamn ;  earth  with  its  mantle 
of  refreshing  green,  and  heaven  with  its  deep  delicious  blae 
and  its  cloudy  magnlGcence,  all  fill  qs  >vith  mote  bat  exquisite 
delight,  and  we  revel  in  the  luxury  of  mere  sensation.  But 
in  the  depth  of  winter,  when  nature  lies  despoiled  of  every 
charm,  and  wrapped  in  her  shroud  of  sheeted  snow,  we  turn 
fpr  our  gratifications  to  moral  sources.  The  dreariness  and 
desolation  of  the  landscape,  the  short  gloomy  days  and  dark* 
some  nights,  while  they  circumscribe  our  wandering^,  shot  in 
our  feelings  also  from  rambling  abroad,  and  make  os  more 
keenly  disposed  for  the  pleasure  of  the  social  circle.  Our 
thoughts  are  more  concentrated,  our  friendly  sympathies  nK>re 
aroused.  We  feel  more  sensibly  the  charm  of  each  others 
society,  and  are  brought  more  closely  together  by  depeudeiiee 
on  each  other  for  enjoyment.  Heart  ciUleth  unto  heart;  and 
we  draw  our  pleasures  from  the  deep  wells  of  loving  kiDdaess^ 
which  lie  in  the  quiet  recesses  of  our  bosoms;  and  which,  when 
resorted  to,  furnish  forth  the  pure  element  of  domestic  felicity. 

The  pitchy  gloom  without  makes  the  heart  dilate  on  enter- 
ing the  room  filled  with  the  glow  and  warmth  of  the  evoitng 
fire.  The  rnddy  blaze  .dififuses  an  artificial  summer  and  sun- 
shine through  the  room,  and  lights  up  each  countenance  in  a 
kindlier  welcome.  Where  does  the  honest  face  of  hospitality 
expand  into  a  broader  and  more  cordial  smile — where  is  the 
shy  glance  of  love  more  sweetly  eloquent — than  by  the  winter 
fireside?  and  as  the  hollow  blast  of  wintry  wind  rush^  through 
the  hall,  claps  the  distant  door,  whistles  about  the  casement^ 
and  rumbles  down  the  chimney,  what  can  be  more  grateful  than 
that  feeling  of  sober  and  sheltered  security  with  which  we  look 
round  upon  the  comfortable  chamber  and  the  scene  of  domestic 
hilarity  ? 

Amidst  the  general  call  to  happiness,  the  bustle  of  the  spirits, 
and  stir  of  the  affections,  which  prevail  at  this  period,  what 
bosom  can  remain  insensible?  It  is,  indeed,  the  season  of 
regenerated  feeling — the  season  for  kindling,  not  merely  the 
fire  of  hospitality  in  the  hall,  but  the  genial  flame  of  charity  in 
the  heart. 

The  scene  of  early  love  again  rises  green  to  memory  beyond 
the  sterile  waste  of  years ;  and  the  idea  of  home,  fraught  with 
the  fragrance  of  home-dwelling  joys,  reanimates  the  drooping 
spirit;  as  the  Arabian  breeze  will  sometimes  waft  the  freshness 
of  the  distant  fields  to  the  weary  pilgrim  of  the  desert 

SlttekBoek. 
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THB  ALHAMBRA  BT  MOONLIGHT. 

The  moon,  which  then  was  invisible,  has  gradaally  gained 
upon  the  nights,  and  now  rolls  in  foil  splendor  aboTe  the  towers, 
pouring  a  flood  of  tempered  light  into  every  conrt  and  hall. 
The  garden  beneath  my  window  is  gently  lighted  up;  the  orange 
and  citron  trees  are  tipped  with  silver;  the  fountain  sparkles 
in  the  moonbeams,  and  even  the  blash  of  the  rose  is  faintly 
visible. 

I  have  sat  for  honrs  at  my  window  inhaling  the  sweetness 
of  the  garden,  and  mnsing  on  the  checkered  features  of  those 
whose  history  is  dimly  shadowed  out  in  the  elegant  memorials 
around.  Sometimes  I  have  issued  forth  at  midnight  when 
everything  was  quiet,  and  have  wandered  over  the  whole  build- 
ing. Who  can  do  justice  to  a  moonlight  night  in  such  a  climate, 
and  in  such  a  place  I  The  temperature  of  an  Andalusian  mid« 
night,  in  summer,  is  perfectly  ethereal.  We  seem  lifted  up  into 
a  purer  atmosphere ;  there  is  a  serenity  of  soul,  a  buoyancy  of 
spirits,  an  elasticity  of  frame  that  render  mere  existence  enjoy- 
ment. The  effect  of  moonlight,  too,  on  the  Alhambra  has 
something  like  enchantment.  Every  rent  and  chasm  of  time, 
every  mouldering  tint  and  weather  stain  disappears ;  the  marble 
resumes  its  original  whiteness;  the  long  colonnades  brighten 
in  the  moonbeams ;  the  halls  are  illuminated  with  a  softened 
radiance,  until  the  whole  edifice  reminds  one  of  the  enchanted 
palace  of  an  Arabian  tale. 

At  such  time  I  have  ascended  to  the  little  pavilion,  called 
the  Queen's  Toilette,  to  enjoy  its  varied  and  extensive  prospect 
To  the  right,  the  snowy  summits  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  would 
gleam  like  silver  clouds  against  the  darker  firmament,  and  all 
ihe  outlines  of  the  mountain  would  be  softened,  yet  delicately 
defined.  My  delight,  however,  would  be  to  lean  over  the  parapet 
of  the  tocador,  and  g^e  down  upon  Granada,  spread  out  like 
a  map  below  me ;  all  buried  in  deep  repose,  and  its  white  palaces 
and  convents  sleeping  as  it  were  in  the  moonshine. 

Sometimes  I  would  hear  the  faint  sounds  of  castanets  from 
some  party  of  dancers  lingering  in  the  Alameda;  at  other  times 
I  have  heard  the  dubious  tones  of  a  guitar,  and  the  notes  of  a 
single  voice  rising  from  some  solitary  street,  and  have  pictured 
to  myself  some  youthful  cavalier  serenading  his  lady's  window ; 
a  gallant  custom  of  former  days,  but  now  sadly  on  the  decline, 
except  in  the  remote  towns  and  villages  of  Spain. 
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Sach  are  the  scenes  that  have  detained  roe  for  many  an  boor 
loitering  aboat  the  conrts  and  balconies  of  the  castle,  enjoying 
that  mixture  of  reverie  and  sensation  which  steal  away  exists 
ence  in  a  soathern  climate — and  it  has  been  almost  morning 
before  I  have  retired  to  my  bed,  and  been  lolled  to  sleep  by  the 
falling  waters  of  the  foantain  of  Lindaraxa. 

THE  QRAVX. 

The  love  which  survives  the  tomb  is  one  of  the  noblest  attri- 
butes of  the  soul.  If  it  has  its  woes,  it  has  likewise  its  delights; 
and  when  the  overwhelming  burst  of  grief  is  calmed  into  the 
gentle  tear  of  recollection ;  when  the  sudden  anguish  and  the 
convulsive  agony  over  the  present  rains  of  all  that  we  most 
loved,  is  softened  away  into  pensive  meditation  on  all  that  it 
was  in  the  days  of  its  loveliness — who  would  root  oat  sach  a 
sorrow  from  the  heart?  Though  it  may  sometimes  throw  a 
passing  cloud  over  the  bright  hour  of  gayety,  or  spread  a 
deeper  sadness  over  the  hour  of  gloom,  yet  who  would  ex- 
change it,  even  for  the  song  of  pleasure,  or  the  burst  of  revelry? 
No,  there  is  a  voice  from  the  tomb  sweeter  than  song.  There 
is  a  remembrance  of  the  dead  to  which  we  turn  even  from  the 
charms  of  the  living.  >  Oh  the  grave! — ^the  gravel  It  bariet 
every  error — covers  every  defect — extinguishes  every  resent- 
ment 1  From  its  peaceful  bosom  spring  none  but  fond  regrets 
and  tender  recollections.  Who  can  look  down  upon  the  grave 
even  of  an  enemy,  and  not  feel  a  compunctious  throb  that  he 
should  ever  have  warred  with  the  poor  handful  of  earth  that 
lies  mouldering  before  himi 

But  the  grave  of  those  we  loved — what  a  place  for  medita^ 
tioni  There  it  is  that  we  call  up  in  long  review  the  whole 
history  of  virtue  and  gentleness,  and  the  thousand  endearments 
lavished  upon  us  almost  unheeded  in  the  daily  interconrae  of 
intimacy — there  it  is  that  we  dwell  upon  the  tenderness,  the 
solemn,  awful  tenderness  of  the  parting  scene.  The  bed  of 
death,  with  all  its  stifled  griefs — its  noiseless  attendance — its 
mute,  watchful  assiduities.  The  last  testimonies  of  expiring 
love  I  The  feeble,  fluttering,  thrilling — oh  I  how  thrilling!— 
pressure  of  the  hand !  The  faint,  faltering  accents,  stmggliag 
in  death  to  give  one  more  assurance  of  affection  1  The  last 
fond  look  of  the  glazing  eye,  turning  upon  us  even  from  the 
threshold  of  existence ! 

Ay,  go  to  the  grave  of  buried  love,  and  meditate  I     There 
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settle  the  accoont  with  thy  conscience  for  every  past  benefit  tin- 
reqnited — every  past  endearment  unregarded,  of  that  departed 
being,  who  can  never — never — never  return  to  be  soothed  by 
thy  contrition  I 

If  thon  art  a  child,  and  hast  ever  added  a  sorrow  to  the  sonl, 
or  a  furrow  to  the  silvered  brow  of  an  affectionate  parent — if 
thou  art  a  husband,  and  hast  ever  caused  the  fond  bosom  that 
ventured  its  whole  happiness  in  thy  arms  to  doubt  one  moment 
of  thy  kindness  or  thy  truth — if  thou  art  a  friend,  and  hast 
ever  wronged,  in  thought,  or  word,  or  deed,  the  spirit  that 
generously  confided  in  thee — ^if  thou  art  a  lover,  and  hast  ever 
given  one  unmerited  pang  to  that  true  heart  which  now  lies 
cold  and  still  beneath  thy  feet — then  be  sure  that  every  unkind 
look,  every  ungracious  word,  and  every  ungentle  action,  will 
eome  thronging  back  upon  thy  memory,  and  knocking  dole- 
fully at  thy  soul — then  be  sure  that  thou  wilt  lie  down  sorrow- 
ing and  repentant  on  the  grave,  and  utter  the  unheard  groan, 
and  pour  the  nnavailing  tear;  more  deep,  more  bitter,  because 
unheard  and  unavailing. 

Then  weave  thy  chaplet  of  flowers,  and  strew  the  beauties 
of  nature  about  the  grave ;  console  thy  broken  spirit,  if  thon 
canst,  with  these  tender,  yet  futile  tributes  of  regret;  but  take 
warning  by  the  bitterness  of  this  thy  contrite  affliction  over  the 
dead,  and  henceforth  be  more  faithful  and  affectionate  in  the 
discbarge  of  thy  duties  to  the  living. 

SittekBoai, 

ENGLISH  SCENXaT. 

The  great  charm  of  English  scenery  is  the  moral  feeling  that 
seems  to  pervade  it  It  is  associated  in  the  mind  with  ideas  of 
order,  of  quiet,  of  sober  well-established  principles,  of  hoary 
usage  and  reverend  custom.  Everything  seems  to  be  the 
growth  of  ages  of  regular  and  peaceful  existence.  The  old 
church  of  remote  architecture,  with  its  low  massive  portal,  its 
Oothic  tower,  its  windows  rich  with  tracery  and  painted  glass, 
in  scrupulous  preservation ;  its  stately  monuments  of  warriors 
and  worthies  of  the  olden  time,  ancestors  of  the  present  lords 
of  the  soil;  its  tombstones,  recording  successive  generations  of 
sturdy  yeomanry,  whose  progeny  still  plough  the  same  fields, 
and  kneel  at  the  same  altar — the  parsonage,  a  quaint  irregular 
pile,  partly  antiquated,  but  repaired  and  altered  in  the  tastes 
of  various  ages  and  occupants — the  stile  and  footpath  l^ing 
f^m  the  church-yard,  across  pleasant  fields,  and  along  shady 
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hedgerows,  according  to  an  immemorial  rigbt  of  waj — the 
neighboring  village,  with  its  venerable  cottages,  its  puttie 
green  sheltered  by  trees,  under  which  the  fi^efathers  of  tbe 
present  race  have  sported — ^the  antique  family  mansion,  stand- 
iug  apart  in  some  little  rural  domain,  but  looking  down  with 
a  protecting  air  on  the  surrounding  scene :  all  these  coramoa 
features  of  English  landscape  evince  a  calm  and  settled  secniitj, 
and  hereditary  transmission  of  homebred  virtues  and  local  at- 
tachments, that  speak  deeply  and  touchiDgly  for  the  moral 
character  of  the  nation. 


PORTRAIT  OF  A  DUTOHMAN. 

The  renowned  Wouter  (or  Walter)  Van  Twiller  was  de- 
scended from  a  long  line  of  Dutch  burgomasters,  who  had 
successively  dozed  away  their  lives,  and  grown  fat  npon  the 
bench  of  magistracy  in  Rotterdam ;  and  who  had  comported 
themselves  with  such  singular  wisdom  and  propriety,  that  the/ 
were  never  either  heard  or  talked  of — which,  next  to  being 
universally  applauded,  should  be  the  object  of  ambition  of  all 
magistrates  and  rulers.  There  are  two  opposite  ways  by  which 
some  men  make  a  figure  in  the  world ;  one  by  talking  faster 
than  tiiey  think ;  and  the  otiier  by  holding  th^  tongues  and 
not  thinking  at  all.  By  the  first  many  a  smatterer  acquires 
the  reputation  of  a  man  of  quick  parts ;  by  the  other  many  a 
dunderpate,  like  the  owl,  the  stupidest  of  birds,  comes  to  be 
considered  the  very  type  of  wisdom.  This,  by  the  way,  is  a 
casual  remark,  which  I  would  not  for  the  universe  have  it 
thought  I  apply  to  Governor  Van  Twiller.  It  is  true  he  was 
a  man  shut  up  within  himself,  like  an  oyster,  and  rarely  spoke 
except  in  monosyllables ;  but  then  it  was  allowed  he  seldoai 
said  a  foolish  thing.  So  invincible  was  his  gravity  that  be 
was  never  known  to  laugh  or  even  to  smile  through  the  whole 
course  of  a  long  and  prosperous  life.  Nay,  if  a  joke  wwe 
uttered  in  his  presence,  that  set  light-minded  hearers  in  a  roar, 
it  was  observed  to  throw  him  into  a  state  of  perplexity.  Some- 
times he  would  deign  to  inquire  into  the  matter,  and  when, 
after  much  explanation,  the  joke  was  made  as  plain  as  a  pike- 
staff, he  would  continue  to  smoke  his  pipe  in  silence,  and  at 
length,  knocking  out  the  ashes,  would  exclaim,  ''Weill  I  see 
nothing  in  all  that  to  laugh  about." 

The  person  of  this  illustrious  old  gentleman  was  formed  and 
proportioned  as  though  it  had  been  moulded  by  the  hands  of 
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gome  ctmniDg  Batch  statuary,  as  a  model  of  majesty  and  lordly 
graodeiir.  He  was  exactly  fiye  feet  six  inches  in  height,  and 
six  feet  fiye  inches  in  circa mferenoe.  His  head  was  a  perfect 
sphere,  and  of  snch  stopendoos  dimensions,  that  dame  Natnre, 
with  all  her  sex's  ingenuity,  would  haye  been  puzzled  to  con- 
stract  a  neck  capable  of  sapporting  it ;  wherefore  she  wisely 
declined  the  attempt,  and  settled  it  firmly  on  the  top  of  his 
back-bone,  jast  between  the  shoal ders.  His  body  was  oblong, 
and  particalarly  capacious  at  bottom ;  which  was  wisely  ordered 
by  Proyidence,  seeing  that  he  was  a  man  of  sedentary  habits, 
and  yery  ayerse  to  the  idle  labor  of  walking.  His  legs  were 
short,  bat  sturdy  in  proportion  to  the  weight  they  had  to  sus- 
tain ;  so  that  when  erect  he  bad  not  a  little  the  appearance  of 
a  beer  barrel  on  skids.  His  face,  that  infallible  index  of  the 
mind,  presented  a  vast  expanse,  unfurrowed  by  any  of  those 
lines  and  angles  which  disfigure  the  haroan  countenance  with 
what  is  termed  expression.  Two  small  gray  eyes  twinkled 
feebly  in  the  midst,  like  two  stars  of  lesser  magnitude  in  a  hazy 
firmament ;  and  his  full-fed  cheeks,  which  seemed  to  haye  taken 
toll  of  everything  that  went  into  his  mouth,  were  curiously 
mottled  and  streaked  with  dusky  red,  like  a  spitzcnberg  apple. 
His  habits  were  as  regular  as  his  person.  He  daily  took  his 
four  stated  meals,  appropriating  exactly  an  hour  to  each ;  he 
smoked  and  doubted  eight  hours,  and  he  slept  the  remaining 
twelve  of  the  fonr-and-twenty.  Such  was  the  renowned  Wouter 
Van  Twiller — a  true  philosopher,  for  his  mind  was  either  ele- 
vated above,  or  tranquilly  settled  below,  the  cares  and  per- 
plexities of  this  world.  He  had  lived  in  it  for  years,  without 
feeling  the  least  curiosity  to  know  whether  the  sun  revolved 
round  it,  or  it  round  the  sun  ;  and  he  had  watched,  for  at  least 
half  a  century,  the  smoke  curling  from  his  pipe  to  the  ceiling, 
without  once  troubling  his  bead  with  any  of  those  numerous 
theories  by  which  a  philosopher  would  have  perplexed  his 
brain,  in  accounting  for  its  rising  above  the  surrounding 
atmosphere. 


JOHN  PIERPONT,  1785. 

Thts  noble  and  bold  reformer,  as  well  as  true  poet,  was  born  in 
Litchfield,  Ck>nneeticat,  on  the  6th  of  April,  1785.     His  great-grand- 
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Iftther  WM  ReT.  James  Pieiponi,  the  seoond  mhiiiiier  of  New  H*t6b, 
uid  one  of  the  fonnden  of  Tale  College.  The  poet  reeeiTad  his 
ooUegiate  ednoation  at  Tale  College,  and  graduated  in  1806.  The 
next  year  he  went  to  South  Carolina,  and  was  priTate  tutor  in  the 
family  of  Colonel  Williams  AUston,  where  he  eommeneed  his  legal 
studies.  In  1809  he  returned  home,  and  entered  the  oelehrsted  law 
school  of  his  native  town,  and  in  1812  was  admitted  to  the  har  ef 
Essex  County,  Massaohusetts,  and  practised  in  Newhuryport.  He 
soon,  howerer,  as  other  poets  have  done,  abandoned  the  dry  pursuits 
of  the  law,  determining  to  find  his  pleasure  and  his  occupation  is 
literary  pursuits ;  and  in  1816  he  published  "The  Airs  of  Palestine," 
which  was  at  once,  and  most  deservedly,  received  with  great  favor. 
Soon  after  the  publication  of  this  admirable  poem,  he  entered  the 
theological  school  of  Harvard  University,  seriously  determined  to 
devote  himself  to  the  ministry.  He  left  that  school  in  October,  1818, 
and  in  April,  1819,  was  ordained  as  a  minister  of  the  Hdlis  Street 
Church,  in  Boston.  In  1835  and  1836,  he  visited  Europe  for  his  health, 
going  through  the  principal  cities  of  England,  France,  and  Italy,  and 
extending  his  tour  to  the  East,  visiting  Athens,  Corinth,  Constantinople, 
and  Asia  Minor.  Soon  after  his  return  heme,  he  collected  and  pub- 
lished, in  1840,  all  his  poems,  in  one  volume,  in  the  prefaoe  to  whieh 
he  says :  "  If  poetry  is  always  fiction,  there  is  no  poetry  in  this  book. 
It  gives  a  true,  though  an  all  too  feeble  expression  of  the  author's 
feelings  and  fSsith— of  his  love  of  right,  freedom,  and  man,  and  oC  his 
correspondent  and  most  hearty  hatred  of  eveiything  that  la  at  war 
with  them  ;  and  of  his  faith  in  the  providence  and  gracious  promises 
of  God.  Nay,  the  book  is  published  as  an  expression  of  his  fistth  ia 
man;  his  faith  that  every  line,  written  to  rebuke  high-handed  or 
under-handed  wrong,  or  to  keep  alive  the  fires  of  civil  and  religious 
liberty — written  for  solace  In  affliction,  for  support  under  trial,  or  as 
an  expression,  or  for  the  excitement,  of  Christian  patriotism  or  devo- 
tion ;  or  even  with  no  higher  aim  than  to  throw  a  little  sunshine  into 
the  chamber  of  the  spirit,  while  it  is  going  through  some  of  the  weari- 
some passages  of  life's  history — will  be  received  as  a  proof  of  the  writer's 
interest  in  the  welfare  of  his  fellow-men,  of  his  desire  to  serve  them, 
and  consequently  of  his  claim  upon  them  for  a  charitable  Judgment, 
at  least,  if  not  even  for  a  respectful  and  grateful  remembrance."  Mr, 
Pierpont*s  longest  poem  is  "The  Airs  of  Palestine. '^  The  subject  is 
music,  principally  as  connected  with  sacred  history,  but  with  occa- 
sional digressions  into  the  land  of  mythology  and  romance.  Though 
this  subject,  bo  congenial  to  the  "  poet's  verse,"  had  been  often  handled 
from  Pindar  to  Oray,  yet  our  author,  nothing  daunted,  did  not  shrink 
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from  tiying  his  own  powers  upon  it.  It  is  enough  to  ny  that  he  has 
soeceeded.  For  beantj  of  langnage,  finish  of  Tersification,  richness  of 
classical  and  sacred  allnsions,  and  harmony  of  nomhers,  we  consider 
that  it  takes  rank  among  the  very  first  of  American  poems,  and  will^ 
be  among  those  that  will  soiriye  their  centarj.  Bnt  Mr.  Pierpont  has 
aimed  at  something  more  than  gratifying  his  own  scholarly  tastes,  and 
meeting  in  his  readers  the  lore  of  the  beautiful.  He  is  a  reformer,  a 
whole-hearted  and  a  fearless  one,  and  a  large  proportion  of  his  fngitire 
pieces  hare  been  written  to  promote  the  h<dy  causes  of  temperance  and 
freedom.  So  early  did  he  take  his  stand  upon  these  subjects,  and  so 
(kithfally  did  be  preach  upon  them,  that  the  consciences  of  his  hearers 
could  endure  it  no  longer,  and  they  preferred  many  charges  against 
him,  to  remove  him  from  his  post.  His  answers  to  these  charges  are 
as  triumphant  as  they  are  full  of  wit  and  humor,  and  those  who  pre- 
ferred them  would  be  glad  now,  if  they  could,  to  have  that  page  in 
th^  history  blotted  out  forever.  But  there  it  must  stand  to  their 
disgrace,  and  to  his  everlasting  honor.* 


CLASSICAL  AND  SACEED  THEMES  FOa  MUSIC. 

Where  lies  our  path  ? — though  many  a  vista  call, 
We  may  admire,  but  cannot  tread  them  all. 
Where  lies  our  path  ? — a  poet,  and  inquire 
What  hills,  what  vales,  what  streams  become  the  lyre  ? 
See,  there  Parnassus  lifts  his  head  of  snow ; 
See  at  his  foot  the  cool  Cephissns  flow  ; 
There  Ossa  rises ;  there  Olympus  towers  ; 
Between  them,  Tempd  breathes  in  beds  of  flowers, 
For  ever  verdant ;  and  there  Penens  glides 
Through  laurels,  whispering  on  his  shady  sides. 
Your  theme  is  Hirsic :  Yonder  rolls  the  wave. 
Where  dolphins  snatched  Arion  from  his  grave, 
Enchanted  by  his  lyre  :  Cithsron^s  shade 
Is  yonder  seen,  whero  first  Amphion  played 
Those  potent  airs,  that,  from  the  yielding  earth, 
Charmed  stones  around  him,  and  gave  cities  birth. 
And  fast  by  Hsemns,  Thraciau  Hebrus  creeps 
O'er  golden  sands,  and  still  for  Orpheus  weeps. 
Whose  gory  head,  borne  by  the  stream  along, 
Was  still  melodious,  and  expired  in  soug. 
There  Nereids  sing,  and  Triton  winds  his  shell ; 
There  be  thy  path — for  there  the  muses  dwell. 

No,  no — a  lonelier,  lovelier  path  be  mine:- 
Greece  and  her  charms  I  leave,  for  Palestine. 

>  '  Read  Isaiah  Izvi.  6. 
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There,  purer  streams  throogh  happier  Talleys  floir. 
And  sweeter  flowers  on  holier  mountains  blow. 
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LICENSE  LAWS. 


•*  W«  liecnae  thee,  for  so  maeli  gold,*** 
Sajs  Congress — ^they're  oar  servants  tbere — 

**  To  keep  a  pen  where  men  are  sold 
Of  sable  skin  and  woollj  hair; 

For  *  pnblic  good'  requires  the  toil 

Of  slaves  on  freedom's  saored  soil." 

**  For  so  much  gold  we  lloense  thee," 

60  saj  oar  laws,  "  a  draught  to  sell, 
TktA  bows  the  strong,  enslaves  the  free. 

And  opens  wide  the  gates  of  hell ; 
For  *  public  good'  reqaires  that  some 
Shoald  live,  sinee  manj  die,  bj  mm.** 

Te  civil  fathers  I  while  the  foes 

Of  this  destroyer  seize  their  swords, 
And  Heaven^s  own  hail  is  in  the  blows 

They're  dealing — will  tb  cut  the  oord« 
That  round  the  falling  fiend  they  draw, 
And  o'er  him  hold  your  shield  of  law  f 

And  will  ye  give  to  man  a  bill 

DivoHsing  him  from  Heaven's  high  sway, 

And,  while  Qod  says,  ^Thon  shalt  not  kiU,** 
Say  ye,  for  gold,  "  Ye  may — ^ye  may  P 

Compare  the  body  with  the  soul  1 

Compare  the  bullet  with  the  bowl ! 

In  which  is  felt  the  fiercer  blast 

Of  the  destroying  angel's  breath  ? 
Which  binds  its  victim  the  more  fast  ? 

Which  kills  him  with  the  deadlier  death  f 
Will  ye  the  felon  fox  restrain, 
And  yet  take  off  the  tiger's  chain  f 

The  living  to  the  rotting  dead 

The  God-contemning  Tosean'  tied. 
Till,  by  the  way,  or  on  his  bed. 

The  poor  corpse-carrier  drooped  and  died — 

>  Four  hundred  dollars  is  the  sum,  prescribed  by  Congress — the  local 
legidatore  of  the  Bistriot  of  Columbia — for  a  license  (o  keep  a  prison-bCiise 
md  market,  for  the  sale  of  men,  women,  and  children.  See  Jay's  *'View 
of  Ae  Aetlon  of  the  Federal  Government  in  behalf  of  Slavery,"  p.  87. 

*  Mewntins.     See  Virgil,  Aneid,  viu.  481-491. 

What  toncoe  ean  such  harfaaritles  record. 
Or  eomnt  tn«  danghten  of  hiR  mthless  sword  ? 
'Twu  not  enoagh,  the  good,  the  guiltlefis  bled ; 
Still  worae  ;~he  bound  the  living  to  the  deed  ; 
These,  Umb  to  Umb,  and  face  to  ntce  be  Joined, 
(Oh  1  iionstrona  crime  of  onexampled  kind  I) 
Till,  chokM  with  stench,  the  lingering  wretches  lay. 
And  in  the  loath'd  embraces  died  awaj. 
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Lashed  hand  to  hand,  and  face  to  face, 
In  fatal  and  in  loathed  embrace. 

Less  cutting,  think  ye,  is  the  thong 
That  to  a  breathing  corpse,  for  life, 

Lashes,  in  torture  loathed  and  long. 

The  drunkard's  child — the  drunkard's  wife? 

To  clasp  that  claj — to  breathe  that  breath — 

And  no  escape  I    0,  that  is  death  I 

Are  je  not  fathers  ?  When  your  sons 
Look  to  jon  for  their  daily  bread, 

Dare  ye,  in  mockery,  load  with  stones 
The  table  that  for  them  ye  ^spread  ? 

How  can  yo  hope  your  sons  will  live, 

If  ye,  for  fish,  a  serpent  give  ? 

O,  Holy  God !  let  light  divine 
Bi^eak  forth  more  broadly  from  above. 

Till  we  conform  our  laws  to  thine, 
The  perfect  law  of  truth  and  love ; 

For  truth  and  love  alone  can  save 

Thy  children  from  a  hopeless  grave. 


HYMN.* 

0  Thou,  to  whom  in  ancient  time 
The  lyre  of  Hebrew  bards  was  strung, 

Whom  kings  adored  in  song  sublime, 
And  prophets  praised  with  glowing  tongue— 

Not  now  on  Zion's  height,  alone, 
Thy  favored  worshipper  may  dwell ; 

Nor  where,  at  sultry  noon,  thy  Son 
Sat,  weary,  by  the  Patriarch's  well. 

From  every  place  below  the  skies, 

The  grateful  song,  the  fervent  prayer — 

The  incense  of  the  heart — may  xise 
To  Heaven,  and  find  acceptance  there. 

In  this,  thy  house,  whose-doors  we  now 

For  social  worship  first  unfold. 
To  thee  the  suppliant  throng  shall  bow. 

While  circling  years  on  years  are  rolled. 

To  thee  shall  Age,  with  snowy  hair. 
And  Strength  and  Beauty,  bend  the  knee, 

And  Childhood  lisp,  with  reverent  air. 
Its  praises  and  its  prayers  to  Thee. 

'  Written  for  the  Opening  of  the  Independent  Congregationil  Chsreh  is 
Barton  Square,  Salem,  Deeember  7,  1824. 
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O  thoQ,  to  whom  in  ancient  time 

The  lyre  of  prophet  bards  was  strange 
To  thee,  at  last,  in  every  elime 

Shall  temples  rise,  and  praise  be  sung. 


MTOHILD. 

I  eannot  make  him  dead  1 

His  fair  sonshiny  head 
Is  ever  bounding  roond  my  study  chair ; 

Yet,  when  my  eyes,  now  dim 

With  tears,  I  torn  to  him, 
The  vision  vanishes — ^he  is  not  Uierel 

I  walk  my  parlor  floor, 

And  through  the  open  door, 
I  hear  a  footfall  on  the  chamber  stair ; 

Fm  stepping  toward  the  hall 

To  give  the  boy  a  call ; 
And  then  bethink  me  that — ^he  is  not  there ! 

I  thread  the  crowded  street; 

A  satchell'd  lad  I  meet, 
With  the  same  beaming  eyes  and  oolor'd  hair : 

And,  as  he*s  running  by, 

Follow  him  with  my  eye, 
Scarcely  believing  that — he  is  not  there ! 

I  know  his  face  is  hid 

Under  the  coffin  lid ; 
Closed  are  his  eyes ;  cold  is  his  forehead ; 

My  hand  that  marble  felt ; 

0*er  it  in  prayer  I  kneli-; 
Tet  my  heart  whispers  that — he  is  not  there ! 

I  cannot  make  him  dead  I 

When  passing  by  the  bed, 
80  long  watch *d  over  with  parental  care. 

My  spirit  and  my  eye 

6eek  it  inquiringly. 
Before  the  thought  comes  that — ^he  is  not  there ! 

When,  at  the  cool,  gray  break 

Of  day,  from  sleep  I  wake,v 
With  ray  first  breathing  of  the  morning  air 

My  soul  goes  up,  with  Joy, 

To  Him  who  gave  my  boy, 
Then  comes  the  sad  thought  that^— he  is  not  there  1 

When  at  the  day's  calm  close. 
Before  we  seek  repose, 
Fm  with  his  mother,  ofibring  up  our  prayer, 

35» 
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W1uite*er  I  mnj  be  mufin^ 
I  am,  in  spirit,  praying 
For  onr  boy's  spirit,  thongh—- be  it  sot  tkeiv ! 

Kot  tbere ! — Wbere,  tben,  is  be  f 

Tbe  form  I  used  to  see 
Was  but  tbe  raiment  tbat  be  used  to  wear. 

Tbe  grave,  tbat  now  dotb  press 

Upcm  tbat  cast-off  dress, 
Is  bat  bis  wardrobe  locked  ;--he  is  not  ibeiv  t 

•  He  lives  I — In  all  tbe  past 

He  lives ;  nor,  to  tbe  last, 
Of  seeing  bim  again  will  I  despair ; 

In  dreams  I  see  bim  now ; 

And,  on  bis  angel  brow, 
I  see  it  written,  "  Tbon  sbalt  see  me  Uk^re  /** 

Tes,  we  aU  live  to  God  I 

Fathbb,  tby  cbastening  rod 
So  belp  OS,  tbine  aHUoted  ones,  to  bear, 

Tbat,  in  tbe  spirit  land. 

Meeting  at  tby  rigbt  band, 
Twill  be  our  beaven  to  find  tbat — ^be  is  <Acrt  / 


NOT  ON  THE  BATTLB-FIXLD.^ 

0  no,  no— let  me  lie 

Not  on  a  field  of  battle,  wben  I  die  I 

Let  not  tbe  iron  tread 
Of  tbe  mad  war-borse  cmsb  my  belmed  bead : 

Nor  let  tbe  reeking  knife, 
Tbat  I  bave  drawn  mgainst  a  brotber's  lif», 

Be  in  my  band  wben  Deatb 
Tbnnders  along,  and  tramples  me  beneatb 

His  beavy  squadron's  beels. 
Or  gory  felloes  of  bis  cannon's  wbeels. 

From  sucb  a  dying  bed, 
Tbongb  o'er  it  float  tbe  stripes  of  wbite  and  red. 

And  tbe  bald  Eagle  brings 
Tbe  clustered  stars  upon  bis  wide-spread  wings. 

To  sparkle  in  my  sigbt, 
O,  never  let  my  spirit  take  ber  fligbt  I 

1  know  tbat  Beauty's  eye 

Is  all  tbe  brigbter  wbere  gay  pennants  fly, 

And  braaen  belmets  danoe, 
And  sunsbine  flasbes  on  tbe  lifted  lance : 

>  To  fall  on  tbe  battle-lUld  flgbting  for  my  dear  coantry-*tliat  wosld  ofl^ 
be  hard.— TAtf  Neighbors. 
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I  koow  that  bards  have  iniif, 
And  people  shouted  till  the  welkin  rung, 

In  honor  of  the  brave 
Who  on  the  battle-field  have  found  a  grave ; 

I  know  that  o'er  their  bones 
Have  grateful  hands  piled  monumental  stones* 

Some  of  these  piles  I've  seen : 
The  one  at  Lexington,  upon  the  green 

Where  the  first  blood  was  shed 
That  to  my  country's  independence  led ; 

And  others,  on  our  shore, 
The  "Battle  Monument"  at  Baltimore, 

And  that  on  Bunker^  Hill. 
Aj,  and  abroad,  a  few  more  famous  still ; 

Thy  "  Tomb,"  Themistodes, 
That  looks  out  yet  upon  the  Grecian  seas, 

And  which  the  waters  kiss 
That  issue  from  the  gulf  of  Salamis. 

And  thine,  too,  have  I  seen, 
Thy  mound  of  earth,  Patroclus,  robed  In  green. 

That,  like  a  natural  knoll, 
Sheep  climb  and  nibble  over,  as  they  stroll, 

Watched  by  some  turban'd  boy, 
Upon  the  margin  of  the  plain  of  Troy. 

Such  honors  g^^ce  the  bed, 
I  know,  whereon  the  warrior  lays  his  head. 

And  hears,  as  life  ebbs  out. 
The  conquered  flying,  and  the  conqueror's  shout. 

But,  as  his  eyes  grow  dim. 
What  is  a  column  or  a  mound  to  him  ? 

What,  to  the  parting  soul, 
The  mellow  note  of  bugles  ?  What  the  roll 

Of  drums  ?  No :    let  me  die 
Where  the  blue  of  heaven  bends  o'er  me  lovingly, 

And  the  soft  summer  air 
As  it  goes  by  me,  stirs  my  thin  white  hair. 

And  from  my  forehead  dries 
The  death-damp  as  it  gathers,  and  the  skies 

Seem  waiting  to  receive 
My  soul  to  their  clear  depth  t   Or  let  me  leave 

The  world,  when  round  my  bed 
Wife^  children,  weeping  friends  are  gathered, 

And  the  calm  voice  of  prayer 
And  holy  hymning  shall  my  soul  prepare 

To  go  and  be  at  rest 
With  kindred  spirits — spirits  who  have  blessed 

The  human  brotherhood 
By  labors,  cares,  and  counsels  for  their  good. 

And  in  my  dying  hour, 
When  riches,  fame,  and  honor  have  no  power 

To  bear  the  spirit  up, 
Or  from  my  lips  to  turn  sside  the  cup 
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That  all  nmst  drink  at  last, 
0,  let  me  draw  refreshment  from  the  past! 

Then  let  my  soul  ran  back, 
With  peace  and  J  07,  along  mj  earthlj  track. 

And  see  that  all  the  seeds, 
That  I  hare  scattered  there,  in  yirtnoos  deeds 

Have  sprang  np,  and  have  given, 
Already,  truita  of  which  to  taste  is  heaven ! 

And  though  no  grassj  mound 
Or  granite  pile  say  'tis  heroic  ground 

Where  my  remains  repose, 
Still  will  I  hope — vain  hope,  perhaps ! — that  thos« 

Whom  I  have  striven  to  bless, 
The  wanderer  reclaimed,  the  fatherless. 

May  stand  around  my  grave. 
With  the  poor  prisoner,  and  the  poorer  sUre, 

And  breathe  an  humble  prayer 
That  they  may  die  like  him  whose  bones  are  mouldait»g 
there. 


RICHARD  H.  DANA,  1787. 

RiOHABD  H.  Dana,  the  poet  and  essayist,  was  bom  in  Cambridge, 
Massachusetts,  on  the  l&th  of  November,  1787.  His  father,  Frands 
Dana,  was  minister  to  Russia  during  the  Revolution,  and  subsequently 
member  of  the  Massachusetts  Convention  tor  adopting  the  Constitii- 
tion,  member  of  Congress,  and  chief  justice  of  hts  native  State.  At 
the  age  of  ten,  the  son  went  to  live  with  his  maternal  grandCUher,  the 
Hon.  William  Ellery,  of  Newport,  R.  I.,  one  of  the  signers  of  the 
Declaration  of  Independence.  Here  he  remained  till  he  entered  Har- 
vard College.  On  leaving  college,  in  1807,  he  went  to  Baltimore,  and 
entered  as  a  law  student  in  the  oflce  of  Gen.  Robert  Ooodloe  Haiper. 
That  atmosphere,  however,  did  not  suit  him,  and  he  returned  and  fin- 
ished his  studies,  and  commenced  practice  in  his  native  town.  He 
soon  found  the  profession  of  the  law  too  laborious  for  his  health,  and 
not  congenial  to  his  tastes,  and  he  gave  it  np,  and  made  an  arrange- 
ment with  his  relative,  Prof.  Edward  T.  Channing,  to  assist  him  in 
conducting  the  "  North  American  Review,"  which  had  then  been  estab- 
lished about  two  years.  In  1821,  he  published  his  "  Idle  Man,**  in 
numbers,  in  which  were  some  of  his  most  admiraUe  tales.  Bat  the 
general  tone  of  it  was  too  high  to  be  popular,  and  the  publication  wai 
relinquished.     His  first  poem,  <*  The  Dying  Raven,"  he  published  in 
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1825,  in  the  "New  York  Reriew,"  then  edited  hy  the  poet  Brjant. 
Two  j9Bn  after,  he  published  "  The  Bnocaneer  and  other  Poems/'  and 
in  1833  his  **  Poems  and  Prose  Writings.*'  His  Lectures  on  Shaks- 
peare,  which  have  been  delivered  in  manj  cities,  he  has  not  given  to 
the  public.  In  1849»  he  published  a  new  edition  of  his  entire  collected 
works.  He  resides  now  at  a  most  picturesque  residence  in  Cape  Ann, 
and  the  incidents  of  his  life  are  purely  domestic. 

The  longest  poem  of  Mr.  Dana  is  *'  The  Buccaneer.'*  It  is  a  tale 
of  piracy  and  murder,  and  of  a  terrible  supernatural  retribution.  The 
character  of  the  Buccaneer,  Matthew  Lee,  is  drawn  in  a  few  bold  and 
masterly  lines.  Disappointed  in  an  effort  to  engage  in  honest  trade, 
he  makes  up  his  mind  to  devote  his  life  to  piracy.  A  young  bride, 
whose  husband  has  iallen  in  the  Spanish  war,  seeks  a  passage  in  his 
ship  to  some  distant  shore.  The  ship  is  at  sea.  The  murderer  is 
meditating  his  deed  of  death.  The  fearful  scene  fbllows.  How  strong, 
distinct,  and  terrible  is  the  description  of  the  pirate's  feelings,  and 


THE  SCENE  OF  DEATH. 

He  cannot  look  on  her  mild  eye — 

Her  patient  words  his  spirit  quell. 

Within  that  evil  heart  there  lie 

The  hates  and  fears  of  hell. 
His  speech  is  short ;  he  wears  a  surly  brow. 
There's  none  will  hear  her  shriek.    What  fear  ye  now  f 

The  workings  of  the  soul  ye  fear-; 

Ye  fear  the  jwwer  that  goodness  hath ; 

Ye  fear  the  Unseen  One,  ever  near. 

Walking  his  ocean  path. 
From  out  the  silent  void  there  comes  a  cry : 
•<  Vengeance  is  mine !    Lost  man,  thy  doom  is  nigh !" 

Nor  dread  of  ever-during  wo, 

Nor  the  sea's  awful  solitude. 

Can  make  thee,  wretch,  thy  crime  forego. 

Then,  bloody  hand — to  blood ! 
The  scud'is  driving  wildly  over  head  ; 
The  stars  bum  dim ;  the  ooean  moans  its  dead. 

Moan  for  the  living — moan  our  sins — 

The  wrath  of  man,  more  fierce  than  thine. 

Hark !  still  thy  waves !    The  work  begins : 

He  makes  the  deadly  sign. 
The  crew  glide  down  like  shadows.    Eye  and  hand 
Speak  fearful  meanings  through  that  silent  band. 

They're  gone.    The  helmsman  stands  alone, 
And  one  leans  idly  o'er  the  bow. 
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Still  M  a  tomb  the  ship  keeps  on ; 

Nor  ■oaod  nor  stirring  now. 
Hush,  hark !  as  from  the  oentre  of  the  deep, 
Shrieks !  fiendish  jells  1    Thej  stab  them  in  their  sleep. 

The  scream  of  rage,  the  groan,  the  strife. 

The  blow,  the  gasp,  the  horrid  cry, 

The  panting,  stifled  prayer  for  life, 

The  djing^s  heaving  sigh, 
The  murderer's  curse,  the  dead  man*&  flz'd,  still  ^aie. 
And  Fear's  and  Death's  cold  sweat — thej  all  are  there  ! 

On  pale,  dead  men,  on  burning  cheek, 
On  quick,  fierce  ejes,  brows  hot  and  damp, 
On  hands  that  with  the  warm  blood  reek, 
Shines  the  dim  cabin  lamp. 
Lee  look'd.    ^  The/  sleep  so  sound,"  he  laughing  said, 
*'  They'll  scarcely  wake  for  mistress  or  for  maid." 

A  crash  1    They've  forced  the  door ;  and  then 
One  long,  long,  shrill,  and  piereing  scream 
Ck>mes  thrilling  through  the  growl  of  men. 
'Tis  hers  I    Oh  God,  redeem 

From  worse  than  death  thy  suiTering,  helpless  child! 

That  dreadful  ciy  again— sharp,  sharp,  and  wildl 

It  ceased.     With  speed  o*  th'  lightning's  flash, 
A  loose-robed  form,  with  streaming  hair, 
Shoots  by.    A  leap !  a  quick,  short  splash  1 
'Tis  gone  I    There's  nothing  there  t 

The  waves  have  swept  away  the  bubbling  tide. 

Bright-crested  waves,  how  proudly  on  ye  ride  I 

She's  sleeping  in  her  silent  cave, 

Nor  hears  the  stem,  loud  roar  above, 

Or  strife  of  man  on  land  or  wave. 

Toung  thing  t  thy  home  of  love 
Thou  soon  hast  reach'd  t    Fair,  unpollnted  thing, 
They  harm'd  thee  not !    Was  dying  suffering  f 

Oh,  no  I    To  live  when  Joy  was  dead ; 

To  go  with  one  lone,  pining  thought — 

To  moumfol  love  thy  being  wed — 

Feeling  what  death  had  wrought ; 
To  live  the  child  of  wo,  yet  shed  no  tear. 
Bear  kindness,  and  yet  share  no  joy  nor  fear ; 

To  look  on  nuin,  and  deem  it  strange 

That  he  on  things  of  earth  should  brood. 

When  all  its  thiong'd  and  busy  range 

To  thee  was  solitude — 
Oh,  this  was  bitterness !    Death  came  and  pross'd 
Thy  wearied  lids,  and  brought  thy  sick  heart  rest. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


BIOHABD  H.  DANA.  419 


IMMOBTALITT. 


And  with  our  frames  do  perisli  all  oar  lores  ? 
Do  those  that  took  their  root  and  pat  forth  bads, 
And  their  aoft  leaves  anfolded  in  the  warmth 
Of  mntaal  hearts,  grow  ap  and  live  in  beaatj, 
Then  fade  and  fall,  like  fair  nnconscions  flowers  ? 
Are  thoughts  and  passions  that  to  the  tongne  give  speech, 
And  make  it  send  forth  winning  harmonies — 
That  to  the  cheek  do  giro  its  living  glow, 
And  vision  in  the  eye  the  sonl  intense 
With  that  for  which  there  is  no  ntterance — 
Are  these  the  bodj's  accidents  ? — ^no  more  ? — 
To  live  in  it,  and  when  that  dies,  go  oat 
Like  the  bomt  taper's  flame  f 

0,  listen,  man  I 
A  voice  within  as  speaks  that  startling  word, 
^  Man,  thoa  shalt  never  die  \"    Celestial  voices 
Hjmn  it  anto  our  seals :  according  harps, 
Bj  angel  fingers  touched  when  the  mild  stars 
Of  morning  sang  together,  sound  forth  still 
The  song  of  our  great  immortality : 
Thick  clustering  orbs,  and  this  oar  fsir  domain, 
The  tall,  dark  mountains,  and  the  deei>>toned  seas. 
Join  in  this  solemn,  universal  song. 
O,  listen  ye,  our  spirits ;  drink  it  in 
From  all  the  air  I    'Us  in  the  gentle  moonlight ; 
Tis  floating  'midst  day's  setting  glories ;  Night, 
Wrapped  in  her  sable  robe,  with  silent  step 
Comes  to  our  bed,  and  breathes  it  in  our  ears : 
Night,  and  the  dawn,  bright  day,  and  thoughtful  eve, 
All  time,  all  bounds,  the  limitless  expanse, 
As  one  vast  mystic  instrument,  are  touched 
By  an  unseen,  living  Hand,  and  conscious  chords 
Quiver  with  joy  in  Uiis  great  jubilee. 
The  dying  hear  it ;  and  as  sounds  of  earth 
Grow  dull  and  distant,  wake  their  passing  souls 
To  mingle  in  this  heavenly  harmony. 


THE  DKATH  OF  SIN  AND  THE  LIFE  OF  HOLINESS. 

Blinded  by  passion,  man  gives  up  his  breath. 
Uncalled  by  Ood.    We  look,  and  name  it  death. 
Mad  wretch !  thb  soul  hath  no  last  sleep ;  the  strife 
To  end  itself^  but  wakes  Intenser  life 
In  the  self-torturing  spirit.    Fool,  give  o'er ! 
Hast  thou  once  been,  yet  think'st  to  be  no  more  ? 
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What !  life  destroy  itself?    0,  idlest  dream, 

Shaped  in  that  emptiest  thing — a  doubter*8  scheme. 

Think'st  in  a  universal  sonl  will  merge 

Thy  soul,  as  rain-drops  mingle  with  the  sui^e  f 

Or,  no  less  skeptic,  sin  will  have  an  end, 

And  thy  purged  spirit  with  the  holy  blend 

In  joys  as  holy  ?    Why  a  sinner  now  ? 

As  falls  the  tree,  so  lies  it.     So  shalt  thou. 

God^s  Book,  thou  doubter,  holds  the  plain  record. 

Dar'st  talk  of  hopes  and  doubts  against  that  Word  f 

Dar'st  palter  with  it  in  a  quibbling  sense  ? 

That  Book  shall  Judge  thee  when  thou  passest  hence. 

Then,  with  thy  spirit  from  the  body  freed, 

Though  know,  thou  It  see,  thou'H  feel  what's  life,  indeed. 

Bursting  to  life,  thy  dominant  desire 
Will  upward  flame,  like  a  fierce  forest  fire  ; 
Then,  like  a  sea  of  fire,  heaye,  roar,  and  daah— 
Roll  up  its  lowest  depths  in  waves,  and  fiash 
A  wild  disaster  round,  like  its  own  wo — 
Each  wave  cry,  **  Wo  for  ever  1"  in  its  flow, 
And  then  pass  on — from  far  adown  its  path 
Send  back  commingling  sounds  of  wo  and  wrath — 
Th*  indomitable  Will  then  know  no  sway : 
God  calls — Man,  hear  Him ;  quit  that  fearful  way  I 

Come,  listen  to  His  voioe  who  died  to  save 
Lost  man,  and  raise  him  from  his  moral  grave ; 
From  darkness  showed  a  path  of  light  to  heaven  ; 
Cried,  '*  Rise  and  walk ;  thy  sins  are  all  forgiven." 

Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart.    Wouldst  thou  be  blest  ? 
Hell  cleanse  thy  spotted  soul.    Wouldst  thou  find  rest  f 
Around  thy  toils  and  cares  heHl  breathe  a  calm, 
And  to  thy  wounded  spirit  lay  a  balm, 
From  fear  draw  love,  and  teach  thee  where  to  seek 
Lost  strength  and  grrandeur,  with  the  bowed  and  meek. 

Come  lowly ;  He  will  help  thee.    Lay  aside 
That  subtle,  first  of  evils — human  pride. 
Know  Gtodf  and,  so,  thyself ;  and  be  afraid 
To  call  aught  poor  or  low  that  he  has  made. 
Fear  naught  but  sin ;  love  all  but  sin ;  and  learn 
How  that,  in  all  things  else,  thou  may*st  discern 
His  forming,  his  creating  power — ^how  bind 
Earth,  self  and  brother  to  th'  Eternal  Mind. 


THE  MOTHER  AND  SON. 

"The  sun  not  set  yet,  Thomas  ?"  **  Not  quite,  sir.  It  blazes 
through  the  trees  on  the  hili  yonder  as  if  their  branches  were 
all  on  fire." 
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Arthur  raised  himself  heavily  forward,  and,  with  his  hat  still 
OTer  his  brow,  toriied  his  glazed  and  dim  eyes  tawards  the 
setting  san.  It  was  only  the  night  before  that  he  had  heard 
his  mother  was  ill,  and  conld  snnrive  bat  a  day  or  two.  He 
had  lived  nearly  apart  from  society,  and,  being  a  lad  of  a 
thon^htfal,  dreamy  mind,  had  made  a  world  to  himself.  His 
ihooghts  and  feelings  were  so  mnch  in  it  that,  except  in  rela- 
tion to  his  own  home,  there  were  the  same  ragne  and  strange 
notions  in  his  brain,  concerning  the  state  of  things  sarronnding 
him,  as  we  have  of  a  foreign  knd. 

He  had  passed  the  night  between  violent,  tumultoons  grief, 
and  namb  iosensibility.  Stepping  into  the  carriage,  with  a 
alow,  weak  motion,  like  one  who  was  quitting  his  sick  chamber 
for  the  first  time,  he  began  his  jonrney  homeward.  As  he  lifted 
his  eyes  upward,  the  few  stars  that  were  here  and  there  over 
the  sky  seemed  to  look  down  in  pity,  and  shed  a  religions  and 
healing  light  upon  him.  But  they  soon  went  out,  one  after 
another,  and  as  the  last  faded  from  his  imploring  sight,  it  was 
as  if  everything  good  and  holy  had  forsaken  him.  The  faint 
tint  in  the  east  soon  became  a  ruddy  glow,  and  the  sun,  shoot- 
ing upward,  bnrst  over  every  living  thing  in  full  glory.  The 
sight  went  to  Arthur's  sick  heart,  as  if  it  were  in  mockery  of 
his  misery. 

Leaning  back  in  his  carriage,  with  his  hand  over  his  eyes, 
he  was  earned  along,  hardly  sensible  it  was  day.  The  old 
servant,  Thomas,  who  was  sitting  by  his  side,  went  on  talking 
in  a  low,  monotonous  tone ;  but  Arthur  only  heard  something 
sounding  in  his  ears,  scarcely  heeding  that  it  was  a  human  voice. 
He  had  a  sense  of  wearisomeness  from  the  motion  of  the  carriage ; 
but  in  all  things  else  the  day  passed  as  a  melancholy  dream. 

Almost  the  first  words  Arthur  spoke  were  those  I  have  men- 
tioned. As  he  looked  oat  upon  the  setting  sun,  he  shuddered 
through  his  whole  frame,  and  then  became  sick  and  pale.  He 
thought  he  knew  the  hill  near  him;  and,  as  they  wound  round 
It,  some  peculiar  old  trees  appeared,  and  he  was  in  a  few  minutes 
in  the  midst  of  the  scenery  near  his  home.  The  river  before 
him,  reflecting  the  rich  evening  sky,  looked  as  if  poured  out 
from  a  molten  mine.  The  birds,  gathering  in,  were  shooting 
across  each  other,  bursting  into  short,  gay  notes,  or  singing 
their  evening  songs  in  the  trees.  It  was  a  bitter  thing  to  find 
all  so  bright  and  cheerful,  and  so  near  his  own  home  too.  His 
horses'  hoo&  struck  upon  the  old  wooden  bridge.  The  sound 
went  to  his  heart.  It  was  here  his  mother  took  her  last  leave 
of  him,  and  blessed  him. 
36 
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As  be  passed  throagh  the  village,  tbere  was  a  feeling  of 
strangeDess,  that  everything  shoold  be  jast  as  it  was  when  be 
left  it.  There  was  an  andefined  thought  floating  in  his  mind, 
that  his  mother's  state  shoold  produce  a  visible  ehange  in  all 
that  he  had  been  familiar  with.  Bat  the  boys  were  at  tbeir 
noisy  games  in  the  street,  the  laborers  returning,  talking 
together,  from  their  work,  and  the  old  men  sitting  qaietij  at 
their  doors.  He  concealed  himself  as  well  as  he  conld,  and 
bade  Thomas  hasten  on. 

As  they  drew  near  the  house,  the  night  was  shutting  in  about 
it,  and  there  was  a  melancholy  gusty  sound  in  the  trees.  Ardiar 
felt  as  if  approaching  his  mother's  tomb.  He  entered  the  parlor. 
AH  was  as  gloomy  and  still  as  a  deserted  house.  Presently  ht 
heard  a  slow,  cautious  step  overhead.  It  was  in  his  mother^ 
chamber.  His  sister  had  seen  him  from  the  window.  She 
hurried  down,  and  threw  her  arms  about  her  brother's  neck, 
without  uttering  a  word.  As  soon  as  he  could  speak,  he  asked, 
'*  Is  she  alire  ?" — he  could  not  say,  my  mother,  **  She  is  6le«p- 
ing,"  answered  his  sister,  ''and  must  not  know  to-night  that  yoa 
are  here ;  she  is  too  weak  to  bear  it  now."  *'  I  will  go  look  at  her 
then,  while  she  sleeps,"  said  he,  drawing  his  handkerchi^  from 
his  face.  His  sister's  sympathy  had  made  him  shed  the  first 
tears  which  had  fallen  from  him  that  day,  and  he  was  more 
composed. 

He  entered  the  chamber  with  a  deep  and  still  awe  upon  bim ; 
and,  as  he  drew  near  his  mother's  bedside,  and  looked  on  ber 
pale,  placid,  and  motionless  face,  he  scarcely  dared  breathe,  lest 
he  should  disturb  the  secret  communion  that  the  soul  was  hold- 
ing with  the  world  into  which  it  was  about  to  enter.  The  loss 
that  he  was  about  suffering,  and  his  heavy  grie(  were  all  for- 
gotten in  the  feeling  of  a  holy  inspiration,  and  he  was,  as  it 
were,  in  the  midst  of  invisible  spirits,  ascending  and  deeceiMi- 
ing.  His  mother's  lips  moved  slightly  as  she  uttered  an  indis- 
tinct sound.  He  drew  back,  and  his  sister  went  near  to  her, 
and  she  spoke.  It  was  the  same  gentle  voice  which  be  had 
known  and  felt  from  his  childhood.  The  exaltation  of  his  soai 
left  him — he  sunk  down — and  his  misery  went  orer  him  like  a 
flood. 

The  next  day,  as  soon  as  his  mother  became  composed  enongb 
to  see  him,  Arthur  went  into  her  chamber.  She  stretched  out 
her  feeble  band,  and  turned  towards  him,  with  a  look  that  blessed 
him.  It  was  the  short  straggle  of  a  meek  spirit.  She  covered 
her  eyes  with  her  band,  and  the  tears  trickled  down  between 
her  pale,  thin  fingers.     As  soon  as  she  became  tranquil,  she 
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spoke  of  the  gratitude  she  felt  at  being  spared  to  see  him  be* 
fore  she  died. 

•'  My  dear  mother,"  said  Arthur — but  he  coold  not  go  on. 
His  Toice  was  choked,  his  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  the  agony 
of  his  80q1  was  visible  in  his  face.  "  Do  not  be  so  afiQicted, 
Arthor,  at  the  loss  of  me.  We  are  not  to  part  forever.  Re* 
member,  too,  how  comfortable  and  happy  yon  have  made  my 
days.  Heaven,  I  know,  will  bless  so  good  a  son  as  you  have 
been  to  me.  You  will  have  that  consolation,  my  son,  which 
visits  but  a  few;  you  will  be  able  to  look  back  upon  your  past 
conduct  to  me,  not  without  pain  only,  but  with  a  holy  joy* 
And  think  hereafter  of  the  peace  of  mind  you  give  me,  now 
that  I  am  about  to  die,  in  the  thought  that  I  am  leaving  your 
sister  to  your  love  and  care.  So  long  as  you  live,  she  will  find 
yoQ  a  father  and  brother  to  her."  She  paused  for  a  moment. 
*'I  have  always  felt  that  I  could  meet  death  with  composure; 
but  I  did  not  know,"  she  said,  with  a  tremulous  voice,  her  lips 
quivering — "  I  did  not  know  how  hard  a  thing  it  would  be  to 
leave  my  children,  till  now  that  the  hour  has  come." 

After  a  little  while,  she  spoke  of  his  father,  and  said  she  had 
lived  with  the  belief  that  he  was  mindful  of  her,  and  with  the 
conviction,  which  grew  stronger  as  death  approached,  that  she 
should  meet  him  in  another  world.  She  said  but  little  more, 
as  she  grew  weaker  and  weaker  every  hour.  Arthur  ^t  by 
in  silence,  holding  her  hand.  He  saw  that  she  was  sensible 
—he  was  watching  her  countenance;  for  every  now  and  then 
she  opened  her  dull  eye,  and  looked  towardis  hid),  and  en* 
deavored  to  smile. 

The  day  wore  slowly  away.  The  sun  went  down,  and  the 
melancholy  and  still  twilight  came  on.  Nothing  was  heard 
but  the  ticking  of  the  watch,  telling  him  with  a  resistless  power 
that  the  hour  was  drawing  nigh.  He  gasped,  as  if  under  some 
invisible,  gigantic  grasp,  which  it  was  not  for  human  strength 
to  struggle  against. 

It  was  now  quite  dark,  and^by  the  pale  light  of  the  night- 
lamp  in  the  chimney  comer,  the  furniture  in  the  room  threw 
huge  and  uncouth  figures  over  the  walls.  All  was  unsubstan- 
tial and  visionary,  and  the  shadowy  ministers  of  death  appeared 
gathering  round,  waiting  the  duty  of  the  hour  appointed  them. 
Arthur  shuddered  for  a  moment  with  superstitious  awe;  but 
the  solemn  elevation  which  a  good  man  feels  at  the  sight  of  the 
dying  took  possession  of  him,  and  he  became  calm  again. 

The  approach  of  death  has  so  much  which  is  exalting,  that 
oar  grief  is,  for  the  time,  forgotten.    And  could  one,  who  had 
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seen  Artbor  a  few  hoars  before,  now  have  looked  opon  the 
grave  and  grand  repose  of  his  conntenance,  he  woald  hardly 
hate  known  him. 

The  livid  hne  of  death  was  fast  spreading  over  his  naotber^ 
face.  He  stooped  forward  to  catch  the  sound  of  her  breathing. 
It  grew  quick  and  faint.  *'  My  mother  I"  She  opened  her  ejea, 
for  the  last  time,  upon  him — a  faint  flush  passed  over  her  cheek 
— there  was  the  serenity  of  an  angel  in  her  look-^her  band  jmt 
pressed  his.     It  was  all  over. 

His  spirit  had  endured  to  its  utmost.  It  sunk  down  from  its 
unearthly  height ;  and,  with  his  face  upon  his  mother's  pillow, 
he  wept  like  a  child.  He  arose  with  a  violent  effort,  and,  step- 
ping into  the  adjoining  chamber,  spoke  to  his  aunt.  '^It  is 
past,"  said  he.  "Is  my  sister  asleep?  Well,  then,  let  her 
have  rest;  she  needs  it."  He  then  went  to  his  own  chamber, 
and  shut  himself  in. 

It  is  a  merciful  thing  that  the  intense  suffering  of  senntire 
minds  makes  to  itself  a  relief.  Violent  grief  brings  on  a  torpor, 
and  an  indistinctness,  and  dimness,  as  from  long  watching.  It 
is  not  till  the  violence  of  affliction  has  subsided,  and  genUe  and 
soothing  thoughts  can  find  room  to  mix  with  our  sorrow,  asd 
holy  consolations  can  minister  to  us,  that  we  are  able  to  know 
fully  our  loss,  and  see  clearly  what  has  been  torn  away  IVom  oar 
affections.  It  was  so  with  Arthur.  tJnconnected  and  strange 
thoughts,  with  melancholy,  bat  half-formed  images,  were  float* 
ing  in  his  mind,  and  now  and  then  a  gleam  of  light  would  pass 
through  it,  as  if  he  had  been  in  a  troubled  trance,  and  all  wai 
right  again.  His  worn  and  tired  feelings  at  last  found  rest  in 
sleep. 

It  is  an  impression,  which  we  cannot  rid  ourselves  of  if  we 
would,  when  sitting  by  the  body  of  a  friend,  that  he  has  still  a 
consciousness  of  our  presence ;  that,  though  the  common  eon- 
cerns  of  the  world  have  no  more  to  do  with  him,  he  has  still 
a  love  and  care  of  us.  The  face  which  we  had  so  long  been 
familiar  with,  when  it  was  all  life  and  motion,  seems  only  In  a 
state  of  rest.  We  know  not  how  to  make  it  real  to  oarselves, 
that  the  body  before  us  is  not  a  living  thing. 

Arthur  was  in  such  a  state  of  mind,  as  he  sat  alone  in  the 
room  by  his  mother,  the  day  after  her  death.  It  was  as  if  her 
soul  had  been  in  paradise,  and  was  now  holding  communion 
with  pure  spirits  there,  though  it  still  abode  in  the  body  that 
lay  before  him.  He  felt  as  if  sanctified  by  the  presence  of  one 
to  whom  the  other  world  had  been  laid  open — as  if  under  the 
love  and  protection  of  one  made  holy.    The  religious  reflectiom 
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that  his  mother  bad  early  tangbt  him  gave  him  strength ;  a 
spiritual  composure  stole  over  him,  and  be  found  himself  pre- 
pared to  perform  the  last  offices  to  the  dead. 

Is  it  not  enough  to  see  our  friends  die,  and  part  with  them 
for  the  remainder  of  our  days ;  to  reflect  that  we  shall  hear 
tbeir  voices  no  more,  and  that  they  will  never  look  on  us  again ; 
to  see  that  turning  to  corruption  which  was  but  just  now  alive, 
and  eloquent,  and  beautiful  with  all  the  sensations  of  the  soul  f 
Are  our  sorrows  so  sacred  and  peculiar  as  to  make  the  world  as 
vanity  to  us,  and  the  men  of  it  as  strangers?  and  shall  we  not 
be  left  to  our  afflictions  for  a  few  hours  ?  Must  we  be  brought 
out  at  such  a  time  to  the  concerned  or  careless  gaze  of  those 
we  know  not,  or  be  made  to  bear  the  formal  proffers  of  con- 
solations from  acquaintances  who  will  go  away  and  forget  it 
all  ?  Shall  we  not  be  suffered,  a  little  while,  a  holy  and  healing 
communion  with  the  dead  ?  Must  the  kindred  stillness  and 
gloom  of  our  dwelling  be  changed  for  the  solemn  show  of  the 
pall,  the  talk  of  the  passers-by,  and  the  broad  and  piercing 
light  of  the  common  sun  ?  Must  the  ceremonies  of  the  world 
wait  OD  us  even  to  the  open  graves  of  our  friends  ? 

When  the  hour  came,  Arthur  rose  with  a  firm  step  and  fixed 
eye,  though  his  whole  face  was  tremulous  with  the  struggle 
within  him.  He  went  to  his  sister,  and  took  her  arm  within 
his.  The  bell  struck.  Its  heavy,  undulating  sound  rolled  for- 
ward like  a  sea.  He  felt  a  violent  beating  through  his  whole 
frame,  which  shook  him  that  he  reeled.  It  was  but  a  momen- 
tary weakness.  He  moved  on,  passing  those  who  surrounded 
him,  as  if  they  had  |)een  shadows.  While  he  followed  the  slow 
hearse,  there  was  a  vacancy  in  his  eye,  as  it  rested  on  the  coffin, 
which  showed  him  hardly  conscious  of  what  was  before  him. 
His  spirit  was  with  his  mother's.  As  he  reached  the  grave,  he 
shrunk  back,  and  turned  deadly  pale;  but,  sinking  his  head 
upon  his  breast,  and  drawing  his  hat  over  his  face,  he  stood 
motionless  as  a  statue  till  the  service  was  over. 

He  had  gone  through  all  that  the  forms  of  society  required 
of  hira.  For,  as  painful  as  the  effort  was,  and  as  little  suited 
as  such  forms  were  to  his  own  thoughts  upon  the  subject,  yet, 
he  could  not  do  anything  that  might  appear  to  the  world  like 
a  want  of  reverence  and  respect  for  his  mother.  The  scene 
was  ended,  and  the  inward  struggle  over;  and  now  that  he  was 
left  to  himself,  the  greatness  of  his  loss  came  up  full  and  dis- 
tinctly before  him. 

It  was  a  dreary  and  chilly  evening  when  he  returned  home. 
When  he  entered  the  house  from  which  his  mother  had  gone 
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lorever,  a  sense  of  dreary  emptiness  oppressed  him.  as  if  his 
very  abode  had  been  deserted  by  every  living  thing*.  He 
waliced  into  his  mother's  chamber.  The  naked  bedstead,  and 
the  chair  in  which  she  nsed  to  sit,  were  all  that  was  left  in  the 
room.  As  he  threw  himself  back  into  the  chair,  he  groaoed 
in  the  bitterness  of  his  spirit.  A  feeling  of  forloniness  came 
over  him,  which  was  not  to  be  relieved  by  tears.  She,  whoa 
he  had  watched  over  in  her  dying  hoar,  and  whom  he  bad 
talked  to  as  she  lay  before  him  in  death,  as  if  she  coald  bear 
and  answer  him,  had  gone  from  him.  Nothing  waa  left  for 
the  senses  to  fasten  fondly  on,  and  time  had  not  yet  taaght  him 
to  think  of  her  only  as  a  spirit.  But  time  and  holy  endeavors 
brought  this  consolation ;  and  the  little  of  life  that  a  wasting 
disease  left  him  was  passed  by  him,  when  alone,  in  thoughtful 
tranquillity ;  and  amongst  his  friends  he  appeared  with  that 
gentle  cheerfulness  which,  before  his  mother's  death,  had  been 
a  part  of  his  nature. 


l! 


MRS.  SiaOURNEY,  1791. 

Ltdia  HoiTTLBT,  BOW  Mb8.  Sioournbt,  Ifl  the  imly  child  of  tho  Ut« 
Ezekiel  Hantley,  of  Norwich,  where  she  was  bom  on  the  1st  of  Sep* 
tember,  1791.  In  her  earliest  years  she  gave  evidence  of  onooauBoa 
abilities,  and  her  parents  determined  that  every4>ains  shoold  be  takeo 
to  have  them  rightly  cultivated.  At  eight  years  of  age  she  began  to 
develop  those  poetical  talente  which  have  since  made  her  name  •• 
widely  and  favorably  known.  After  enjoying  the  advantages  of  tbe 
schools  of  her  native  town,  and  attending  for  some  time  a  boarding- 
school  in  Hartford,  Miss  Hnntley,  in  connection  with  a  friend  and  kin- 
dred spirit,  Mary  Maria  Hyde,  opened  a  school  for  young  ladies  In 
Norwich,  which  she  continued  for  two  years.  She  then  remored  to 
^  Hartford,  where  she  remained  for  several  years,  in  the  same  pursuit. 

In  1815,  Miss  Huntley  was  induced  by  Daniel  Wadsworth,  Siq.,  aa 
intelligent  and  wealthy  merchant  of  Hartford,  to  give  a  volume  of  her 
poems  to  the  public.  It  was  published  under  the  modest  title  of 
"  Moral  Pieces  in  Prose  and  Verse,"  which  showed  very  clearly  that 
an  author  who  had  done  so  well,  could  do  still  better.  In  1819,  she 
was  married  to  Charles  Sigonmey,  Esq.,  a  leading  merchant  of  Hart- 
ford, and  a  gentleman  of  education  and  literary  taste.     She  did  not 
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appear  again  as  an  anthor  till  1822,  when  she  pobllshed  **  Traits  of 
the  Aborigines  of  Ameriea/'  a  desoriptl^e,  historical,  and  didactic 
poem,  in  fire  cantos.  In  1824,  she  published,  in  prose,  **  A  Sketch  of 
Conneoticnt  Fertj  Tears  Since;"  in  1828,  a  volame  of  "Poems,  bj 
the  author  of  Moral  Pieces  ;"  in  1833,  "  Poetry  for  Children ;"  in  1835, 
**  Zinsendorf,  and  other  Poems  ;**  in  1836, "  Letters  to  Tonng  Ladies  ;" 
and  in  1838,  **  Letters  to  Mothers."  In  the  summer  of  1840,  she  went 
to  Europe,  and,  after  visiting  many  of  the  most  interesting  places  in 
Sngtand,  Scotland,  and  France,  and  publishing  a  collection  of  her 
works  in  London,  she  returned,  in  the  following  April,  to  Hartford. 

In  1841,  she  published  a  selection  of  her  jwems,  such  as  her  ma- 
tured Judgment  esteemed  the  best;  and  in  the  same  year  appeared 
**  Pocahontas,*'  the  best  of  her  long  poems.  Early  in  1843,  appeared 
in  Boston  her  "  Pleasant  Memories  of  Pleasant  Lands,"  the  records,  in 
prose  and  Terse,  of  the  interesting  objects  and  persons  she  saw  in  her 
European  tour.  Two  years  afterwards,  this  was  followed  by  a  similar 
work,  entitled  **  Scenes  in  my  Native  Land."  In  1856,  she  published 
that  charming  book  "  Past  Meridian,"'  and  the  next  year  **  Examines 
from  the  Eighteenth  and  Kineteenth  Centuries,"  a  volume  of  brief 
biographical  sketches,  or  rather  pictures  of  character,  selected  with 
much  Judgment,  and  wrought  out  with  taste  and  feeling. 

Any  writer,  whether  of  prose  or  poetry,  might  well  be  proud  of  the 
fame  Mrs.  Sigoumey  has  acquired,  and  which  she  will  retain  to  the 
latest  posterity ;  for  everything  she  has  written  has  been  pure,  lofty, 
and  holy,  in  its  whole  tone  and  influence.  Other  writers  have  had 
more  learning,  and  more  genius,  but  none  have  employed  their  talents 
for  a  higher  end — ^to  make  the  world  wiser,  happier,  holier.  An  ac- 
complished scholar*  has  remarked  of  her  poems  that  ''  they  express, 
with  great  purity  and  evident  sincerity,  the  tender  affections  which 
are  so  natural  to  the  female  heart,  and  the  lofty  aspirations  after  a 
higher  and  better  state  of  being,  which  constitute  tlte  truly  ennobling 
and  elevating  principle  in  art,  as  well  as  nature.     Love  and  Religion 

*  *'  Mrs.  Sigonniey  has  never  before  written  so  wisely,  so  osefully,  so  beau- 
tifallj,  as  in  this  rolame.  In  saying  so,  we  yield  to  none  in  our  high  appro- 
elation  of  her  previous  literary  merit;  but,  unless  we  greatly  mistake,  this  is 
ODo  of  the  eomparatirely  few  books  of  our  day  whioh  will  be  read  with  glisten- 
ing eyes  and  glowing  heart,  when  all  who  now  read  it  will  have  gone  to  their 
graves.  It  is  written  by  her  in  the  character  of  one  who  has  passed  the  me- 
ridiaa  of  life,  aad  addresses  itself  to  sensations  and  experientes  whioh  all 
whose  faces  are  turned  westward  oan  understand,  and  feel  with  her.  It  is 
devotion,  philosophy,  and  poetry,  so  intertwined,  that  each  is  enriohed  and 
•domed  by  the  association.  Above  all,  it  blends  with  the  serene  sunset  of 
a  well-spent  life,  the  young  morning  beams  of  the  never-setting  day." — North 
Am.  Review,  Jan.  1857. 

*  Alexander  H.  Everett. 
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are  the  unvarying  elements  of  her  songt    If  her  power  of 

waa  equal  to  the  parity  and  deration  of  her  habits  of  thought  and 

feeling,  she  would  be  a  female  Milton,  or  a  Christian  Pindar.    But 

'  though  she  inherit 

Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinion. 

That  the  Theban  eagle  bear ; 
Sailing  with  supreme  dominion 

Through  the  amre  deep  of  air;' 

she  nevertheless  manages  language  with  ease  and  elegance,  and  olUm 
with  much  of  the  curiosa  felicitast  that  *  refined  felicity'  of  ezpressioa, 
which  is,  after  all,  the  principal  charm  in  poetry.  In  blank  verse  she 
is  Yery  successful.  The  poems  that  she  has  written  In  this  measut 
have  not  unfrequently  much  of  the  manner  of  Wordsworth,  and  nuy 
be  nearly  or  quite  as  highly  relished  by  his  admirers." 


WIDOW  AT  H£B  DAUQHTEB'8  BRIDAL. 

Deal  gently  thou,  whose  hand  hath  won 

The  young  bird  from  its  nest  away. 
Where  careless,  'neath  a  vernal  sun, 

She  gayly  caroll'd,  day  by  day ; 
The  haunt  is  lone,  the  heart  must  grieve. 

From  whence  her  timid  wing  doth  soar. 
They  pensive  list  at  hush  of  eve. 

Yet  hear  her  gushing  song  no  more. 

Deal  gently  with  her ;  thou  art  dear, 

Beyond  what  vestal  lips  have  told, 
And,  like  a  lamb  from  fountains  clear. 

She  turns  confiding  to  thy  fold ; 
She  round  thy  sweet  domestic  bower 

The  wreath  of  changeless  love  shall  twine, 
Watch  for  thy  step  at  vesper  hour, 

And  blend  her  holiest  prayer  with  thine. 

Deal  gently  thou,  when,  far  away, 

Mid  stranger  scenes  her  foot  shall  rove. 
Nor  let  thy  tender  care  decay — 

The  soul  of  woman  lives  in  love : 
And  shonldst  thou,  woudering,  mark  a  tear, 

Unconscious,  from  her  eyelids  break, 
Be  pitiful,  and  soothe  the  fear 

That  man's  strong  heart  may  ne'er  partake. 

A  mother  yields  her  gem  to  thee. 
On  thy  true  breast  to  sparkle  rare. 

She  places  'neath  thy  household  tree 
Tlie  idol  of  her  fondest  care ; 
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And  by  thy  tmst  to  be  forgiven, 

When  judgment  wake»  in  terror  wild, 

By  all  thy  treasured  hopes  of  heaven, 
Deal  gently  with  the  widow's  child. 


MIAQABA. 

Flow  on  for  ever,  in  thy  glorious  robe 
Of  terror  and  of  beauty— God  hath  set 
His  rainbow  on  thy  forehead,  and  the  cloud 
Mantled  around  thy  feet.— And  he  doth  give 
Thy  voice  of  thunder  power  to  speak  of  him 
Eternally — bidding  the  lip  of  man 
Keep  silence,  and  upon  thy  rooky  altar  pour 
Incense  of  awe-atruck  praise. 

And  who  can  dare 
To  lift  the  insect  trump  of  earthly  hope. 
Or  love,  or  sorrow — 'mid  the  peal  sublime 
Of  thy  tremendous  hymn  ? — Even  Ocean  shrinks 
Back  from  thy  brotherhood,  and  his  wild  waves 
Betire  abashed. — For  he  doth  sometimes  seem 
To  sleep  like  a  spent  laborer,  and  recall 
His  wearied  billows  from  their  vexing  play. 
And  lull  them  to  a  cradle  calm :  but  thou, 
With  everlasting,  undecaying  tide, 
Dost  rest  not  night  or  day. 

The  morning  stars, 
When  first  they  sang  o'er  young  creation's  birth. 
Heard  thy  deep  anthem — ^and  those  wrecking  fires 
That  wait  the  archangel's  signal  to  dissolve 
The  solid  earth,  shall  find  Jehovah's  name 
Oraven,  as  with  a  thousand  diamond  spears, 
On  thine  unfathomed  page.-^Each  leafy  bough 
That  lifts  itself  within  thy  proud  domain, 
Doth  gather  greenness  from  thy  living  spray. 
And  tremble  at  the  baptism. — Lo !  yon  birds 
Do  venture  boldly  near,  bathing  their  wing 
Amid  thy  foam  and  mist. — Tis  meet  for  thenf 
To  touch  thy  garment's  hem — or  lightly  stir 
The  snowy  leaflets  of  thy  vapor  wreath — 
Who  sport  unharmed  upon  the  fleecy  cloud, 
And  listen  at  the  echoing  gate  of  heaven. 
Without  reproof. — But  as  for  us — it  seems 
Scarce  lawful  with  our  broken  tones  to  speak 
Familiarly  of  thee. — Methinks,  to  tint 
Thy  glorious  features  with  our  pencil's  point, 
Or  woo  thee  to  the  tablet  of  a  song. 
Were  profanation. 
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Thoa  doBt  make  the  soul 
A  wondering  witness  of  tbj  msjestj ; 
And  while  it  rushes  with  delirioos  joj 
To  tresd  thj  yestibnle,  dost  chain  its  step, 
And  check  its  rapture  with  the  hambling  riew 
Of  its  own  nothingness,  bidding  it  stand 
In  the  dread  presence  of  the  Invisible, 
As  if  to  answer  to  its  God  through  thee« 


MONODT  ON  MRS.  DKBIANS. 

Nature  doth  mourn  for  thee. 

There  comes  a  voice 
From  her  far  solitudes,  as  though  the  winds 
Murmured  low  dirges,  or  the  waves  complained. 
Even  the' meek  plant,  that  never  sang  before 
Save  one  brief  requiem,  when  its  blossoms  fell. 
Seems  through  its  drooping  leaves  to  sigh  for  thee, 
As  for  a  florist  dead.     The  ivy,  wreathed 
Round  the  gray  turrets  of  a  buried  race, 
And  the  proud  palm  trees,  that  like  princes  rear 
Their  diadems  'neath  Asia*s  sultry  sky, 
Blend  with  their  ancient  lore  thy  hallowed  name. 
Thy  music,  like  baptismal  dew,  did  make 
Whatever  it  touched  more  holy.    The  pure  shell, 
Pressing  its  pearly  lip  to  Ocean's  floor ; 
The  cloistered  chambers,  where  the  seagods  sleep ; 
And  the  unfathomed,  melancholy  Main, 
Lament  for  thee  through  all  the  sounding  deeps. 
Hark !  from  sky-piercing  Himmaleh,  to  where 
Snowdon  doth  weave  his  coronet  of  cloud — 
From  the  scathed  pine  tree,  near  the  red  man's  hut, 
To  where  the  everlasting  Banian  builds 
Its  vast  columnar  temple,  comes  a  wail 
For  her  who  o'er  the  dim  cathedral's  arch. 
The  quivering  sunbeam  on  the  cottage  wall, 
Or  the  sere  desert,  poured  the  lofty  chant 
And  ritual  of  the  muse :  who  found  the  link 
That  Joins  mute  Nature  to  ethereal  mind, 
And  made  that  link  a  melody. 

The  vales 
Of  glorious  Albion  heard  thy  tuneful  fame. 
And  those  green  cliffs,  where  erst  the  Cambrian  bardf 
Swept  their  indignant  lyres,  exulting  tell 
How  oft  thy  fairy  foot  in  childhood  climbed 
Their  rude,  romantic  heights. 

Yet  was  the  conch 
Of  thy  last  slumber  in  yon  verdant  isle 
Of  song,  and  eloquence,  and  ardent  soul — 
Which,  loved  of  lavish  skies,  though  banned  by  late. 
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Beemed  as  a  type  of  thine  own  yaried  lot, 
The  crowned  of  Genina,  and  the  child  of  Wo. 
For  at  thy  breast  the  oTer-pointed  thorn 
Did  gird  itself  in  secret,  mid  the  gnsh 
Of  such  unstained,  sabUme,  impassioned  song, 
That  angels,  poising  on  some  silver  clond. 
Might  listen  mid  the  errands  of  the  skies. 
And  linger  all  nnblamed. 

How  tenderly 
Doth  Nature  draw  her  curtain  round  thy  rest, 
And,  like  a  nurse,  with  finger  on  her  lip, 
Watch  that  no  step  disturb  thee,  and  no  hand 
Profane  thy  sacred  harp.    Methinks  she  waits 
Thy  waking,  as  some  cheated  inother  hangs 
O'er  the  pale  babe,  whose  spirit  Death  hath  stolen, 
And  laid  it  dreaming  on  the  lap  of  Heayen. 
Said  we  that  thou  art  dead  ?    We  dare  not.    No. 
For  eTery  mountain,  stream,  or  shady  dell. 
Where  thy  rich  echoes  linger,  claim  thee  still. 
Their  own  undying  one.     To  thee  was  known 
Alike  the  language  of  the  fragile  flower 
And  of  the  burning  stars.    Qod  taught  it  thee. 
So,  from  thy  living  intercourse  with  man, 
Thou  Shalt  not  pass,  until  the  weary  earth 
Drops  her  last  gem  into  the  doomsday  flame. 
Thou  hast  but  taken  thy  seat  with  that  blest  choir. 
Whose  harmonies  thy  spirit  learned  so  well 
Through  this  low;,  darkened  casement,  and  so  long 
Interpreted  for  us. 

Why  should  we  say 
Farewell  to  thee,  since  every  unborn  age 
Shall  mix  thee  with  its  household  charities  ? 
The  hoary  sire  shall  bow  his  deafened  ear. 
And  greet  thy  sweet  words  with  his  benison ; 
The  mother  shrine  thee  as  a  vestal  flame 
In  the  lone  temple  of  her  sanctity ; 
And  the  young  child  who  takes  thee  by  the  hand 
Shall  travel  with  a  surer  step  to  heaven. 


CONTENTMENT. 

Think'st  thou  the  steed  that  restless  roves 
O'er  rocks  and  mountains,  fields  and  groves, 

With  wild,  unbridled  bound. 
Finds  fresher  pasture  than  the  bee, 
On  thymy  bank  or  vernal  tree, 
Intent  to  store  her  industry 

Within  her  waxen  round  f 

Think'st  thou  the  fountain  forced  to  turn 
Through  marble  vase  or  sculptured  urn, 
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Affords  a  sweeier  dimug^t 
ThftA  that  whiehf  in  its  native  sphere, 
Perennial,  ondistiurh'd  and  clear. 
Flows,  the  lone  trayeller's  thirst  to  cheer. 

And  wake  his  gratefol  thought  ? 

Think'st  thoa  the  man  whose  mansions  hold 
The  worldling's  pomp  and  miser's  gold 

Obtains  a  richer  prize 
Than  he  who,  in  his  cot  at  rest. 
Finds  heavenly  peace  a  willing  gnest, 
And  bears  the  promise  in  his  breast 

Of  treasure  in  the  skies  ? 


THE  OORAL  INSEOT. 

Toil  on !  toil  on !  ye  ephemeral  train, 

Who  build  in  the  tossing  and  treacherous  main ; 

Toil  on — for  the  wisdom  of  man  ye  mock. 

With  your  sand-based  structures  and  domes  of  rock ; 

Your  columns  the  fathomless  fountains  lave. 

And  your  arches  spring  up  to  the  crested  wave ; 

Ye  *re  a  puny  race,  thus  to  boldly  rear 

A  fabric  so  vast,  in  a  realm  so  drear. 

Ye  bind  the  deep  with  your  secret  zone. 

The  ocean  is  sealed,  and  the  surge  a  stone ; 

Fresh  wreaths  from  the  coral  pavement  spring. 

Like  the  terraced  pride  of  Assyria's  king ; 

The  turf  looks  green  where  the  breakers  rolled ; 

O'er  the  whirlpool  ripens  the  rind  of  gold ; 

The  sea-snatched  isle  is  the  home  of  men, 

And  the  mountains  exult  where  the  wave  hath  been. 

But  why  do  ye  plant  'neath  the  billows  dark 
The  wrecking  reef  for  the  gallant  bark  f 
There  are  snares  enough  on  the  tented  field, 
*Mid  the  blossomed  sweets  that  the  valleys  yield ; 
There  are  serpents  to  coil,  ere  the  flowers  are  up ; 
There's  a  poison  drop  in  man's  purest  cup ; 
There  are  foes  that  watch  for  his  cradle  breath, 
And  why  need  ye  sow  the  floods  with  death  f 

With  mouldering  bones  the  deeps  are  white. 
From  the  ice-clad  pole  to  the  tropios  bright ; 
The  mermaid  hath  twisted  her  fingers  cold 
With  the  mesh  of  the  sea-boy's  curls  of  gold, 
And  the  gods  of  ocean  have  frowned  to  see 
The  mariner's  bed  in  their  halls  of  glee ; 
Hath  earth  no  graves,  that  ye  thus  must  spread 
The  boundless  sea  for  the  thronging  dead  P 
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Ye  build — ^ye  build— but  ye  enter  not  in, 

Like  the  tribes  whom  the  desert  devoured  in  their  ain ; 

From  the  land  of  promise  ye  fade  and  die, 

Ere  its  verdure  gleams  forUi  on  your  weary  eye ; 

As  the  kings  of  the  oloud-crowned  pyramid, 

Their  noteless  bones  in  oblivion  hid, 

Ye  slumber  unmarked  'mid  the  desolate  main, 

While  the  wonder  and  pride  of  your  works  remain. 


INDIAN  NAMES. 

Ye  say  they  all  have  passed  away, 

That  noble  race  and  brave ; 
That  their  light  eanoes  have  vanishM 

From  off  the  orested  wave ; 
That,  *mid  the  forests  where  they  roamed, 

There  rings  no  hunter's  shout ; 
But  their  name  is  on  your  waters — 

Ye  may  not  wash  it  out. 

T  is  where  Ontario's  billow 

Like  Ocean's  surge  \%  curled ; 
Where  strong  Niagara's  thunders  wake 

The  echo  of  the  world : 
Where  red  Missouri  bringeth 

Rich  tribute  from  the  west ; 
And  Rappahannock  sweetly  sleeps 

On  green  Virginia's  breast. 

Ye  say  their  oonelike  cabins, 

That  clustered  o'er  the  vale, 
Have  disappeared,  as  withered  leaves 

Before  the  autumn's  gale  : 
Bat  theirinemory  liveth  on  your  hills. 

Their  baptism  on  your  shore. 
Your  everlasting  rivers  speak 

Their  dialect  of  yore. 

Old  Massachusetts  wears  it 

Within  her  lordly  crown. 
And  broad  Ohio  bears  it 

Amid  her  young  renown ; 
Ck>nnecticut  has  wreathed  it 

Where  her  quiet  foliage  waves, 
And  bold  Kentucky  breathes  it  hoarse 

Through  all  her  ancient  oaves. 

Wftchusett  hides  its  lingering  voice 

Within  its  rocky  heart, 
And  Alleghany  graves  its  tone 

Throughout  his  lofty  chart. 
37 
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MoDadnocIc,  on  bis  forebead  hoar. 
Doth  seal  the  sacred  trost : 

Tour  mountains  build  their  monument. 
Though  ye  destroy  their  dust. 


THE  ROSS. 

I  saw  a  rose  perfect  Id  beaotj ;  it  rested  gracefoll j  iipoii  fts 
stalk,  and  its  perfome  filled  the  air.  Many  stopped  to  gaj« 
upon  it,  many  bowed  to  taste  its  fragrance,  and  its  owner  hmg 
over  it  with  delight.  I  passed  it  again,  and  behold  it  was  gone 
— its  stem  was  leafless — its  root  had  withered;  the  inelossre 
which  snrroanded  it  was  broken  down.  The  spoiler  h*d  been 
there;  he  saw  that  many  admired  it;  he  knew  it  was  dear  to 
him  who  planted  it,  and  besides  it  he  had  no  other  plant  to 
loYC.  Yet  he  snatched  it  secretly  from  the  hand  that  cheridied 
it ;  he  wore  it  on  his  bosom  till  it  hong  its  head  and  faded,  aad, 
when  he  saw  that  its  glory  was  departed,  he  flung  it  mdely 
away.  Bot  it  left  a  thorn  in  his  bosom,  and  vainly  did  be  seek 
to  extract  it ;  for  now  it  pierces  the  spoiler,  even  in  his  boor  of 
mirth.  And  when  I  saw  that  no  man,  who  had  lored  the  beanty 
of  the  rose,  gathered  again  its  scattered  leares,  or  boand  op 
the  stalk  which  the  hands  of  riolence  had  broken,  I  looked 
earnestly  at  the  spot  where  it  grew,  and  my  soul  reeeired  ia- 
straction.  And  I  said:  Let  her  who  is  foil  of  beanty  and  ad- 
miration, sitting  like  the  qneen  of  flowers  in  majesty  among 
the  daughters  of  women,  let  her  watch  lest  ranity  enter  her 
heart,  beguiling  her  to  rest  proudly  upon  her  own  strength; 
let  her  remember  that  she  standeth  upon  slippery  places,  "and 
be  not  high-minded,  but  fear.'' 


THE  PBIYILEOES  OF  AQS. 

The  aged,  especially  if  their  conquest  of  self  is  imperfect, 
are  prone  to  underrate  the  advantages  that  remain.  Their 
minds  linger  among  depressing  subjects,  repining  for  what 
"time's  effacing  fingers"  will  never  restore.  Far  better  wonld 
it  be  to  muse  on  their  remaining  privileges,  to  recount  them, 
and  to  rejoice  in  them.  Many  instances  have  I  witnessed,  both 
of  this  spirit,  and  the  want  of  it,  which  left  enduring  impres- 
sions. 

I  well  remember  an  ancient  dwelling,  sheltered  by  lofty, 
umbrageous  trees,  and  with  all  the  appendages  of  rural  com- 
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fort.  A  fair  prospect  of  hill  and  dale,  and  broad  rirer,  and 
distant  spire,  cheered  the  vine-covered  piazzas,  through  whose 
loop-holes,  with  the  subdued  cry  of  the  steam-borne  cars,  the 
world's  great  Babel  made  a  dash  at  the  picture  without  coming 
too  near.  Traits  of  agricultural  life,  divested  of  its  rude  and 
sordid  toils,  were  pleasantly  visible.  A  smooth-coated  and 
symmetrical  cow  ruminated  over  her  clover-meal.  A  faithful 
horse,  submissive  to  the  gentlest  rein,  protruded  his  honest 
face  through  the  barn  window.  A  few  brooding  mothers  were 
busy  with  the  nurture  of  their  chickens,  while  the  proud  father 
of  the  flock  told,  with  a  clarion-voice,  his  happiness.  There 
were  trees,  whose  summer  fruits  were  richly  swelling,  and 
bushes  of  ripening  berries,  and  gardens  of  choice  vegetables. 
Those  who,  from  the  hot  and  dusty  city,  came  to  breathe  the 
pure  air  of  this  sylvan  retreat,  took  note  of  these  "  creature- 
comforts, '^  and  thought  they  added  beauty  to  the  landscape. 

Within  the  abode,  fair  pictures  and  books  of  no  mean  litera- 
ture adorned  the  parlors;  in  the  carpeted  kitchen,  ticked  the 
stately  old  family  clock,  while  the  bright  dishes  stood  in  orderly 
array  opon  the  speckless  shelves.  Visitants  could  not  but 
admire  that  union  of  taste  and  education  which  makes  rural 
life  beautiful.  It  might  seem  almost  as  an  Elysium,  where 
care  would  delight  to  repose,  or  philosophy  to  pursue  her  re- 
searches without  interruption.  But  to  any  such  remark,  the 
excellent  owner  was  wont  mournfully  to  reply: — 

'•  Here  are  only  two  old  people  together.  Our  children  are 
married  and  gone.  Some  of  them  are  dead.  We  cannot  be 
expected  to  have  much  enjoyment" 

Oh,  dear  friends,  but  it  is  expected  that  you  thauld.  Tour 
very  statement  of  the  premises  is  an  admission  of  peculiar 
sources  of  comfort 

"TVro  old  people  iogether,^^  Whose  sympathies  can  be  so 
perfect?  And  is  not  sympathy  a  source  of  happiness?  Side 
by  side  ye  have  journeyed  through  joys  and  sorrows.  Ton  have 
stood  by  the  grave's  brink,  when  it  swallowed  up  your  idols, 
and  the  iron  that  entered  into  your  souls  was  fused  as  a  living 
link,  that  time  might  never  destroy.  Under  the  cloud,  and 
through  the  sea,  you  have  walked  hand  in  hand,  heart  to  heart. 
What  subjects  of  communion  must  you  have,  with  which  no 
other  human  being  could  intermeddle ! 

**7\ffo  old  people J*^  Would  your  experience  be  so  rich  and 
profound,  if  you  were  not  old  7  or  your  congeniality  so  entire, 
if  one  was  old,  and  the  other  young?  What  a  blessing  that 
you  can  say,  there  are  two  of  us.     Can  you  realize  theloneli- 
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ness  of  8oal  that  most  gather  around  the  words  ''left  alomeP' 
How  many  of  memory's  cherished  pictures  must  then  be  Tiewed 
through  blinding  tears?  how  feelingly  the  expression  of  the 
poet  must  be  adopted — "  'tis  the  survivor  dies  V^ 

**Our  children  are  married  and  gone,^^  Would  you  bsTe  it 
otherwise  ?  Was  it  not  fitting  for  them  to  comply  with  the 
institution  of  their  Creator?  Is  it  not  better  than  if  they  were 
all  at  home,  without  congenial  employment,  pining  in  disap- 
pointed hope,  or  solitude  of  the  heart?  Married  and  gome! 
To  teach  in  other  homes  the  yirtues  they  have  learned  from 
you.  Perchance,  in  newer  settlements  to  diffuse  the  energj  of 
right  habits,  and  the  high  influence  of  pure  principles.  Game! 
to  learn  the  luxury  of  life's  most  intense  affections,  and  wisely 
to  train  their  own  young  blossoms  for  time  and  for  eternity. 
Praise  God  that  it  Is  so. 

"Some  are  dead.^^  They  have  gone  a  little  before.  They 
have  shown  you  the  way  through  that  gate  where  all  the  Hring 
must  pass.  Will  not  their  voice  of  welcome  be  sweet  in  the 
skies?  Dream  ye  not  sometimes  that  ye  hear  the  echo  of  their 
harp-strings  ?  Is  not  your  eternal  home  brought  nearer,  and 
made  dearer  by  them  ?     Then  praise  God, 


CHARLES  SPRAGUB. 

This  beantifal  poet  and  finished  prose  writer  was  bom  in  Botloii  cm 
the  26th  of  October,  1791.  He  was  educated  in  his  native  city,  mod 
placed  at  an  early  age  in  a  mercantile  honse,  and  at  the  age  d  twenty- 
one  engaged  In  basinesa  on  his  own  acoonnt.  After  a  few  years,  he  was 
elected  cashier  of  the  Glohe  Bank,  in  Boston,  which  office  he  still  holds. 

Mr.  Sprag^e  is  an  eminent  and  encouraging  example  of  the  union 
of  large  business  capacity  and  exact  business  hahits,  with  a  lore  of 
literature,  and  signal  success  in  its  pursuit.  He  was  bom  a  poet,  and 
no  forms  of  the  connting-hoose  or  of  the  bank  could  repress  his  native 
genius.  He  early  published  a  series  of  prologues,  which  attracted 
much  attention,  and  in  1823  was  a  successful  competitor  for  the  Priie 
Ode  at  an  exhibition  in  Boston,  in  honor  of  Shakspeare.*    On  the  4th 

>  With  the  exception  of  Gray's  '<Bard'*  and  <<ProgreM  of  Poetry,"  aad 
two  or  three  of  Collins*  odes,  I  think  this  ode  snperior  to  anything  of  the 
kind  in  oar  language,  not  excepting  Dr^den's  celebrated  **AlexaBder 
Feast."  In  beauty,  in  vigor,  in  happy  allasions,  and  pertinent  mnstraUoas, 
it  is  quite  equal  to  Brvden's,  while  it  has  none  of  those  gross  associatioas 
which  are  a  sad  blemish  in  its  great  prototype. 
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of  Jal7, 1825,  he  deliyered  an  oration  before  tlie  inhabitants  of  Boston, 
which,  is  above  the  ordinary  prodactions  of  that  character.  In  1827 
he  delirered  an  admirable  *'  Oration  before  the  Massaohnsetts  Societj 
for  the  Suppression  of  Intemperance ;''  and  in  1829  a  poem  before  the 
Phi  BeU  Kappi  Society  of  Harvard  Uniyersitj,  entitled  ''  Curiositj." 
This  ia  the  longest  of  his  poetical  prodactions,  and  has  manj  passages 
in  it  of  signal  beantj.  In  1830,  he  pronounced  an  ode  at  the  centen- 
nial celebration  of  the  settlement  of  Boston,  which  has,  perhaps,  a 
little  more  finish,  but  it  displays  far  less  spirit,  vigor,  and  genius  than 
the  Shakspearian  Ode.  Besides  these,  Mr.  Sprague  has  written  manj 
smaller  pieces,  which  have  fullj  sustained  his  early  reputation. 


8HAK8PEARC  ODE. 

God  of  the  glorious  Lyre  I 
Whose  notes  of  old  on  lofty  Pindus  rang, 

While  Jove's  exulting  choir 
Caught  the  glad  echoes  and  responsive  sang — 
Come  1  bless  the  service  and  the  shrine 
We  consecrate  to  thee  and  thine. 

Fierce  from  the  frozen  north, 
When  Havoc  led  his  legions  forth. 
O'er  Learning's  sunny  groves  the  dark  destroyers  spread : 
In  dust  the  sacred  statue  slept. 
Fair  Science  round  her  altars  wept, 
And  Wisdom  cowled  his  head. 

At  length,  Olympian  lord  of  mom. 
The  raven  veil  of  night  was  torn. 

When,  through  golden  clouds  descending, 
Thou  didst  hold  thy  radiant  flight, 

O'er  Nature's  lovely  pageant  bending, 
Till  Avon  rolled,  all  sparkling,  to  thy  sight ! 

There,  on  its  bank,  beneath  the  mulberry's  shade. 
Wrapped  in  young  dreams,  a  wild-eyed  minstrel  strayed. 
Lighting  there,  and  lingering  long, 
Thou  didst  teach  the  bard  his  song ; 

Thy  fingers  strung  his  sleeping  shell. 
And  round  his  brows  a  garland  curled ; 

On  his  lips  thy  spirit  fell. 
And  bade  him  wake  and  warm  the  world ! 

Then  Shakspeare  rose  I 
Across  the  trembling  strings 
His  daring  hand  he  flings. 
And  lo  I  a  new  creation  glows  1 
There,  clustering  round,  submissive  to  his  will. 
Fate's  vassal  train  his  high  commands  fulfil. — 

37* 
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Madness,  with  his  frightfal  scream, 
Vengeanoe,  leaning  on  his  lanoe, 
Ayarioe,  with  his  blade  and  beam. 
Hatred,  blasting  with  a  glanoe, 
Remorse  that  weeps,  and  Rage  that  roars, 
And  JealoQsj  that  dotes,  but  dooms,  and  murders,  yet  adorei. 
Miilh,  his  laee  with  sanbeams  lit, 
Waking  laughter's  menj  swell, 
Arm  in  arm  with  fresh-ejed  Wit, 
That  wares  his  tingling  lash,  while  F<dlj  shakes  his  beU. 

Despair,  that  haunts  the  gurgling  stream, 
Kissed  bj  the  virgin  moon's  cold  beam. 
Where  some  lost  maid  wild  chaplets  wreathes, 
And,  swan- like,  there  her  own  dirge  breathes, 
Then,  broken-hearted,  sinks  to  rest. 
Beneath  the  bubbling  wave,  that  shrouds  her  maniac  bresst 

Young  Lore,  with  eje  of  tender  gloom, 
Now  drooping  o'er  the  hallowed  tomb 

Where  his  plighted  victims  lie—     ■ 

Where  they  met,  but  met  to  die ; 
And  now,  when  crimson  buds  are  sleeping. 
Through  the  dewy  arbor  peeping. 
Where  Beauty's  child,  the  frowning  world  forgot, 
To  Youth's  devoted  tale  is  listening, 
Rapture  on  her  dark  lash  glistening. 
While  fairies  leave  their  cowslip  cells  and  guard  the  hsppj  spc^ 

Thus  rise  the  phantom  throng. 
Obedient  to  their  Master's  song, 

And  lead  in  willing  chains  the  wondering  soul  along. 
For  other  worlds  war's  Great  One  sighed  in  vain — 
O'er  other  worlds  see  Shakspeare  rove  and  reign  I 
The  rapt  magician  of  his  own  wild  lay, 
Earth  and  her  tribes  his  mystic  wand  obey. 
Old  Ocean  trembles.  Thunder  cracks  the  skies. 
Air  teems  wjth  shapes,  and  telltale  spectres  rise; 
Night's  paltering  hags  their  fearful  orgies  keep. 
And  faithless  Guilt  unseals  the  lip  of  Bleep ; 
Time  yields  his  trophies  up,  and  Death  restores 
The  mouldered  victims  of  his  voiceless  shores. 
The  fireside  legend  and  the  faded  page. 
The  crime  that  cursed,  the  deed  that  blessed  an  age, 
All,  all  come  forth — the  good  to  charm  and  cheer, 
To  scourge  bold  Vice,  and  start  the  generous  tear ; 
With  pictured  Folly  gazing  fools  to  shame, 

And  guide  young  Glory's  foot  along  the  path  of  Csme. 

Lo !  hand  in  hand. 
Hell's  juggling  sisters  stand, 
To  greet  their  victim  from  the  fight ; 

Grouped  on  the  blasted  heath. 
They  tempt  him  to  the  work  of  death. 
Then  melt  in  air,  and  mock  his  wondering  sight. 
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In  midnight's  hallowed  hour 
He  seeks  the  fatal  tower, 
Where  the  lone  raven,  perched  on  high, 
Poors  to  the  snllen  gale 
Her  hoarse,  prophetic  wail, 
And  croaks  the  dreadful  moment  nigh. 
See,  by  the  phantom  dagger  led. 

Pale,  gnUtj  thing  1 
Slowly  he  steals,  with  silent  tread. 
And  grasps  his  coward  steel  to  smite  his  sleeping  king  t 
Hark  I  'tis  the  signal  bell, 
Struck  by  that  bold  and  unsezed  one 
Whose  milk  is  gall,  whose  heart  is  stone ; 
His  ear  hath  caught  the  knell — 
Tis  done !  'tis  done  I 
Behold  him  from  the  chamber  rushing 
Where  his  dead  monarch's  blood  is  gushing  I 
Look  where  he  trembling  stands, 
Sad  gazing  there. 
Life's  smoking  crimson  on  his  hands. 
And  in  his  felon  heart  the  worm  of  wild  despair ! 

Mark  the  sceptred  traitor  slumbering  t 

There  flit  the  slaves  of  conscience  round. 
With  boding  tongue  foul  murders  numbering; 
Sleep's  leaden  portals  oatoh  the  sound. 
In  his  dream  of  blood  for  mercy  quaking, 
At  his  own  dull  scream  behold  him  waldng  t 
Soon  that  dream  to  fate  shall  turn. 
For  him  the  living  furies  bum  : 
For  him  the  vulture  sits  on  yonder  misty  peak, 
And  chides  the  lagging  night,  and  whets  her  hungry  beak. 
Hark  t  the  trumpet's  warning  breath 
Echoes  round  the  vale  of  death. 
Unhorsed,  unhelmed,  disdaining  shield, 
The  i>anting  tyrant  scours  the  field. 
Vengeance !  he  meets  thy  dooming  blade  t 
The  scourge  of  earth,  the  scorn  of  Heaven, 
He  falls  I  unwept  and  unforgiven. 
And  all  his  guilty  glories  fade. 
Like  a  crushed  reptile  in  the  dust  he  lies. 
And  Hate's  last  lightning  quivers  from  his  eyes  t 

Behold  yon  crownless  king — 
Yon  white-locked,  weeping  sire- 
Where  heaven's  uupillared  chambers  ring, 
And  burst  their  streams  of  flood  and  flre  I 
He  gave  them  all — the  daughters  of  his  love ; 
That  recreant  pair  t  they  drive  him  forth  to  rove, 
In  such  a  night  of  woe, 
The  cubless  regent  of  the  wood 
Forgets  to  bathe  her  fangs  in  blood, 
And  caverns  with  her  foe ! 
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Ttit  one  was  ever  kind ; 

Whj  lingers  she  behind  ? 
O  pitjr ! — view  him  bj  her  dead  form  kneeling, 
Bven  in  wild  frenzy  holj  nature  feeling. 

His  aching  eyeballs  strain 

To  see  those  curtained  orbs  unfold, 
That  beauteous  bosom  heave  again  ; 

But  all  is  dark  and  cold. 
In  agonj  the  father  shakes ; 
Qrief  *s  choking  note 
Swells  in  his  throat, 
Each  withered  heart-string  tugs  and  breaks ! 
Bound  her  i>ale  neck  his  dying  arms  he  wreathes, 
And  on  her  marble  lips  his  last,  his  death-kiss  breathes. 

Down,  trembling  wing  I — shall  insect  weakness  keep 

Tlie  sun-defying  eagle's  sweep  ? 

A  mortal  strike  celestial  strings, 
And  feebly  echo  what  a  seraph  sings  ? 

Who  now  shall  grace  the  glowing  throne, 

Where,  all  unriyalled,  all  alone, 
Bold  Shakspeare  sat,  and  looked  creation  through, 
The  minstrel  monarch  of  the  worlds  he  drew  f 

That  throne  is  cold — that  lyre  in  death  unstrung 
On  whose  proud  note  delighted  Wonder  hung. 
Yet  old  Oblivion,  as  in  wrath  he  sweeps, 
One  spot  shall  spare — ^the  grave  where  Shakspeare  sleeps. 
Bulers  and  ruled  in  common  gloom  may  lie, 
But  Nature's  laureate  bards  shall  never  die. 
Art's  chiseled  boast  and  Glory's  trophied  shore 
Must  live  in  numbers,  or  can  live  no  more. 
While  sculptured  Jove  some  nameless  waste  may  claim. 
Still  rolls  the  Olympic  car  in  Pindar's  fame ; 
Troy's  doubtful  walls  in  ashes  passed  away, 
Tet  frown  on  Greece  in  Homer's  deathless  lay ; 
Bome,  slowly  sinking  in  her  crumbling  fanes, 
Stands  all  immortal  in  her  Maro's  strains ; 
So,  too,  yon  giant  empress  of  the  isles. 
On  whose  broad  sway  the  sun  fwever  smiles. 
To  Time's  unsparing  rage  one  day  must  bend. 
And  all  her  triumphs  in  her  Shakspeare  end ! 

O  thou  t  to  whose  creative  power 

We  dedicate  the  festal  hour. 
While  Grace  and  Goodness  round  the  altar  stand. 
Learning's  anointed  train,  and  Beauty's  rose-lipped  band— 
Bealms  yet  unborn,  in  accents  now  unknown. 
Thy  song  shall  learn,  and  bless  it  for  their  own. 

Deep  in  the  West  as  Independence  roves. 
His  banners  planting  round  the  land  he  loves, 
Where  Nature  sleeps  in  Eden's  infant  grace. 
In  time's  full  hour  shall  spring  a  glorious  race. 
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Thy  name,  thy  Terse,  thj  language,  shall  they  bear, 
And  deck  for  thee  the  vaulted  temple  there. 
Oar  Roman-hearted  fathers  broke 
Thj  parent  empire's  galling  yoke ; 
Bnt  thou,  harmonious  master  of  the  mind. 
Around  their  sons  a  gentler  chain  shalt  bind ; 
Onoe  more  in  thee  shall  Albion^s  sceptre  wave, 
And  what  her  Monarch  lost  her  Monarch-Bard  shall  save. 


THE  BROTHERS. 


We  are  but  two — the  others  sleep 
Through  Death's  untroubled  night ; 

We  are  but  two — 0,  let  us  keep 
The  link  that  binds  us  bright  I 

Heart  leaps  to  heart — the  sacred  flood 
That  warms  us  is  the  same ; 

That  good  old  man — his  honest  blood 
Alike  we  fondly  claim. 

We  in  one  mother's  arms  were  locked- 

Long  be  her  love  repaid ; 
In  the  same  cradle  we  were  rocked, 

Round  the  same  hearth  we  played. 

Our  boyish  sx>orts  were  all  the  same, 

Bach  little  joy  and  woe : — 
Let  manhood  keep  alive  the  flame. 

Lit  up  80  long  ago. 

We  are  but  two— be  that  the  band 

To  hold  us  till  we  die ; 
Shoulder  to  shoulder  let  us  stand, 

Till  side  by  side  we  lie. 


THE  FAMILY  MEETING.^ 

We  are  all  here ! 

Father,  mother. 

Sister,  brother. 
All  who  hold  each  other  dear. 
Each  chair  is  filled — we're  all  at  home; 
To-night  let  no  cold  stranger  come ; 
It  is  not  often  thus  around 
Our  old  familiar  hearth  we're  found. 


*  These  lines  were  written  on  occasion  of  the  accidental  meeting  of  all  the 
nrriTing  members  of  a  family,  the  father  and  mother  of  which,  one  eighty- 
^0,  the  other  eighty  years  old,  hare  lived  in  the  same  honse  fifty-three  yean. 
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Bless,  then,  the  meeting  and  the  spot ; 
For  once  be  every  care  forgot ; 
Let  gentle  Peace  assert  her  power, 
And  kind  Affection  rule  the  hour ; 
We're  all— all  here. 

We're  not  all  here  I 
Some  are  awaj — the  dead  ones  dear, 
Who  thronged  with  us  this  ancient  hearth, 
And  gare  the  hoar  to  guiltless  mirth. 
Fate,  with  a  stem,  relentless  hand. 
Looked  in  and  thinned  our  little  band ; 
Some  like  a  night-^ash  passed  awaj. 
And  some  sank,  lingering,  daj  by  day : 
The  quiet  graveyard — some  lie  there  ^ 
And  cruel  Ocean  has  his  share — 

We're  not  all  here. 

We  are  all  here  I 
Even  they — the  dead — though  dead,  so  dear. 
Fond  Memory,  to  her  duty  true. 
Brings  back  their  faded  forms  to  view. 
How  life-like,  through  the  mist  of  years, 
Each  well-remembered  face  appears! 
We  see  them  as  in  times  long  past ; 
From  each  to  eaoh  kind  looks  are  oast ; 
We  hear  their  words,  their  smiles  behold, 
They're  round  us  as  they  were  of  old — 

We  are  all  here. 

We  are  all  here ! 

Father,  mother. 

Sister,  brother. 
You  that  I  love  with  love  so  dear. 
I'his  may  not  long  of  us  be  said ; 
Boon  must  we  join  the  gathered  dead ; 
And  by  the  hearth  we  now  sit  round 
Some  other  circle  will  be  found. 
O,  then,  that  wisdom  may  we  know 
Which  yields  a  life  of  peace  below ! 
So,  in  the  worlds  to  follow  this, 
May  eaoh  repeat,  in  words  of  bliss, 

We're  all— all  here  I 


THB  WINGED  WORSHIPPERS. 

ADDBBS8BD  TO  TWO  SWALLOWS  THAT  FLBW  IVTO  CHAVITCBT  PLACI CITBCI 
DUSIVG  OIVWB  SBBVICB. 

Gay,  guiltless  pair. 
What  seek  ye  from  the  fields  of  heaven  f 

Ye  have  no  need  of  prayer, 
Ye  have  no  sins  to  be  foigiven. 
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Why  perch  je  here, 
Where  mortals  to  their  Maker  bend  T 

*  Can  your  pure  spirits  fear 
The  Gh)d  ye  never  could  offend  f 

Te  nerer  knew 
The  crimes  for  which  we  come  to  weep. 

Penance  is  not  for  you, 
Blessed  wanderers  of  the  upper  deep. 

To  you  'tis  given 
To  wake  sweet  Nature's  untaught  lays ; 

Beneath  the  arch  of  heaven 
To  chirp  away  a  life  of  praise. 

Then  spread  each  wing, 
Far,  tar  above,  o'er  lakes  and  lands, 

And  join  the  choirs  that  sing 
In  yon  blue  dome  not  reared  with  hands. 

Or,  if  ye  stay, 
To  note  the  consecrated  hour, 

Teach  me  the  airy  way, 
And  let  me  try  your  envied  power. 

Above  the  crowd, 
On  upward  wings  could  I  but  fly, 
I'd  bathe  in  yon  bright  cloud, 
And  seek  the  stars  that  gem  the  sky. 

'Twere  Heaven  indeed 
Through  fields  of  trackless  light  to  soar, 

On  Nature's  charms  to  feed. 
And  Nature's  own  great  God  adore. 


I  SSE  THEE  8TILL.* 

I  see  thee  still ; 
Remembrance,  faithful  to  her  trust, 
CaDs  thee  in  beauty  from  the  dust ; 
Thou  comest  in  the  morning  light, 
Thou'rt  with  me  through  the  gloomy  night ; 
In  dreams  I  meet  thee  as  of  old ; 
Then  thy  soft  arms  my  neck  infold. 
And  thy  sweet  voice  is  In  my  ear ; 
In  every  scene  to  memory  dear, 

I  see  thee  still. 

i  *'  I  rooked  her  in  the  cradle, 

And  laid  her  In  the  tomb.    She  was  the  youngmt. 
What  llreeide  drele  hath  not  felt  the  eharm 
Of  that  sweet  tie  7    The  jronngest  ne'er  grow  old. 
The  fond  endearments  of  our  earlier  daft 
We  keep  alire  in  them,  and  when  they  die       - 
Oar  yoQthftil  joys  we  hnrj  with  them." 
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I  see  thee  still. 
In  eveiy  hallowed  token  round ; 
This  little  ring  thj  finger  bonnd,  « 

This  look  of  hair  thj  forehead  shaded, 
This  silken  chain  bj  thee  was  braided, 
These  flowers,  all  withered  now,  like  thee, 
Sweet  Bister,  thou  didst  enU  for  me ; 
This  book  was  thine ;  here  didst  thou  read ; 
This  picture— ah !  yes,  here,  indeed, 

I  see  thee  still. 

I  see  thee  still ; 
Here  was  thy  summer  noon's  retreat, 
Here  was  thj  farorite  fireside  seat ; 
This  was  thj  chamber — here,  each  dajr, 
I  sat  and  watched  thj  sad  decay : 
Here,  on  this  bed,  thou  last  didst  lie ; 
Here,  on  this  pillow — thou  didst  die. 
Dark  hour  I  once  more  its  woes  unfold ; 
As  then  I  saw  thee,  pale  and  cold, 

I  see  thee  stiU. 

I  see  thee  still ; 
Thou  art  not  in  the  grave  confined — 
Death  cannot  claim  the  immortal  Mind ; 
Let  Earth  olose  o*er  its  sacred  trust, 
But  Gk>odne88  dies  net  in  the  dust ; 
Thee,  O  mj  Sister!  His  not  thee 
Beneath  the  cotfin^s  lid  I  see ; 
Thou  to  a  fairer  land  art  gone ; 
There,  let  me  hope,  my  journey  done, 

To  see  thee  still! 


TH£  OOOASIONfi  OF  INTXMPERANOE. 

It  is  truly  astonishing  to  behold  how  completely  the  habit 
of  unnecessary  drinking  pervades  the  various  classes  of  oar 
commnnity.  In  one  way  or  another,  it  is  their  moraiDg  and 
evening  devotion,  their  noonday  and  midnight  sacrifice.  From 
the  highest  grade  to  the  lowest,  from  the  drawing-room  to  tbe 
kitchen,  from  the  gentleman  to  the  laborer,  down  descends  the 
universal  cnstom :  from  those  who  sit  long  at  the  wine  that 
has  been  rocked  upon  the  ocean,  and  ripened  beneath  an  In- 
dian sky,  down  to  those  who  solace  themselves  with  the  fiecy 
liquor  that  has  cursed  no  other  shores  than  onr  own — down, 
till  it  reaches  the  miserable  abode,  whore  the  father  and  mother 
will  have  ram,  though  the  children  cry  for  bread — down  to  the 
bottom,  even  to  the  prison-house,  the  forlorn  inmate  of  which 
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h&ils  him  his  best  friend,  who  is  cunning  enongh  to  convey  to 
lilm,  undiscovered,  the  all-consoling,  the  all-corroding  poison. 
Young  men  must  express  the  warmth  of  their  mutual  regard, 
l>y  daily  and  nightly  libations  at  some  fashionable  hotel — it  is 
tbe  custom.     The  more  advanced  take  turns  in  flinging  open 
their  own  doors  to  each  other,  and  the  purity  of  their  esteem 
is  testified  by  the  number  of  bottles  they  can  empty  together — 
it  is  the  custom.     The  husband  deems  it  but  civil  to  com- 
memorate the  accidental  visit  of  his  acquaintance  by  a  glass  of 
ancient  spirit,  and  the  wife  holds  it  a  duty  to  celebrate  the  fly- 
ing call  of  her  companion  with  a  taste  of  the  latest  liqueuvr-^ 
for  this,  also,  is  the  custom.     The  interesting  gossipry  of  every 
little  evening  coterie  must  be  enlivened  with  the  customary 
cordial.     Custom  demands  that  idle  quarrels,  perhaps  gene- 
rated over  a  friendly  cup,  another  friendly  cup  must  drown. 
Foolish  wagers  are  laid,  to  be  adjusted  in  foolish  drinking — 
the  rich  citizen  stakes  a  dozen,  the  poor  one  a  dram.     "  The 
brisk  minor  panting  for  twenty-one"  baptizes  his  new-born 
manhood  in  the  strong  drink  to  which  he  intends  training  it 
up.     Births,  marriages,  and  burials  are  all  hallowed  by  strong 
drink.     Anniversaries,  civic  festivities,  military  displays,  muni- 
cipal elections,  and  even  religions  ceremonials,  are  nothing 
without  strong  drink.     The  political  ephemera  of  a  little  noisy 
day,  and  the  colossus  whose  footsteps  millions  wait  upon,  must 
alike  be  apotheosized  in  liquor.     A  rough-hewn  statesman  is 
toasted  at^  and  drank  at,  to  his  face  in  one  place,  while  his 
boisterous  adversary  sits  through  the  same  mummery  in  an- 
other.    Here,  in  their  brimming  glasses,  the  adherents  of 
some  SQccessful  candidate  mingle  their  congratulations;  and 
there,  in  like  manner,  the  partisans  of  his  defeated  rival  forget 
their  chagrin.     Even  the  great  day  of  national  emancipation 
is,  with  too  many,  only  a  great  day  of  drinking ;  and  the  prond 
song  of  deliverance  is  trolled  from  the  lips  of  those  who  are 
bending  body  and  soul  to  a  viler  thraldom  than  that  from 
which  their  fathers  rescued  them.* 

■  Happily  these  censnres  are  not  applicable  to  so  great  an  extent  now  as  in 
1825,  when  they  were  written.  All  honor,  howerer,  to  Mr.  Sprague,  and 
other  early  laborers  in  the  caase  of  temperanoe,  whose  influence  Das  efTocted 
the  happy  changes  which  of  late  years  we  hare  witnessed. 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


44^  JARSD  SPARKS. 


JARED  SPARKS. 

Jared  Spabks,  whose  name  will  erer  be  inseparably  associated  witk 
American  History,  and  who  has  done  more  than  any  other,  if  not  all 
others,  to  hand  down  to  posterity  the  great  names  and  important 
eyents  of  onr  revolutionary  annals,  was  bom  in  Willington,  Con- 
necticut, in  1792.  His  father  was  a  poor  farmer,  and  he  was  apprea- 
ticed  to  a  carpenter.  But  his  innate  love  of  books  was  so  strong  that 
he  would  devote  all  his  leisure  time  to  reading  and  study ;  hence  hm 
was  known  in  the  neighborhood  as  a  youth  of  no  small  literary 
acquirements,  for  his  age  and  opportunities,  and  when  he  was  applied 
to,  to  keep  the  district  school,  his  master  readily  gave  him  his  time. 
He  found  a  number  of  kind  friends  ready  to  aid  him  in  his  pursuit  of 
knowledge ;  and,  in  1809,  he  went  to  Phillips  Academy,  Exeter,  New 
Hampshire,  then  under  the  charge  of  that  venerable  and  accompU^hed 
scholar  and  gentleman,  Benjamin  Abbot,  LL.  D.  He  entered  Harrard 
in  1811,  sustained  partly  by  funds  of  the  college  and  partly  by  the 
receipts  from  the  district  schools  which  he  kept  during  the  three 
winter  months.  For  the  first  year  after  graduating  he  was  pree^itor 
of  Lancaster  Academy,  and  then  returned  to  Cambridge  to  purene  kit 
theological  studies,  at  the  same  time  discharging  the  duties  of  tator 
in  college,  in  Mathematics  and  Natural  Philosophy. 

On  the  5th  of  May,  1819,  he  was  ordained  over  the  first  Unitarian 
Church  in  Baltimore,  on  which  occasion  Dr.  Channing  delivered  his 
celebrated  sermon  on  Unitarian  Christianity.  For  a  number  of  years 
Mr.  Sparks  ¥rrote  extensively  upon  subjects  of  theological  controversy, 
and  published,  in  1820,  '^  Letters  on  the  Ministry,  Ritual,  and  Doc- 
trines of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church,"  in  reply  to  a  sermon  by 
Rev.  Wm.  E.  Wyatt,  of  St.  Paul's  Church.  About  this  time  he  com- 
menced a  monthly  periodical,  entitled  "The  Unitarian  Miscellany 
and  Christian  Monitor."  While  In  Baltimore,  he  commenced  the 
publication  of  a  "  Collection  of  Essays  and  Tracts  in  Theology,  from 
Various  Authors,  with  Biographical  and  Critical  Notices ;"  completed 
in  Boston,  in  1826,  in  six  volumes.  In  1823,  appeared  "  An  Inquiry 
into  the  Comparative  Moral  Tendency  of  Trinitarian  and  Unitarian 
Doctrines,"  in  a  series  of  Letters  to  Samuel  Miller,  D.  D.,  of  Princeton. 
The  latter  part  of  that  year  he  removed  to  Boston,  and  purchased  the 
"  North  American  Review,"  of  which  he  became  the  sole  editor,  and 
continued  such  till  1830.  In  1828,  "he  commenced  that  noble  aeries 
of  volumes  illustrative  of  American  History,  to  which  he  has  ever 
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sliio«  devoted  himself,  and  which  have  forerer  associated  his  own 
name  with  the  names  of  the  most  illustrious  of  our  countrymen." 

The  first  of  his  historical  works  was  the  "  Life  of  John  Ledyard,** 
the  American  Navigator  and  Traveller,  one  volume,  octavo,  published 
io  1828 ;  the  second,  "  The  Diplomatic  Correspondence  of  the  Ameri- 
can Revolution,"  in  twelve  volumes,  1829  to  1831 ;  the  third,  **  The 
Life  of  Gouvemeur  Morris,"  in  three  volumes,  1832 ;  the  fourth,  "  The 
Life  and  Writings  of  Washington,"  twelve  volumes,  1833  to  1840; 
the  fifth,  "  The  Works  of  Benjamin  Franklin,  with  Notes,  and  a  Life 
of  the  Author,"  ten  volumes,  1840;  the  sixth,  "  Correspondence  of  the 
American  Revolution ;  being  letters  of  eminent  men  to  George  Wash- 
ington, from  the  time  of  his  taking  the  command  of  the  army  to  the 
end  of  his  Presidency,"  four  volumes,  1853. 

In  1835,  Mr.  Sparks  commenced  the  "  Library  of  American  Biogra- 
phy;" and  the  first  series,  in  10  volumes,  was  completed  in  1839. 
The  "  Second  Series,"  consisting  of  15  volumes,  was  begun  In  1843, 
and  finished  in  1846.  Of  the  sixty  lives  in  these  25  volumes,  Mr. 
Sparks  wrote  the  biographies  of  Ethan  Allen,  Benedict  Arnold,  Father 
Marquette,  Robert  Cavelier  de  la  Salle,  Count  Pulaski,  John  Ribault, 
Charles  Lee,  and  John  Ledyard.  It  is  to  Mr.  Sparks,  also,  that  we  are 
indebted  for  one  of  the  most  valuable  periodical  publications,  "  The 
American  Almanac  and  Repository  of  Useful  Knowledge,"  the  first 
Tolnme  of  which  was  edited  by  him,  in  1830.  This  is  a  work  of  such 
value,  as  a  book  of  reference,  that  no  one  who  has  ever  taken  It  feels 
that  he  can  do  without  it. 

In  1839,  Mr.  Sparks  was  appointed  to  the  M'Lean  Professorship  of 
Ancient  and  Modem  History,  in  Harvard  University,  which  chair  he 
held  till  1849,  when  he  was  elected  President  of  that  institution. 
This  high  post  of  honor  and  responsibility  he  held  till  1852,  when  he 
felt  obliged  to  resign  it  on  account  of  ill  health. 

Such  is  a  brief  outline  of  the  literary  labors  of  this  distinguished 
scholar,  who  now  resides  in  Cambridge,  engaged,  it  is  said,  on  a  **  His- 
tory of  the  American  Revolution." 


ANECDOTE  OF  JOHN  LEDTARD. 

On  the  margiD  of  tbe  Connecticut  Kiver,  which  runs  near  the 
college,*  stood  many  majestic  forest  trees,  noarished  by  a  rich 
soil.     One  of  these  Ledyard  contrived  to  cut  down.     He  then 

*  Dartmouth  College,  New  Hampshire. 
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set  himself  at  work  to  fashion  its  trnnk  into  «  canoe,  and  n 
this  labor  he  was  assisted  by  some  of  his  fellow  stodents.     A§ 
the  canoe  was  fifty  feet  long,  and  three  wide,  and  was  to  be 
dag  oat  and  constracted  by  these  nnskilfiil  workmen,  the  taik 
was  not  a  trifling  one,  nor  sach  as  coald  be  speedily  executed. 
Operations  were  carried  on  with  spirit,  however,  till  Lied|yaiil 
wonnded  himself  with  an  axe,  and  was  disabled  for  sertnl 
days.     When  recovered,  he  applied  himself  anew  to  his  work; 
the  canoe  was  finished,  launched  into  the  stream,  and,  by  the 
farther  aid  of  his  companions,  equipped  and  prepared  for  a 
voyage.    His  wishes  were  now  at  their  consammation,  and,  bid- 
ding adieu  to  these  haunts  of  the  muses,  where  he  had  ^ined  a 
dubious  fame,  he  set  off  alone,  with  a  light  heart,  to  explore  a 
river,  with  the  navigation  of  which  he  had  not  the  slightest 
acquaintance.    The  distance  to  Hartford  was  not  less  than  one 
hundred  and  forty  miles;  much  of  the  way  was  through  a 
wilderness,  and  in  several  places  there  were  dangerons  falls 
and  rapids. 

With  a  bearskin  for  a  covering,  and  his  canoe  well  stocked 
with  provisions,  he  yielded  himself  to  the  current,  and  floated 
leisurely  down  the  stream,  seldom  using  his  paddle,  and  stop- 
ping only  in  the  night  for  sleep.     He  told  Mr.  Jefferson  hi 
Paris,  fourteen  years  afterwards,  that  he  took  only  two  books 
with  him,  a  Oreek  Testament  and  Ovid,  one  of  which  be  was 
deeply  engaged  in  reading,  wheh  his  canoe  approached  Bellows' 
Falls,  where  he  was  suddenly  roused  by  the  noise  of  the  waters 
rushing  among  the  rocks  through  the  narrow  passage.     The 
danger  was  imminent,  as  no  boat  could  go  down  that  fall  with- 
out being  instantly  dashed  in  pieces.   With  difficulty  he  gained 
the  shore  in  time  to  escape  such  a  catastrophe,  and,  through  the 
kind  assistance  of  the  people  in  the  neighborhood,  who  were 
astonished  at  the  novelty  of  such  a  voyage  down  the  Connec- 
ticut, his  canoe  was  drawn  by  oxen  around  the  fall,  and  com- 
mitted again  to  the  water  below.     From  that  time,  till  he 
arrived  at  his  place  of  destination,  we  hear  of  no  accident, 
although  he  was  carried  through  several  dangerous  passes  in 
the  river.     On  a  bright  spring  morning,  just  as  the  sun  was 
rising,  some  of  Mr.   Seymour's  family  were  standing  nesr 
his  house  on  the  high  bank  of  the  small  river  that  runs 
through  the  city  of  Hartford,  and  empties  itself  into  the  Con- 
necticut River,  when  they  espied  at  some  distance  an  object  of 
unusual  appearance,  moving  slowly  up  the  stream.     Othen 
were  attracted  by  the  singularity  of  the  sight,  and  all  were 
conjecturing  what  it  could  be,  till  its  questionable  shape 
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assomed  the  true  and  obvioas  form  of  a  canoe;  bat  by  what 
iropnlse  waa  it  moved  forward,  none  conld  determine.  Some- 
thing was  seen  in  the  stem,  but  apparently  withont  life  or 
motion.  At  length  the  canoe  touched  the  shore  directly  in 
front  of  the  honse;  a  person  sprang  from  the  stern  to  a  rock 
IB  the  edge  of  the  water,  threw  ofif  a  bearskin  in  which  he  hiid 
been  enveloped,  and  behold  John  Ledyard,  in  the  presence  of 
his  oDcle  and  connections,  who  were  filled  with  wonder  at  this 
ftudden  apparition ;  for  they  had  received  no  intelligence  of  his 
intention  to  leave  Dartmouth,  but  supposed  him  still  there, 
diligently  pursuing  his  studies,  and  fitting  himself  to  be  a 
missionary  among  the  Indians. 

We  cannot  look  back  to  Ledyard,  thus  launching  himself 
alone  in  so  frail  a  bark,  upon  the  waters  of  a  river  wholly  un- 
known to  him,  without  being  reminded  of  the  only  similar 
occurrence  which  has  been  recorded — the  voyage  down  the  river 
Niger,  by  Mango  Park,  a  name  standing  at  the  very  head  of 
those  most  renowned  for  romantic  and  lofty  enterprise.  The 
melancholy  fate,  it  is  true,  by  which  he  was  soon  arrested  in 
his  noble  career,  adds  greatly  to  the  interest  of  his  situation, 
when  pushing  from  the  shore  his  little  boat  Joliba,  and  causes 
us  to  read  his  last  affecting  letter  to  his  wife  with  emotions  of 
sympathy  more  intense,  if  possible,  than  would  be  felt  if  the 
tragical  issue  were  not  ahready  known.  In  many  points  of 
character,  there  was  a  strong  resemblance  between  these  two 
distinguished  travellers,  and  they  both  perished,  martyrs  in  the 
same  cause,  attempting  to  explore  the  hidden  regions  of  Africa. 


OHARAOTSB  OF  STHAN  AI4LXN. 

There  is  much  to  admire  in  the  character  of  Ethan  Allen. 
He. was  brave,  generous,  and  frank,  true  to  his  friends,  true  to 
his  country,  consistent  and  unyielding  in  his  purposes,  seeking 
at  all  times  to  promote  the  best  interests  of  mankind,  a  lover 
of  social  harmony,  and  a  determined  foe  to  the  artifices  of  in- 
justice and  the  encroachments  of  power.  Few  have  suffered 
more  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  few  have  borne  their  sufferings 
with  a  firmer  constancy  or  a  loftier  spirit.  His  courage,  even 
when  apparently  approaching  to  rashness,  was  calm  and  delibe- 
rate. No  man  probably  ever  possessed  this  attribute  in  a  more 
remarkable  degree.  He  was  eccentric  and  ambitious,  but  these 
weaknesses,  if  such  they  were,  never  betrayed  him  into  acts  dis<- 
honorable,  onworthy,  or  selfish.  His  enemies  never  had  cause 
•      38* 
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to  qaestion  his  magiMtninutj,  nor  his  fnendi  to  regret  cob&* 
dence  misplaced  or  expectations  disappointed.  He  was  kiad 
and  benevolent,  hnmane  and  placable.  In  short,  whatercr 
maj  have  been  his  pecaliarities,  or  however  these  maj  ban 
diminished  the  weight  of  his  inflnence  and  the  yalae  of  hit 
pnblic  services,  it  mnst  be  allowed  that  he  was  a  man  of  rerj 
considerable  importance  in  the  sphere  of  his  activity,  and  that 
to  no  individual  among  her  patriot  founders  is  the  Stale  of 
Vermont  more  indebted  for  the  basis  of  her  free  insUtatioiia, 
and  the  achievement  of  her  independence,  than  to  Eteait 
Allen. 

^  thx  amsbioan  riyolvtion. 

The  acts  of  the  Revolution  derive  dignity  and  interest  fron 
the  character  of  the  actors,  and  the  natnre  and  magnitiida  of 
the  ev^ts.  It  has  been  remarked,  that  in  all  great  political 
revolutions,  men  have  arisen,  possessed  of  extraordinary  endow- 
ments, adequate  to  the  exigency  of  the  time.  It  is  tme  eMingh 
that  such  revolutions,  or  any  remarkable  and  continued  exar- 
tions  of  human  power,  must  be  brought  to  pass  by  correspond- 
ing qualities  in  the  agents ;  but  whether  the  ocoasioo  makes 
the  men,  or  men  the  occasion,  may  not  always  be  ascertained 
with  exactness.  In  either  case,  however,  no  period  has  beea 
adorned  with  examples  more  illustrious,  or  more  perfeetly 
adapted  to  the  high  destiny  awaiting  them,  than  that  of  tkle 
American  Revolution. 

Statesmen  were  at  hand,  who,  if  not  skilled  in  the  art  of 
governing  empires,  were  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  princi- 
ples of  just  government,  intimately  acquainted  with  the  history 
of  former  ages,  and,  above  all,  with  the  condition,  sentimoDts, 
feelings  of  their  countrymen.  If  there  were  no  Ricbelieas  nor 
Mazarines,  no  Cecils  nor  Ghathams,  in  America,  there  were 
men  who,  like  Themistocles,  knew  how  to  raise  a  small  state 
to  glory  and  greatness. 

The  eloquence  and  the  internal  counsels  of  the  Old  Ooagreos 
were  never  recorded ;  we  know  them  only  in  their  results;  but 
that  assembly,  with  no  other  power  than  that  conferred  by  tie 
suflPrage  of  the  people,  with  no  other  influence  than  that  of 
their  public  virtue  and  talents,  and  without  precedent  to  guide 
their  deliberations — unsupported  even  by  the  arm  of  law  or  of 
ancient  usages — ^that  assembly  levied  troops,  imposed  taxes, 
and  for  years  not  only  retained  the  confidence  and  upheld  the 
civil  existence  of  a  distracted  country,  but  carried  through  a 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


JAEID  8PABX8.  451 

f»eriloa8  war  nnder  its  most  aggrayatiBg  bnrdens  of  sacrifice 
atad  snffering.  Can  we  imagine  a  sitoation  in  which  were  re- 
c|iiired  higher  moral  coarage,  more  intelligence  and  talent,  a 
deeper  insight  into  human  nature  and  the  principles  of  social 
mad  political  organisations,  or,  indeed,  aaj  of  those  qualities 
which  constitnte  greatness  of  character  in  a  statesman  ?  See, 
likewise,  that  work  of  wondw,  the  Confederation — a  union  of 
independent  States,  constructed  in  the  very  heart  of  a  desolat- 
ing war,  but  with  a  beauty  and  strength,  imperfect  as  it  was, 
of  which  the  ancient  leagues  of  the  Amphictjons,  the  Achaeans, 
the  Ljcians,  and  the  modern  confederacies  of  Germany,  Hol- 
land, Switzerland,  afford  neither  exemplar  nor  parallel. 

In  their  foreign  affairs,  these  same  statesmen  showed  no  less 
sagacity  and  skill,  taking  their  stand  boldly  in  the  rank  of  na- 
tions, maintaining  it  there,  competing  with  the  tactics  of  prac- 
tised diplomacy,  and  extorting  from  the  powers  of  the  old 
world  not  only  the  homage  of  respect,  but  the  proffers  of 
friendship. 

The  military  events  of  the  Revolution,  which  necessarily 
occupy  so  much  of  its  history,  are  not  less  honorable  to  the 
actors,  nor  less  fruitful  in  the  evidences  they  afford  of  large 
design  and  ability  of  character.  But  these  we  need  not  recount ; 
they  live  in  the  memory  of  all.  We  have  heard  them  from 
the  lips  of  those  who  saw  and  suffered ;  they  are  inscribed  on 
imperishable  monuments ;  the  very  hills  and  plains  around  us 
tell  of  achievements  which  can  never  die ;  and  the  day  will 
come,  when  the  traveller,  who  has  gazed  and  pondered  at  Ma- 
rathon and  Waterloo,  will  linger  on  the  mount  where  Prescott 
fought  and  Warren  fell,  and  say :  "  Here  is  the  field  where 
man  has  struggled  in  his  most  daring  conflict ;  here  is  the  field 
where  liberty  poured  out  her  noblest  blood,  and  won  her  bright- 
est and  most  enduring  laurels." 

The  instructive  lesson  of  history,  teaching  by  example,  can 
nowhere  be  studied  with  more  profit,  or  with  a  better  promise, 
thui  in  this  revolutionary  period  of  America;  and  especially 
by  us,  who  sit  under  the  tree  our  fathers  have  planted,  enjoy  its 
shade,  and  are  nourished  by  its  fruits.  But  little  is  our  merit 
«r  gain  that  we  applaud  their  deeds,  unless  we  emulate  their 
virtues.  Love  of  country  was  in  them  an  absorbing  principle, 
an  undivided  feeling;  not  of  a  fragment,  a  section,  but  of  the 
whole  country.  Union  was  the  arch  on  which  they  raised  the 
strong  tower  of  a  nation's  independence.  Let  the  arm  be 
palsied  that  would  loosen  one  stone  in  the  basis  of  this  fair 
structure,  or  mar  its  beauty ;  the  tongue  mute,  that  would  dis- 
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honor  their  naraes,  bj  calcolatiDg  the  yalae  of  that  which  tbcj 
deemed  without  price. 

They  have  left  as  an  example  already  inscribed  in  the  wori^^ 
memory;  an  example  portentoos  to  the  aims  of  tyranaj  ia 
every  land ;  an  example  that  will  console  in  all  a^es  tiie  droop- 
ing aspirations  of  oppressed  hamanity.  They  have  left  as  a 
written  charter  as  a  legacy,  and  as  a  guide  to  oar  coarse.  But 
every  day  convinces  as  that  a  written  charter  may  beeoae 
powerless.  Ignorance  may  misinterpret  it;  ambition  maj 
assail,  and  faction  destroy,  its  vital  parts ;  and  aspiring  knavery 
may  at  last  sing  its  reqaiem  on  the  tomb  of  departed  liberty. 
It  is  the  spirit  which  lives;  in  this  are  oar  safety  and  oar  hope; 
the  spirit  of  our  fathers ;  and  while  this  dwells  deeply  in  oar 
remembrance,  and  its  flame  is  cherished,  ever  borning,  evo* 
pure,  on  the  altar  of  oar  hearts ;  while  it  incites  as  to  think  as 
they  have  thought,  and  do  as  thoy  have  done,  the  honor  and 
the  praise  will  be  ours,  to  have  preserved,  unimpaired,  the  rick 
inheritance  which  they  so  nobly  achieved. 


SAMUEL  G.  GOODRICH. 

If,  in  the  pages  of  this  Compendium  of  American  Literature,  a 
place  can  be  claimed  bj  any  one  from  tlie  number  and  popnlaritj  of 
the  works  he  has  published,  then  Samuel  G.  Goodrich,  the  renowned 
*'  Peter  Parley,"  has  a  right  here  above  all  others,  fie  waa  bom  at 
Ridgefield,  Connecticut,  on  the  19th  of  August,  1793,  and  in  earlj  life 
commenced  the  publication  of  historical,  geographical,  and  other 
school  books,  at  Hartford,  in  his  native  State,  and  sabseqae&tljr  be- 
came, in  the  same  department,  a  writer  ao  prolific  that  it  was  difficult 
to  keep  the  run  of  his  published  works.'    In  1824,  on  his  return  Iron 


'  The  number  of  works  that  Mr.  Goodrich  has  published,  either  vriU«ii, 
compiled,  or  edited  by  himself,  is  so  great  that  the  rery  catalogue  would  ftH 
two  pages  of  my  book.  For  a  full  account  of  the  same,  and  abo  for  a  Usi  of 
■purioua  works  that  baT«  been  olahned  to  be  writtMi  by  him,  see  th«  a^ 
pendix  to  the  second  volume  of  his  *' Recollections  of  a  Lifetime."  They 
may  be  summed  up  as  follows :  Miscellaneous  works,  iucluding  fourteen 
volumes  of  the  "Token,"  thirty  volumes;  School  Books,  twenty^vw 
volumes;  Tales,  under  the  name  of  *' Peter  Parley,"  thirty-iix  voUbm; 
♦♦Parlev's  Historical  Compends,"  thirty-six  volumes;  '* Parley's  Miacel- 
lanies,"  seventv  volumes ;  in  all,  one  hundred  and  seventy -seven  volumes. 
"Of  all  these, '^  he  says,  "about  seven  millions  of  volumes  have  been  told ; 
and  about  three  hundred  thooauid  volumes  are  now  sold  aansaUy." 
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Snrope,  h«  published  "  Tb«  Token,"  a  ooUection  of  original  pieces  in 
pAYiee  and  poetry,  bj  varions  contribnton,  and  elegantly  illnstrated. 
l-fc  was  the  first  "  Annual,"  we  beliere,  published  in  our  country,  and 
pvoved  to  be  very  popular.  It  was  continued  for  fifteen  years,  and 
many  of  the  poems  and  tales  in  it  were  written  by  himself. 

Besides  his  almost  numberless  compilations,  Mr.  Qoodrioh  has  pub- 
lished the  following  original  works :  In  1836,  "  Sketches  from  a  Stu- 
dent's Window,"  being  a  collection  of  his  contributions  to  the  "  Token" 
and  Tarious  magazines ;  in  1838,  "  Fireside  Education ;"  in  1841,  "The 
Outcast  and  other  Poems;"  in  1866,  "The  Court  of  Napoleon;"  in 
1856,  "Recollections  of  a  Lifetime,  or  Men  and  Things  I  have  seen," 
in  two  'volumes.  From  the  latter  I  hare  made  the  following  prose 
selections : — 


TIMOTHY  DWIQHT. 

Dr.  Dwight  was  perhaps  even  more  distinguished  in  con- 
rersation  than  in  the  pnlpit  He  was  indeed  regarded  as  with- 
out a  rival  in  this  respect;  his  knowledge  was  extensive  and 
rarioos,  and  his  langnage  eloquent,  rich,  and  flowing.  His 
fine  Toiee  and  noble  person  gave  great  effect  to  what  he  said. 
When  be  spoke,  others  were  silent.  This  arose  in  part  from 
the  superiority  of  his  powers,  but  in  part  also  from  his  manner, 
which,  as  I  have  said,  was  somewhat  authoritative.  Thus  he 
engrossed,  not  rndely,  bat  with  the  willing  assent  of  those 
aronnd  him,  the  lead  in  conversation.  Nevertheless,  I  mnst 
remark,  that  in  society  the  imposing  grandeur  of  his  personal 
appearance  in  the  pulpit  was  softened  by  a  general  blandness 
of  expression  and  a  sednlous  conrtesy  of  manner,  which  were 
dways  conciliating,  and  sometimes  really  captivating.  His 
smile  was  irresistible. 

In  reflecting  upon  this  good  and  great  man,  and  reading  his 
works  in  after-time,  I  am  still  impressed  with  his  general  sape- 
riority — his  manly  intellect,  his  vast  range  of  knowledge,  and  his 
large  heart — yet,  I  am  persnaded  that,  on  account  of  his  noble 
Derson — the  perfection  of  the  visible  man — he  exercised  a  power 
in  his  day  and  generation  somewhat  beyond  the  natnral  scope 
of  his  mental  endowments.  Those  who  read  his  works  only  can- 
not folly  realize  the  impression  which  he  made  upon  the  age 
in  which  he  lived.  His  name  is  sjtill  honored ;  many  of  his 
works  still  live.  His  Body  of  Divinity  takes  the  precedence, 
not  only  here,  bat  in  England,  over  all  works  of  the  same  kind 
and  the  same  doctrine ;  bat  at  the  period  to  which  I  refer,  he 
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wns  regarded  with  a  species  of  idolatry  by  those  aroand  him. 
Even  the  pupils  of  the  college  onder  his  presidential  charge — 
those  who  are  not  nsaally  inclined  to  hero-worship — almost 
adored  him.  To  this  day,  those  who  had  the  good  fortone  to 
receive  their  education  under  his  auspices  look  back  apon  it  as 
a  great  era  in  their  lives. 

There  was  indeed  reason  for  this.  With  all  his  g^reatness  ia 
other  respects,  Dr.  D wight  seems  to  have  been  more  partica- 
larly  felicitous  as  the  teacher,  the  counsellor,  the  guide,  of 
educated  young  men.  In  the  lecture-room,  all  his  high  aod 
noble  qualities  seemed  to  find  their  full  scope.  He  did  wA 
here  confine  himself  to  merely  scientific  instruction ;  he  gave 
lessons  in  morals  and  manners,  and  taught,  with  a  wisdom 
which  experience  and  common  sense  only  could  have  furnished, 
the  various  ways  to  insure  success  in  life.  He  gave  lectures 
upon  health — the  art  of  maintaining  a  vigorous  constitution,  with 
the  earnest  pursuit  of  professional  duties — citing  his  own  ex- 
ample, which  consisted  in  laboring  every  day  in  the  garden,  wbes 
the  season  permitted,  and  at  other  times  at  some  mechanical 
employment.  He  recommended  that  in  intercourse  with  maa- 
kiud,  his  pupils  should  always  converse  with  each  iodividul 
upon  that  subject  in  which  he  was  most  instructed,  ol^ervtaf 
that  he  never  met  a  man  of  whom  he  could  not  learn  some* 
thing.  He  gave  counsel,  suited  to  the  various  professioas;  to 
those  who  were  to  become  clergymen,  he  imparted  the  wiadoa 
which  he  had  gathered  by  a  life  of  long  and  active  experience; 
he  counselled  those  who  were  to  become  lawyers,  pbysiciaiis, 
merchants — and  all  with  a  fulness  of  knowledge  and  a  felicity 
of  illustration  and  application,  as  if  tie  had  actually  spent  a 
life  in  each  of  these  vocations.  And  more  than  this :  be  sought 
to  infuse  into  the  bosom  of  all  that  high  principle  which  served 
to  inspire  his  own  sonl — that  is,  to  be  always  a  gentloBan, 
taking  Su  Paul  as  his  model.  He  considered  not  courtesy 
only,  but  truth,  honor,  manliness  in  all  things,  as  essentia]  to 
this  character.  Every  kind  of  meanness  he  despised.  Love 
of  country  was  the  constant  theme  of  his  eulogy.  Religion 
was  the  soul  of  his  system.  God  was  the  centre  of  gravity, 
and  man  should  make  the  moral  law  as  infiexible  aa  the  law  of 
nature.  Seeking  to  elevate  all  to  this  sphere,  he  still  made  its 
orbit  full  of  light — the  light  of  love,  and  honor,  and  patriotisa, 
and  literature,  and  ambition — all  verging  towards  that  felneti 
of  glory  which  earth  only  reflects  and  heaven  only  can  nnfold. 
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THE  BUBAL  DISTBIOTS  OUB  CX>UNTBY'8  STBBiraTH. 

However  the  fact  may  be  as  to  oar  larger  cities,  it  cannot  be 
doobted  that  all  over  New  England,  at  least,  there  has  been  a 
qoi«t,  iHit  earnest  and  steady  march  of  civilization — especially 
within  the  last  forty  years.  The  war  of  1812  was  disastroas 
to  oar  part  of  the  country;  disastroas,  I  firmly  believe,  to  oor 
whole  country.  In  New  England  it  checked  the  natural  pro- 
gress of  society,  it  impoverished  the  people,  it  debased  their 
manners,  it  corrupted  their  hearts.  Let  others  vaunt  the  glory 
of  war;  I  shall  venture  to  say  what  I  have  seen  and  known. 
We  have  now  had  forty  years  of  peace,  and  the  happy  advances 
J  have  noticed — bringing  increased  light  and  comfort  in  at 
every  door,  rich  or  poor,  to  bless  the  inhabitants — are  its  legiti- 
mate fruits.  The  inherent  tendency  of  our  New  England  society 
is  to  improvement;  give  us  peace,  give  us  tranquillity,  and  with 
the  blessing  of  God  we  shall  continue  to  advance. 

Yon  will  not  suppose  me  to  say  that  government  can  do 
nothing;  the  prosperity  of  which  I  speak  is  in  a  great  measure 
impntable  to  the  encouragement  given,  for  a  series  of  years,  to 
oar  domestic  industry.  When  farming  absorbed  society,  a 
large  part  of  the  year  was  lost,  or  worse  than  lost;  because 
tmvem  haunting,  tippling,  and  gambling  were  the  chief  resources 
of  men  in  the  dead  and  dreary  winter  months.  Manufactures 
gave  profitable  occupation  during  this  inclement  period.  For- 
merly the  markets  were  remote,  and  we  all  know,  from  the 
records  of  universal  history,  that  farmers,  without  the  stimulus 
of  ready  markets,  sink  into  indolence  and  indifference.  The 
protection,  the  encouragement,  the  stimulating  of  our  manu- 
facturing and  mechanical  industry,  created  home  markets  in 
every  valley,  along  every  stream — thus  rousing  the  taste, 
energy,  and  ambition  of  the  farmers  within  reach  of  these 
pervading  influences. 

The  importance  of  the  fact  I  state — the  progress  and  im- 
provement of  the  country  towns — ^is  plain,  when  we  consider 
that  here,  and  not  in  the  great  cities — New  York,  or  Boston, 
or  Philadelphia — are  the  hope,  strength,  and  glory  of  our 
nation.  Here,  in  the  smaller  towns  and  villages,  are  indeed 
the  majority  of  the  people,  and  here  there  is  a  weight  of  sober 
thought,  just  judgment,  and  virtuous  feeling,  that  will  serve  as 
rudder  and  ballast  to  our  country,  whatever  weather  may  betide. 
As  I  have  so  recently  travelled  through  some  of  the  finest 
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and  most  renowned  portions  of  the  European  continent,  I  iod 
myself  constantly  comparing  the  towns  and  Tillages  which  I 
see  here  with  these  foreign  lands.  One  thing  is  clear,  that 
there  are  in  continental  Europe  no  each  country  towns  ted 
Tillages  as  those  of  New  England  and  some  other  portioDS  of 
this  conntry.  Not  only  the  exterior  bat  the  interior  is  totaJIj 
different.  The  Tillages  there  resemble  the  sqnalid  snbarbs  of 
a  city ;  the  people  are  like  their  honses — ^poor  and  snbserrient 
— narrow  in  intellect,  feeling,  and  habits  of  thonght  I  know 
twenty  towns  in  France,  having  from  two  to  ten  thousand  in- 
habitants, where,  if  yon  except  the  prefects,  mayors,  natarie^ 
and  a  few  other  persons  in  each  place,  there  is  scarcely  a  family 
that  rises  to  the  least  independence  of  thought,  or  even  a  mode- 
rate elevation  of  character.  All  the  power,  all  the  thought, 
all  the  genius,  all  the  expanse  of  intellect,  are  centred  at  Parts. 
The  blood  of  the  cotintry  is  drawn  to  this  seat  and  centre, 
leaving  the  limbs  and  members  cold  and  pnlseless  as  those  of 
a  corpse. 

How  different  is  it  in  this  country  I  The  life,  Tigor,  power  of 
these  United  States  are  diffused  through  a  thousand  Teins  and 
arteries  OTer  the  whole  people,  OTcry  limb  nourished,  every 
member  invigorated  I  New  York,  Philadelphia,  and  Bostcm 
do  not  giTe  law  to  this  country;  that  comes  firom  the  people— 
the  farmers,  mechanics,  manufacturers,  merchants — ^independent 
in  their  circumstances,  and  sober,  religious,  virtuous  in  their 
habits  of  thought  and  conduct  I  make  allowance  for  the 
sinister  influence  of  Tice,  which  abounds  in  some  places;  for 
the  debasing  effects  of  demagogism  in  our  politicians;  for  the 
corruption  of  selfish  and  degrading  interests,  cast  into  the 
general  current  of  public  feeling  and  opinion.  I  admit  thtt 
these  sometimes  make  the  nation  swerve,  for  a  time,  from  the 
path  of  wisdom,  but  the  wandering  is  neither  wide  nor  lon^. 
The  preponderating  national  mind  is  just  and  sound,  and  if 
danger  comes,  it  will  manifest  its  power  and  avert  it. 


THE  LEAF. 

It  came  with  springes  soft  sun  and  showers, 
Mid  bursting  buds  and  blushing  flowers  ; 
It  flonrish'd  on  the  same  light  stem, 
It  drank  the  same  clear  dews  with  them. 
The  crimson  tints  of  summer  mom, 
That  gilded  one,  did  each  adorn. 
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The  breeze,  that  whisper'd  light  and  brief 
To  bud  or  bloeeom,  kies'd  the  leaf; 
When  o'er  the  leaf  the  tempest  flew, 
The  bud  and  blossom  trembled  too. 

But  its  companions  pass'd  away, 
And  left  the  leaf  to  lone  decay. 
The  gentle  gales  of  spring  went  by, 
The  fruits  and  flowers  of  summer  die. 
The  autumn  winds  swept  o*er  the  hill, 
And  winter's  breath  came  cold  and  chill. 
The  leaf  now  yielded  to  the  blast, 
And  on  the  rushing  stream  was  cast. 
Far,  far  it  glided  to  the  sea, 
And  whirl'd  and  eddied  wearily, 
Till  suddenly  it  sank  to  rest, 
And  slumbered  in  the  ocean's  breast. 

Thus  life  begins — its  morning  hours 
Bright  as  the  birth-day  of  the  flowers ; 
Thus  passes  like  the  leaves  away, 
As  withered  and  as  lost  as  they. 
Beneath  the  parent  roof  we  meet 
In  joyous  groups,  and  gayly  greet 
The  golden  beams  of  love  and  light. 
That  kindle  to  the  youthful  sight. 
But  soon  we  part,  and  one  by  one, 
Like  leayes  and  flowers,  the  group  is  gone. 
One  gentle  spirit  seeks  the  tomb. 
His  brow  yet  fresh  with  childhood's  bloom. 
Another  treads  the  paths  of  fame, 
And  barters  x)eace  to  win  a  name. 
Another  still  tempts  fortune's  wave, 
And,  seeking  wealth,  secures  a  grave. 
The  last  grasps  yet  the  brittle  thread — 
Though  friends  are  gone  and  joy  is  dead. 
Still  dares  the  dark  and  fretful  tide. 
And  clutches  at  its  power  and  pride, 
Till  suddenly  the  waters  sever. 
And,  like  the  leaf,  he  sinks  forever. 


EDWARD  ROBINSON. 

Thu  distinguished  philologist  and  traveller,  the  son  of  Rev.  William 
Bobinson,  who  was  pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church  at  iSouthing- 
ton.  Conn.,  for  forty-one  years,  was  bom  at  that  place,  on  the  10th  of 
April,  1794.  Being  of  a  rather  delicate  oonstitution,  his  father  thought 
it  best  not  to  give  him  a  professional  education,  but  to  place  him 
39 
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where  he  would  have  more  active  emplojment.  Acoordingljr»  though 
he  had  been  fitted  for  college,  he  was  placed  in  a  coantiy  store  in  his 
native  place,  in  which  it  was  designed  he  should  be  a  partner.  B«t 
this  did  not  suit  his  taste ;  and,  being  on  a  visit  to  his  uncle,  at  Clia- 
ton,  Oneida  County,  New  York,  earlj  in  1812,  he  concluded  to  enter 
Hamilton  College,  which  had  just  been  chartered.  Aoooidingly,  in 
the  fall,  he  joined  the  first  Freshman  class,  and  graduated  in  181% 
with  the  highest  honors.  In  October  of  the  next  year,  he  was  ap- 
pointed tutor  in  his  Alma  Mater,  where  he  remained  a  jear,  teaching 
the  mathematics  and  the  Greek  language.  In  the  latter  part  of  the 
year  1818,  he  was  married  to  the  youngest  daughter  of  Rev.  Samuel 
Kirkland,  and  sister  of  the  late  President  Eirkland,  of  Harvard  Uni- 
versity. She  died  in  the  fcdlowing  July,  and  Mr.  Robinson  remained 
in  Clinton,  pursuing  his  studies,  for  two  years  longer* 

In  December,  1821,  he  went  to  Andover,  Mass.,  to  print  a  small  por- 
tion of  the  "  Iliad,"  which  he  had  prepared,  with  notes  for  coUege  in- 
struction ;  and  while  here,  he  became  interested  in  the  subject  of  re- 
ligion, and  determined  to  study  the  Hebrew,  as  preparatory  to  theology. 
After  being  in  the  seminary  two  years,  he  was  appointed  assistant  in- 
structor, and  continued  such  till  1826,  translating,  in  the  mean  time, 
from  the  German,  "  Wahl's  Clavis  Novi  Testamenti,''  or  Lexicon  of 
the  New  Testament. 

In  the  summer  of  1826,  he  went  to  Europe,  and  spent  there  four 
years  in  travelling,  combined  with  hard  study,  and  became  intimately 
acquainted  with  some  of  the  most  distinguished  professors  of  the  Ger- 
man Universities ;  in  the  mean  time  (1828),  marrying  the  youngest 
daughter  of  Professor  Ludwig  von  Jacob,  of  Halle.  On  his  return 
home  in  1830,  he  was  appointed  Professor  Extraordinary  of  Sacred 
Literature  in  the  Andover  Theological  Seminary.  In  1831,  he  com- 
menced the  publication  of  the  **  Biblical  Repository,"  of  which  he  was 
the  editor  and  chief  contributor  for  four  years.  In  1833,  appeared  his 
translation  of  "Buttman's  Greek  Grammar,"  and  in  1836,  hia  new 
"  Lexicon  of  the  New  Testament,"  and  his  translation  of  the  **  Hebrew 
Lexicon  of  Gesenius." 

In  1837,  Dr.  Robinson  was  appointed  Professor  of  Biblical  Litera- 
ture in  the  Union  Theological  Seminary,  in  the  city  of  New  York,  the 
station  which  he  still  holds.  He  accepted  the  appointment  on  con- 
dition that  he  might  be  permitted  to  carry  out  a  plan  i»«vioasly 
formed,  of  visiting  the  lands  of  the  Bible,  in  conjunction  with  his 
friend,  Rev.  Eli  Smith,  a  mlssionaiy  of  the  American  Board.  This 
he  accomplished,  and  then  repaired  to  Berlin,  and  there  devoted  him- 
self for  two  years  to  the  preparation  of  his  "  Biblical  Reeearohea  in 
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Palestine."  In  1840,  lie  returned  to  New  Terk,  and  Mb  great  work 
wss  published  the  next  year  in  three  yolnmes,  in  Boston,  London,  and 
at  Halle.  It  at  onoe  established  his  fame,  and  for  learning,  unwearied 
inTe8tigati<m,  and  sompnlons  fidelity,  placed  him  in  the  very  front  rank 
of  traTeUen ;  and  the  Royal  Qeographioal  Society  of  London  awarded 
to  him  one  of  their  gold  medals. 

Notwithstanding  his  many  official  labors  connected  with  the  semi- 
nary. Dr.  Bobinson  projected  and  established,  in  1843,  "  The  Biblio- 
theca  Sacra,"  which,  for  critical  theological  learning,  has  not  its  supe- 
rior on  either  side  of  the  Atlantic.  He  also  published,  in  1845,  a 
"  Harmony  of  the  Four  Gospels  in  Greek,"  and  the  next  year  an 
*'  English  Harmony."  In  1850,  appeared  a  new  edition  of  his  ''  Lexi- 
con of  the  New  Testament,"  on  which  he  spent  much  labor. 

In  1851,  Dr.  Robinson  again  set  out  for  Palestine,  to  make  new  re- 
searches, as  well  as  to  go  over  some  of  the  ground  formerly  explored. 
Ue  returned  in  1 852,  and  made  preparations  for  a  new  relume,  which 
appeared  in  1856,  both  in  this  country  and  England,  and  in  the  Ger- 
man language  at  Berlin.  This  great  work  is  now  the  standard  upon 
the  geography  of  Palestine,  and  for  accuracy  and  thoroughness  leaves 
nothing  more  to  be  desired. 


PLAIN  BEFORE  SINAI. 

As  we  advanced,  the  valley  still  opened  wider  and  wider, 
with  a  gentle  ascent,  and  became  fall  of  shrabs  and  tafts  of 
herbs,  shut  in  on  each  side  by  lofty  granite  ridges  with  mgged, 
shattered  peaks  a  thonsand  feet  high,  while  the  face  of  Horeb 
rose  directly  before  us.  Both  my  companion  and  myself  in- 
voluntarily exclaimed :  **  Here  is  room  enough  for  a  large  en- 
campment I''  Reaching  the  top  of  the  ascent,  or  water-shed, 
a  fine  broad  plain  lay  before  us,  sloping  down  gently  towards 
the  S.  S.  E.,  inclosed  by  rugged  and  venerable  mountains  of 
dark  granite,  stern,  naked,  splintered  peaks  and  ridges,  of  in- 
describable grandeur,  and  terminated  at  the  distance  of  more 
than  a  mile  by  the  bold  and  awful  front  of  Horeb,  rising  per- 
pendicularly, in  frowning  majesty,  from  twelve  to  fifteen  hun- 
dred feet  in  height.  It  was  a  scene  of  solemn  grandeur,  wholly 
unexpected,  and  such  as  we  had  never  seen  ;  and  the  associa- 
tions which  at  the  moment  rushed  upon  our  minds  were  almost 
overwhelming.  As  we  went  on,  new  points  of  interest  were 
continually  opening  to  our  view.  On  the  left  of  Horeb,  a  deep 
and  narrow  valley  runs  up  S.  S.  E.,  between  lofty  walls  of  rock, 
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aa  if  in  continaation  of  the  S.  E.  corner  of  the  plain.  In  tkk 
yalley,  at  the  distance  of  near  a  mile  from  the  plain,  stands  the 
convent ;  and  the  deep  verdure  of  its  frnit-trees  and  eypresao 
is  seen  as  the  traveller  approaches — an  oasis  of  beantj  amid 
scenes  of  the  sternest  desolation.  Still  advancing,  the  front  of 
Horeb  rose  like  a  wall  before  ns ;  and  one  can  approach  quite 
to  the  foot,  and  touch  the  mount.  As  we  crossed  the  pkii, 
our  feelings  were  strongly  affected  at  finding  here,  so  unex- 
pectedly, a  spot  so  entirely  adapted  to  the  Scriptural  accouat 
of  the  giving  of  the  law.  No  traveller  has  described  this  plaia, 
nor  even  mentioned  it,  except  in  a  slight  and  general  manner, 
probably  because  the  most  have  reached  the  convent  by  another 
route,  without  passing  over  it ;  and  perhaps,  too,  because  neither 
the  highest  point  of  Sinai  (now  called  Jebel  Musa),  nor  the 
still  loftier  summit  of  St.  Catharine,  is  visible  from  any  part 
of  it. 

THE  TOP  OF  SraAI. 

The  extreme  difficulty  and  even  danger  of  the  ascent  was 
well  rewarded  by  the  prospect  that  now  opened  before  oa.  The 
whole  plain  er-Rdhah  lay  spread  out  beneath  our  feet,  with  the 
adjacent  Wadys  and  mountains ;  while  Wady  esh-Sheikh  oa 
the  right,  and  the  recess  on  the  left,  both  connected  with,  and 
opening  broadly  from  er-R4hah,  presented  an  area  which  serves 
nearly  to  double  that  of  the  plain.  Our  conviction  was  strength- 
ened, that  here,  or  on  some  one  of  the  adjacent  cliflfis,  was  the 
spot  where  the  Lord  **  descended  in  fire,"  and  proclaimed  the 
law.  Here  lay  the  plain  where  the  whole  congregation  might 
be  assembled ;  here  was  the  mount  that  could  be  approached 
and  touched,  if  not  forbidden ;  and  here  the  mountain  brow, 
where  alone  the  lightnings  and  the  thick  cloud  would  be  visible, 
and  the  thunders  and  the  voice  of  the  trump  be  heard,  when 
the  Lord  ''came  down  in  the  sight  of  all  the  people  upon 
Mount  Sinai."  We  gave  ourselves  up  to  the  impressions  of 
the  awful  scene,  and  read,  with  a  feeling  that  will  never  be  for- 
gotten, the  sublime  account  of  the  transaction  and  the  command- 
ments there  promulgated,  in  the  original  words  as  recorded  by 
the  great  Hebrew  legislator.* 


Ezod.  xix.  9-25 ;  zx.  1-21. 
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THB  CEDARS  Of  LBBANON.* 

The  cedars  are  not  less  remarkable  for  their  position  than 

Tor  their  age  and  size.     The  amphitheatre  in  which  they  are 

sitaated  Is  of  itself  a  great  temple  of  nature,  the  most  yast 

«,ad  magnificent  of  all  the  recesses  of  Lebanon.     The  lofty 

dorsal  ridge  of  the  mountain,  as  it  approaches  from  the  south, 

tends  slightlj  towards  the  east  for  a  time,  and  then,  after  re- 

BQiDing  its  former  direction,  throws  off  a  spur  of  equal  altitude 

towards  the  west,  which  sinks  down  gradually  into  the  ridge 

terminating  at  Ehden.     This  ridge  sweeps  round  so  as  to 

become  nearly  parallel  with  the  main  ridge,  thus  forming  an 

Immense  recess  or  ampbitboatre,  approaching  to  the  horse-shoe 

form,  surrounded  by  the  loftiest  ridges  of  Lebanon,  which  rise 

still  two  or  three  thousand  feet  above  it,  and  are  partly  covered 

with  snows.    In  the  midst  of  this  amphitheatre  stand  the  cedars, 

otterly  alone,  with  not  a  tree  besides,  nor  hardly  a  green  thing 

in  flight     The  amphitheatre  fronts  towards  the  west,  and,  as 

seen  from  the  cedars,  the  snows  extend  round  from  south  to 

north.     The  extremities  of  the  arc,  in  front,  bear  from  the 

cedars  southwest  and  northwest.     High  up  in  the  recess,  the 

deep,  precipitous  chasm  of  the  Kadisha  has  its  beginning — the 

wildest  and  grandest  of  all  the  gorges  of  Lebanon. 

Besides  the  natural  grace  and  beauty  of  the  cedar  of  Lebanon, 
which  still  appear  in  the  trees  of  middle  age,  though  not  in  the 
more  ancient  patriarchs,  there  is  associated  with  this  grove  a 
feeling  of  veneration,  as  the  representative  of  those  forests  of 
Lebanon  so  celebrated  in  the  Hebrew  Scriptures.  To  the 
sacred  writers,  the  cedar  was  the  noblest  of  trees,  the  monarch 
of  the  vegetable  kingdom.  Solomon  "  spake  of  trees,  from 
the  cedar-tree  that  is  in  Lebanon  even  unto  the  hyssop  that 
springeth  out  of  the  wall.'''  To  the  prophets  it  was  the  favor- 
ite emblem  for  greatness,  splendor,  and  majesty ;  hence  kings 
and  nobles,  the  pillars  of  society,  are  everywhere  cedars  of 
Lebanon.*    Especially  is  this  the  case  in  the  splendid  descrip- 

<  The  eleyfttion  of  the  oedars  abore  the  sea  is  giren  bj  Rossegger  and 
Schubert  at  0,000  Paris  feet,  equivalent  to  6,400  Bnglish  feet.  The  peaks 
of  Lebanon  abore  rise  nearly  3,000  feet  higher. 

'  1  K.  iy.  33 ;  comp.  Judg.  is.  15 ;  2  K.  xiy.  9 ;  Ps.  zxix.  5 ;  ciy.  16. 

"  Is.  ii.  13;  xiv.  8;  xxxvii.  24;  Jer.  xxii.  23;  Fa.  xvii.  22;  Zech.  xi.  1, 
ete. 

39* 
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tion,  by  Ezekiel,  of  the  Assyrian  power  and  glory.*  Hence, 
too,  in  connection  with  its  durability  and  fragrance,  it  w«f 
regarded  as  the  most  precious  of  all  wood,  and  was  employed 
in  costly  bnildings,  for  ornament  and  luxury.  In  SolomoB^ 
temple,  the  beams  of  the  roof,  as  also  the  boards  and  the  orna- 
mental work,  were  of  the  cedar  of  Lebanon  ;*  and  It  was  like- 
wise used  in  the  later  temple  of  Zerubbabel.*  Darid's  palaef 
was  built  with  cedar  ;^  and  so  lavishly  was  this  costly  wood 
employed  in  one  of  Solomon's  peJaces,  that  it  is  called  ^  the 
house  of  the  forest  of  Lebanon."^  As  a  matter  of  luxury, 
also,  the  cedar  was  sometimes  used  for  idols,*  and  for  the 
masts  of  ships.7  In  like  manner,  the  cedar  was  highly  prixed 
among  heathen  nations.  It  was  employed  in  the  constructioa 
of  their  temples,  as  at  Tyre  and  Ephesus ;  and  also  ia  their 
palaces,  as  at  Persepolis. 


ENTERING  JERUSALEIT. 

On  entering  the  gates  of  Jerusalem,  apart  from  the  orer- 
powering  recollections  which  naturally  rush  upon  the  mind,  I 
was  in  many  respects  agreeably  disappointed.  From  the  de- 
scriptions of  Chateaubriand  and  other  travellers,  I  had  expected 
to  find  the  houses  of  the  city  miserable,  the  streets  filthy,  and 
the  population  squalid.  Yet  the  first  impression  made  upon 
my  mind  was  of  a  different  character;  nor  did  I  iiterwards  tec 
any  reason  to  doubt  the  correctness  of  this  first  impresdon. 
The  houses  are,  in  general,  better  built,  and  the  streets  cleaner, 
than  those  of  Alexandria,  Smjrrna,  or  even  Constantinople 
Indeed,  of  all  the  oriental  cities  which  it  was  my  lot  to  visit, 
Jerusalem,  after  Cairo,  is  the  cleanest  and  most  solidly  built 
The  streets  indeed  are  narrow,  and  very  rudely  paved,  like  those 
of  all  cities  in  the  East.  The  houses  are  of  hewn  stone,  often 
large,  and  furnished  with  the  small  domes  upon  the  roofs,  wbieb 
have  been  already  mentioned  at  Hebron,  as  perhaps  pecuhtr 
to  the  district  of  Jndea.     These  domes  seem  to  be  not  merely 

•  E«.  xxxi.  3-9. 

»  I  K.  Ti.  9,  10 ;  comp.  y.  6,  8,  10 ;  1  Chr.  XJtii.  4, 

•  Ezra,  iii.  7. 

•  2  Sam.  V.  11 ;  vii.  2;  comp.  Jer.  xxii.  14,  15. 

•  1^.  vii.  2;  X.  17. 

•  Is.  xliy.  14  J  PJin.  H.  N.  xiii.  11. 

**  El.  xxvii.  5  ;  where  the  description  evidently  refers  to  splendid  pleasnrt- 
yes9eb. 
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Tor  ornament,  but  are  intended,  on  account  of  the  scarcity  of 
limber,  to  aid  in  supporting  and  strengthening  the  otherwise 
fiat  roofs.  There  is  nsuallj  one  or  more  over  each  room  in  a 
lionse ;  and  they  serve  also  to  give  a  greater  elevation  and  an 
flLTchitectnral  effect  to  the  ceiling  of  the  room,  which  rises  within 
xliem.  The  streets,  and  the  population  that  throngs  them,  may 
wUbo  well  bear  comparison  with  those  of  any  other  oriental  city, 
although  if  one  seeks  here,  or  elsewhere  in  the  East,  for  the 
iceneral  cleanliness  and  thrift  which  characterize  many  cities  of 
£urope  and  America,  he  will  of  course  seek  in  vain. 


LEAVINQ  JERUSALEM. 

The  emotions  which  crowd  upon  the  mind  at  such  a  moment 
I  leave  for  the  reader  to  conceive.  The  historical  associations 
connected  with  the  city  and  the  various  objects  around  cannot 
bnt  be  deeply  interesting  even  to  the  infidel  or  the  heathen; 
how  much  more  to  the  heart  of  the  believer  I  What  a  multi- 
tade  of  wonderful  events  have  taken  place  upon  that  spot! 
What  an  influence  has  proceeded  from  it,  affecting  the  opinions 
and  destinies  of  individuals  and  the  world,  for  time  and  for 
eternity  I 

If  my  feelings  were  strongly  excited  on  first  entering  the 
Holy  City,  they  were  now  hardly  less  so  on  leaving  it  for  the 
last  time.  As  we  had  formerly  approached,  repeating  con- 
tinually the  salutation  of  the  Psalmist,  **  Peace  be  within  thy 
walls,  and  prosperity  within  thy  palaces,"  so  now  we  could  not 
bnt  add,  "if'or  our  brethren  and  companions'  sakes  we  will  now 
say,  Peace  be  within  thee  I"*  Her  palaces  indeed  are  long  since 
levelled  to  the  ground ;  and  the  haughty  Muslim  now  for  ages 
treads  her  glory  in  the  dust.  Yet  as  we  waited,  and  looked 
again  from  this  high  ground  upon  the  city  and  the  surrounding 
objects,  I  could  not  but  exclaim,  ''Beautiful  for  situation,  the 
joy  of  the  whole  earth,  is  Mount  Zion,  on  the  sides  of  the 
North,  the  city  of  the  great  King!""  One  long  last  look;  and 
then,  turning  away,  I  bade  those  sacred  hills  farewell  forever. 

I  Pa.  cxxii.  7,  8.  '  Ps.  xlviii.  2. 
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EDWARD  EVERETT. 

Edward  EnmErr,  the  brother  of  Alexander  Everett,'  was  bom  in 
Dorchester,  Massachusetts,  on  the  11th  of  April,  1794.  After  the  nsnal 
preparatory  studies  at  Boston,  and  at  Exeter  Academj,  New  Hampshire, 
under  that  prince  of  schoolmasters,  the  venerable  Dr.  Abbott,  he  en- 
tered Harvard  College  at  the  earlj  age  of  thirteen,  and  took  his  degre«y 
in  course,  in  1811,  with  a  high  reputation  as  a  scholar.  The  next  year 
he  was  appointed  a  tutor  in  the  College,  and  held  the  situation  for  two 
jears,  when  he  entered  the  theological  school  at  Cambridge,  and  ia 
1814,  when  but  twenty  years  of  age,  succeeded  the  pious  and  accom- 
plished Buckminster  as  pastor  of  Brattle  Str^t  Church,  Boston.  He 
had  not,  however,  been  settled  here  a  year,  before  he  was  invited  tc 
the  new  professorship  of  Greek  Literature''  in  Harvard  Collie,  with  the 
privilege  of  further  qualifying  himself  for  ita  duties  by  a  visit  to 
Europe.  He  accepted  the  appointment,'  and  immediately  embarked 
fbr  England,  whence  he  went  to  Gdttingen  Univemity,  where  he  remained 
more  than  two  years,  devoting  his  time  to  Greek  literature  and  the 
German  language,  and  receiving  the  degree  of  P.  D.,  or  Doctor  Oif  Phi- 
losophy. After  this,  he  visited  several  of  the  European  countries,  sad 
returned  home  in  1819,  and  entered  at  once  upon  the  duties  of  his 
professorship.  In  1824,  he  became  editor  of  the  "North  Ametieas 
Review,"  and  infused  new  spirit  into  that  journal,  often  writing  two 
articles  in  the  same  number.  The  great  object  he  had  in  view,  in 
conducting  this  periodical,  was  to  vindicate  American  literature  from 
the  aspersions  of  English  writers,  and  nobly  and  successfully  did  he 
perform  the  work.  In  1824,  he  delivered  a  very  able  oration  before 
the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society,  upon  "  The  Circumstances  favorable  to 
the  Progress  of  Literature  in  America,"  closing  it  with  a  beautifol 
apostrophe  to  General  Lafayette,  who  was  present  on  the  occasion.  In 
1825,  he  took  his  seat  in  the  House  of  Representatives  of  the  United 
States,  from  Middlesex  County,  and  kept  the  same  for  ten  years,  bear- 
ing a  prominent  part  in  many  of  the  debates.^    In  1835,  he  retired 

*  See  page  295.  *  Founded  by  Samuel  Eliot,  of  Bostoe. 

'  Mach  to  the  rexation  of  the  congregation  of  Brattle  Street  Charoh. 

'  I  deeply  regret  that  truth  compels  me  to  state,  that  in  his  first  ipeeek 
in  Congress,  delivered  March  9,  1826,  upon  "  The  Amendment  of  the  Ooa- 
stitution,"  he  uttered  these  words:  "Domestic  slavery  is  not,  sir,  in  my 
judgment,  to  be  set  down  as  an  immoral  and  irreligious  relation.  I  eaanoi 
admit  that  lieligion  hofl  but  one  voice  to  the  slave,  and  that  this  voiee  is, 
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from  CoDgress.  and  for  four  years,  successively,  he  was  elected  Governor 
of  Biassachnsetts.  In  1S39,  he  lost  his  election  bj  one  single  vote. 
In  1841,  he  was  appointed  Minister  to  England,  for  which  post  he  was 
peculiarly  well  qualified  by  his  learning,  his  elegance  of  manners,  and 
Ixifl  £amiliarity  with  most  of  the  European  languages.  On  his  return 
l&ome,  in  1846,  he  was  elected  President  of  Harvard  College,  a  position 
iffi-liieh  he  held  till  1849.  In  November,  1852,  he  again  entered  politi- 
oaI  life,  succeeding  Daniel  Webster  as  Secretary  of  State,  under  the 
administration  of  Millard  Fillmore. 

Mr.  Everett  now  resides  in  Boston,  enjoying  the  rich  companionship 
of  the  authors  of  his  extensive  library.  He  has  recently  been  deliver- 
ing, in  various  parts  of  the  country,  an  oration  on  the  character  of 
^Washington — the  proceeds  of  which  he  gives  to  the  fund  for  raising 
a  monument  to  the  illustrious  statesman,  at  his  own  Mount  Vernon. 
His  orations  and  speeches  have  been  published  in  two  large  octavo 
volumes.' 


'Rise  against  yoar  masters.'  No,  sir;  the  New  Testament  says,  'Slaves, 
obey  your  master,'  "  Ao.  Ae.  He  was  immediately  rebuked  for  these  senti- 
ments, with  great  power  and  sarcasm,  by  Hon.  John  Randolph,  of  Virnnia ; 
and,  on  the  30th  of  the  same  month,  the  Hon.  Ichabod  Bartlett,  of  Forts- 
month,  N.  H.,  to  his  eternal  honor,  thus  replied  to  him :  "If  the  language 
used  by  the  gentleman  from  Massachusetts  (Mr.  Everett)  was  intended  to 
vindicate  the  principle  of  slavery,  and  to  say  Christianity  sanctions  the  prac- 
tice, I  cannot,  sir,  hesitate  to  dissent  from  its  correctness,  totally,  onquali* 
fiedly.  It  is  not  denied  that  service  and  servitude  are  implied  in  the  very 
existence  of  all  institutions,  political,  civil,  religious  ;  and  we,  here,  are  the 
SERVANTS  of  the  people,  but  not  their  slaves  !  If,  sir,  the  Christian  religion 
sanctions  slavery,  then  must  I  give  up  that  faith  in  which  I  have  been  nur- 
tured, relinquish  its  consolations  in  affliction,  its  promises  of  futurity — aban- 
don, at  once,  that  hope  which 

*  Cheers  ni  through  life,  nor  leaves  us  when  we  die.' 

Por  then,  that  religion  is  not  mine  !  I  am  no  Christian  !  But  no,  sir,  it  can- 
not be.  No !  there  is  no  slavery  in  its  great  moral  precept,  how  we  should 
•do  unto  others.'  " — Gales aiul  SetUon'a  Dehates,  vol,  ii.,  1581,  and  1918. 

»  •*  The  variety  of  Mr.  Everett's  life  and  employments  is  but  a  type  of  the 
versatility  of  his  powers,  and  the  wide  range  of  his  cultivation.  He  is  one 
of  the  most  finished  men  of  our  time.  His  works  consist  mainly  of  occasional 
diseoarseB,  speeches,  and  of  contributions  to  the  'North  American  Review,' 
the  last  of  which  are  very  numerous,  and  deal  with  a  great  diversity  of  sub- 
jects, including  Greek  and  Qerman  literature,  the  fine  arts,  politics,  political 
economy,  history,  and  American  literature.  Whatsoever  he  does,  is  done 
well ;  and  his  brilliant  natural  powers  have  through  life  been  trained  and 
aided  by  those  habits  of  vigorous  industry  which  are  falsely  supposed,  by 
many,  to  be  found  only  in  connection  with  dulness  and  mediocrity." — G.  8. 

HlLLABD. 

"As  a  man  of  letters,  in  every  branch  of  public  service,  and  in  society 
and  private  life,  Mr.  Everett  has  combined  the  useful  with  the  ornamental, 
with  a  tact,  a  universality,  ftnd  a  faithfulness,  almost  unprecedented.  At 
Windsor  Castle  we  find  him  fluently  conversing  with  each  member  of  the 
diplomatic  corps  in  their  vernacular  tongue ;  in  Florence,  addressing  the 
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THE  PILQBIMB  OF  THE  BfAYFLOWEB. 

Methinks  I  see  it  now,  that  one  solitary,  adtrentaroas  veadt 
the  Mayflower,  of  a  forlorn  hope,  freighted  with  the  proepecti 
of  a  future  state,  and  bound  across  the  unknown  sea.  I  behold 
it  pursuing,  with  a  thousand  misgivings,  the  nncertain,  the 
tedious  voyage.  Suns  rise  and  set,  and  weeks  and  moDlia 
pass,  and  winter  surprises  them  on  the  deep,  but  brings  them 
not  the  sight  of  the  wished-for  shore.  I  see  them  now  scantfly 
supplied  with  provisions,  crowded  almost  to  suffocation  in  their 
ill-stored  prison,  delayed  by  calms,  pursuing  a  circuitous  route, 
and  now  driven  in  fury  before  the  raging  tempest,  on  the  high 
and  giddy  waves.  The  awful  voice  of  the  storm  howls  through 
the  rigging.  The  laboring  masts  seem  straining  from  their  base ; 
the  dismal  sound  of  the  pumps  is  heard ;  the  ship  leaps,  as  ft 
were,  madly  from  billow  to  billow ;  the  ocean  breaks,  and  set- 
tles with. engulfing  floods  over  the  floating  deck,  and  beats  with 
deadening  weight  against  the  staggered  vessel.  I  see  them, 
escaped  from  these  perils,  pursuing  their  all  bnt  desperate 
undertaking,  and  landed  at  last,  after  a  five  months'  paan^ge, 
on  the  ice-clad  rocks  of  Plymouth  ;  weak  and  weary  from  Uie 
voyage,  poorly  armed,  scantily  provisioned,  depending  on  the 
charity  of  their  shipmaster  for  a  draught  of  beer  on  board, 
drinking  nothing  but  water  on  shore,  without  shelter,  without 
means,  surrounded  by  hostile  tribes.  Shut  now  the  volume  of 
history,  and  tell  me,  on  any  principle  of  human  probability, 
what  shall  be  the  fate  of  this  handful  of  adventurers?  Tell  me, 
man  of  military  science,  in  how  many  months  were  they  all 
swept  off  by  the  thirty  savage  tribes,  enumerated  within  the 
early  limits  of  New  Eugland  ?  Tell  me,  politician,  how  long 
did  this  shadow  of  a  colony,  on  which  your  conventions  and 
treaties  had  not  smiled,  languish  on  the  distant  coast  ?  Stn- 
dent  of  history,  compare  for  me  the  baffled  projects,  the  deserted 
settlements,  the  abandoned  adventures  of  other  times,  and  find 
the  parallel  of  this  I     Was  it  the  winter's  storm,  beating  upon 

Scientific  CongreM  with  characteristic  grace  and  wisdom ;  in  London,  enter- 
taining the  most  gifted  and  wisely-chosen  party  of  artists,  authors,  and  mea 
of  rank  or  state,  in  a  manner  which  elicits  their  hest  social  sentiments :  at 
home,  in  the  professor's  chair,  in  the  popular  assemhiy,  in  the  Lyceum-hall, 
or  to  oelehrate  an  historical  occasion — giving  expression  to  high  sentiment, 
or  memorable  fact,  with  the  finished  style  and  thrilling  emphasis  of  the  ae> 
complished  orator." — Hornet  of  American  Authors. 
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tlie  booBeless  heads  of  women  and  children  ?  Was  it  hard  labor 
and  spare  meals?  Was  it  disease?  Was  it  the  tomahawk?  Was 
it  the  deep  maladj  of  a  blighted  hope,  a  mined  enterprise,  and 
&  broken  heart,  aching  in  its  last  moments  at  the  recollection 
of  the  loved  and  left,  beyond  the  sea  ?  Was  it  some,  or  all  of 
these  united,  that  harried  this  forsaken  company  to  their  melan- 
choly fate  ?  And  is  it  possible  that  neither  of  these  causes — 
that  not  all  combined — were  able  to  blast  this  bod  of  hope  ? 
Is  it  possible  that,  from  a  beginning  so  feeble,  so  frail,  so 
worthy  (not  so  much  of  admiration  as  of  pity),  there  has  gone 
forth  a  progress  so  steady,  a  growth  so  wonderful,  a  reality  so 
important,  a  promise,  yet  to  be  fulfilled,  so  glorious  ? 


LUTHEB. 

In  the  solemn  loneliness  in  which  Luther  found  himself,  he 
called  around  him  not  so  much  the  masters  of  the  Oreek  and 
Latin  wisdom  through  the  study  of  the  ancient  languages,  as 
he  did  the  mass  of  his  own  countrymen,  by  his  translation  of 
the  Bible.  It  would  have  been  a  matter  of  tardy  impression 
and  remote  efficacy,  had  he  done  no  more  than  awake  from  the 
dusty  alcoves  of  the  libraries  the  venerable  shades  of  the  classic 
teachers.  He  roused  up  a  population  of  living,  sentient  men, 
his  countrymen,  his  brethren.  He  might  have  written  and 
preached  in  Latin  to  his  dying  day,  and  the  elegant  Italian 
scholars,  champions  of  the  church,  would  have  answered  him 
in  Latin  better  than  his  own ;  and  with  the  mass  of  the  people, 
the  whole  affair  would  have  been  a  contest  between  angry  and 
loquacious  priests.  "Awake  all  antiquity  from  the  sleep  of 
the  libraries  I"  He  awoke  all  Germany  and  half  Europe  from 
the  scholastic  sleep  of  an  ignorance  worse  than  death.  He 
took  into  his  hands  not  the  oaten  pipe  of  the  classic  muse;  he 
moved  to  his  great  work,  not 

to  the  Dorian  mood 

Of  flutes  and  soft  recorders. 

He  grasped  the  iron  trumpet  of  his  mother  tongue — the  good 
old  Saxon  from  which  our  own  is  descended,  the  language  of 
noble  thought  and  high  resolve — and  bl^  a  blast  that  shook 
the  nations  from  Rome  to  the  Orkneys.  Sovereign,  citizen, 
and  peasant  started  at  the  sound ;  and,  in  a  few  short  years, 
the  poor  monk,  who  had  begged  his  bread  for  a  pious  canticle 
in  the  streeta  of  Eisenach — no  longer  friendless — no  longer 
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solitary — was  sustained  by  victorioas  armies,  coantenanc«d  by 
princes,  and,  wbat  is  a  thousand  times  more  precioas  than  tbe 
brightest  crown  in  Christendom,  revered  as  a  sage,  a  benefactor, 
and  a  spiritual  parent,  at  the  firesides  of  millions  of  his  hnmbk 
and  grateful  countrymen. 


THE  ETERNAL  CLOCKWORK  OF  THE  SKIES. 

We  derive  from  the  observations  of  the  heaven Ij  bodies 
which  are  made  at  an  observatory  our  only  adequate  measures 
of  time,  and  bur  only  means  of  comparing  the  time  of  one 
place  with  the  time  of  another.  Our  artificial  timekeepers — 
clocks,  watches,  and  chronometers — however  ingeniously  con- 
trived and  admirably  fabricated,  are  but  a  transcript,  so  to 
say,  of  the  celestial  motions,  and  would  be  of  no  value  without 
the  means  of  regulating  them  by  observation.  It  is  impossible 
for  them,  under  any  circumstances,  to  escape  the  imperfection 
of  all  machinery,  the  work  of  human  hands ;  and  the  moment 
we  remove  with  our  timekeeper  east  or  west,  it  fails  as.  It  will 
keep  home  time  alone,  like  the  fond  traveller  who  leaves  bb 
heart  behind  him.  The  artificial  instrument  is  of  incalcolable 
utility,  but  must  itself  be  regulated  by  the  eternal  clockwork 
of  the  skies. 

This  single  consideration  is  sufficient  to  show  how  completely 
the  daily  business  of  life  is  affected  and  controlled  by  the  heavenly 
bodies.  It  is  they  and  not  our  main-springs,  our  expansion 
balances,  and  our  compensation  pendulums,  which  give  as  oar 
time.     To  reverse  the  line  of  Pope — 

'Tis  with  our  watches  as  our  judgmento ;  none 
6k>  just  alike,  but  each  believes  his  own. 

But  for  all  the  kindreds  and  tribes  and  tongues  of  men — etch 
upon  their  own  meridian — ^from  the  Arctic  pole  to  the  equator, 
from  the  equator  to  the  Antarctic  pole,  the  eternal  snn  strikes 
twelve  at  noon,  and  the  glorious  constellatioQS,  far  up  in  the 
everlasting  belfries  of  the  skies,  chime  twelve  at  midnight — 
twelve  for  the  pale  student  over  his  flickering  lamp,  twelve 
amid  the  flaming  wonders  of  Orion's  belt,  if  he  crosses  the 
meridian  at  that  fated  hour — twelve  by  the  weary  conch  of 
languishing  humanity,  twelve  in  the  star-paved  courts  of  the 
Empyrean — twelve  for  the  heaving  tides  of  the  ocean;  twelve 
for  the  weary  arm  of  labor ;  twelve  for  the  toiling  brain ;  twelve 
for  the  watching,  waking,  broken  heart;  twelve  for  the  meteor 
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ijrhich  blazes  for  a  moment  and  expires ;  twelve  for  the  comet 
whose  period  is  measured  by  centuries ;  twelve  for  every  sub- 
stantial, for  every  imaginary  tbinpr,  which  exists  in  the  sense, 
the  intellect,  or  the  fancy,  and  which  the  speech  or  thought  of 
man,  at  the  given  meridian,  refers  to  the  lapse  of  time. 

Discourse  at  Albatifft  1856. 


FLORENCE — GALILEO. 

There  is  much,  in  every  way,  in  the  city  of  Florence  to  excite 
the  curiosity,  to  kindle  the  imagination,  and  to  gratify  the  taste. 
Sheltered  on  the  north  by  the  vine-clad  hills  of  Fiesole,  whose 
Cyclopean  walls  carry  back  the  antiquary  to  ages  before  the 
Roman,  before  the  Etruscan  power,  the  flowery  city  (Fiorenza) 
covers  the  sunny  banks  of  the  Arno  with  its  stately  palaces. 
Dark  and  frowning  piles  of  mediaeval  structure,  a  majestic  dome 
the  prototype  of  St.  Peter's,  basilicas  which  enshrine  the  ashes 
of  some  of  the  mightiest  of  the  dead,  the  stone  where  Dante 
stood  to  gaze  on  the  campanile^  the  house  of  Michael  Angelo 
still  occupied  by  a  descendant  of  his  lineage  and  name — his 
hammer,  his  chisel,  his  dividers,  his  manuscript  poems,  all  as  if 
he  had  left  them  but  yesterday — airy  bridges  which  seem  not  so 
much  to  rest  on  the  earth  as  to  hover  over  the  waters  they  span ; 
the  loveliest  creations  of  ancient  art,  rescued  from  the  grave 
of  ages  again  to  ''enchant  the  world ;"  the  breathing  marbles 
of  Michael  Angelo,  the  glowing  canvas  of  Raphael  and  Titian ; 
museums  filled  with  medals  and  coins  of  every  age  from  Cyrus 
the  younger,  and  gems  and  amulets  and  vases  from  the  sepul- 
chres of  Egyptian  Pharaohs  coeval  with  Joseph,  and  Etruscan 
Lucumons  that  swayed  Italy  before  the  Romans;  libraries 
stored  with  the  choicest  texts  of  ancient  literature ;  gardens  of 
rose  and  orange  and  pomegranate  and  myrtle ;  the  very  air 
you  breathe  languid  with  music  and  perfume — such  is  Florence. 
But  among  all  its  fascinations  addressed  to  the  sense,  the 
memory,  and  the  heart,  there  was  none  to  which  I  more  fre- 
quently gave  a  meditative  hour  during  a  year's  residence  than 
to  the  spot  where  Oalileo  Galilei  sleeps  beneath  the  marble 
floor  of  Santa  Croce ;  no  building  on  which  I  gazed  with  greater 
reverence  than  I  did  upon  the  modest  mansion  at  Arcetri,  villa 
at  once  and  prison,  in  which  that  venerable  sage,  by  command 
of  the  Inquisition,  passed  the  sad  closing  years  of  his  life;  the 
beloved  daughter  on  whom  he  had  depended  to  smooth  his 
passage  to  the  grave  laid  there  before  him ;  the  eyes  with  which 
40 
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he  had  discoyered  worlds  before  uDknown  qaenched  in  blind- 
ness. 

That  was  the  house  "  where/'  says  Milton  (another  of  thoee 
of  whom  the  world  was  not  worthy),  "I  found  and  Tisited  the 
famous  Galileo,  grown  old — a  prisoner  to  the  Inquisition,  for 
thinking  on  astronomy  otherwise  than  as  the  Dominican  and 
Franciscan  1  icensers  thought. "  Great  heavens  1  what  a  tri  bonal, 
what  a  culprit,  what  a  crime !  Let  us  thank  God,  my  friends, 
that  we  live  in  the  nineteenth  century.  Of  all  the  wonders  of 
ancient  and  modern  art,  statues  and  paintings,  and  jewels  and 
manuscripts,  the  admiration  and  the  delight  of  ages,  there  was 
nothing  which  I  beheld  with  more  affectionate  awe  than  thai 
poor  rough  tube,  a  few  feet  in  length,  the  work  of  bis  own 
bands,  that  very  ''optic  glass"  through  which  the  "Taacan 
Artist"  viewed  the  moon, 

"  At  evening  from  the  top  of  Fesol6 
Or  in  Valdarno,  to  desoij  new  lands, 
Rivers,  or  mountains,  in  her  spott/  globe  :*' 

that  poor  little  spyglass  (for  it  is  scarcely  more)  through  which 
the  human  eye  first  distinctly  beheld  the  surface  of  the  moon — 
first  discovered  the  phases  of  Venus,  the  satellites  of  Japiter, 
and  the  seeming  handles  of  Saturn — first  penetrated  the  dusky 
depths  of  the  heavens — first  pierced  the  clouds  of  visual  error, 
which  from  the  creation  of  the  world  involved  the  system  of  the 
Universe. 

There  are  occasions  in  life  in  which  a  great  mind  lives  years 
of  rapt  enjoyment  in  a  moment.  I  can  fancy  the  emotions  of 
Galileo,  when,  first  raising  the  newly  constructed  telescope  to 
the  heavens,  he  saw  fulfilled  the  grand  prophecy  of  Copemicns. 
and  beheld  the  planet  Venus  crescent  like  the  moon.  It  was 
such  another  moment  as  that  when  the  immortal  printers  of 
Mentz  and  Strasburg  received  the  first  copy  of  the  Bible  into 
their  hands,  the  work  of  their  divine  art;  like  that  when 
Columbus,  through  the  gray  dawn  of  the  12th  October,  1499 
(Copernicus,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  was  then  a  student  at 
Cracow),  beheld  the  shores  of  San  Salvador ;  like  that  when 
the  law  of  gravitation  first  revealed  itself  to  the  intellect  of 
Newton ;  like  that  when  Franklin  saw,  by  the  stiffening  fibres 
of  the  hempen  cord  of  his  kite,  that  he  held  the  lightning  in 
his  grasp ;  like  that  when  Leverrier  received  back  from  Berlin 
the  tidings  that  the  predicted  planet  was  found. 

Yes,  noble  Galileo,  thou  art  right,  E  pur  si  muov0,  ''It 
does  move."    Bigots  may  make  thee  recant  it;  but  it  moves 
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ncTerthelcss.  Yes,  the  earth  moTes,  and  the  planets  move,  and 
the  mighty  waters  move,  and  the  great  sweeping  tides  of  kn 
move,  and  the  empires  of  men  move,  and  the  world  of  thought 
moves,  ever  onward  and  upward  to  higher  facts  and  bolder 
theories.  The  Inquisition  may  seal  thy  lips,  but  they  can  no 
more  stop  the  progress  of  the  great  truth  propounded  by 
Copernicus  and  demonstrated  by  thee,  than  they  can  stop  the 
revolving  earth. 

Close  now,  venerable  sage,  that  sightless,  tearful  eye ;  it  has 
seen  what  man  never  before  saw ;  it  has  seen  enough.  Hang 
up  that  poor  little  spyglass;  it  has  done  its  work.  Not 
Herschel  nor  Kosse  has  comparatively  done  more.  Francis- 
cans and  Dominicans  deride  thy  discoveries  now,  but  the  time 
will  come  when  from  two  hundred  observatories  in  Europe  and 
America  the  glorious  artillery  of  science  shall  nightly  assault 
the  skies,  but  they  shall  gain  no  conquests  in  those  glittering 
fields  before  which  thine  shall  be  forgotten.  Rest  in  peace, 
great  Columbus  of  the  heavens,  like  him  scorned,  persecuted, 
broken-hearted ;  in  other  ages,  in  distant  hemispheres,  when 
the  votaries  of  science,  with  solemn  acts  of  consecration,  shall 
dedicate  their  stately  edifices  to  the  cause  of  knowledge  and 
truth,  thy  name  shall  be  mentioned  with  honor. 

Ihid. 

THE  HEAVENS  BEFORE  AND  AFTER  DAWN. 

I  bad  occasion,  a  few  weeks  since,  to  take  the  early  train 
from  Providence  to  Boston ;  and  for  this  purpose  rose  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  Everything  around  was  wrapt  in 
darkness  and  hushed  in  silence,  broken  only  by  what  seemed 
at  that  hour  the  unearthly  clank  and  rush  of  the  train.  It  was 
a  mild,  serene  midsummer's  night — the  sky  was  without  a  cloud 
— the  winds  were  whist.  The  moon,  then  in  the  last  quarter, 
had  just  risen,  and  the  stars  shone  with  a  spectral  lustre  but 
little  affected  by  her  presence.  Jupiter,  two  hours  high,  was 
the  herald  of  the  day;  the  Pleiades  just  above  the  horizon 
shed  their  sweet  influence  in  the  east ;  Lyra  sparkled  near  the 
zenith ;  Andromeda  veiled  her  newly-discovered  glories  from 
the  naked  eye  in  the  south ;  the  steady  pointers  far  beneath 
the  pole  looked  meekly  up  from  the  depths  of  the  north  to 
their  sovereign. 

Such  was  the  glorious  spectacle  as  I  entered  the  train.  As 
we  proceeded,  the  timid  approach  of  twilight  became  more 
perceptible ;  the  Intense  blue  of  the  sky  began  to  soften  ;  the 
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smaller  stars,  like  little  children,  went  first  to  rest ;  the  8ist«r- 
beams  of  the  Pleiades  soon  melted  together ;  bat  the  briglil 
constellations  of  the  west  and  north  remained  anchanged. 
Steadily  the  wondrous  transfiguration  went  on.  Hands  of 
angels  hidden  from  mortal  eyes  shifted  the  scenery  of  tlie 
heavens ;  the  glories  of  night  dissolved  into  the  glories  of  tha 
dawn.  The  blue  sky  now  turned  more  softly  gray ;  the  great 
watch-stars  shut  up  their  holy  eyes ;  the  east  began  to  kindle. 
Faint  streaks  of  purple  soon  blushed  along  the  sky ;  the  whole 
celestial  concave  was  filled  with  the  inflowing  tides  of  the 
morning  light,  which  came  pouring  down  from  above  in  one 
great  ocean  of  radiance ;  till  at  length,  as  we  reached  the  Blac 
Hills,  a  flash  of  purple  fire  blazed  out  from  above  the  borizon, 
and  turned  the  dewy  tear-drops  of  flower  and  leaf  into  rabies 
and  diamonds.  In  a  few  seconds,  the  everlasting  gates  of  the 
morning  were  thrown  wide  open,  and  the  lord  of  day,  arrayed 
in  glories  too  severe  for  the  gaze  of  man,  began  his  state. 

THE  UNIVERSAL  BOUNTIES  OF  PROVXPENCE. 

A  celebrated  skeptical  philosopher  of  the  last  century — ^tbe 
historian,  Hume — thought  to  demolish  the  credibility  of  the 
Christian  Revelation  by  the  concise  argument :  "It  is  contrary 
to  experience  that  a  miracle  should  be  true,  but  not  contrary 
to  experience  that  testimony  should  be  false."  Contrary  to 
experience  that  phenomena  should  exist  which  we  cannot  trace 
to  causes  perceptible  to  the  human  sense,  or  conceivable  by 
human  thought !  It  would  be  much  nearer  the  truth  to  say 
that  within  the  husbandman's  experience  there  are  no  pheno- 
mena which  can  be  rationally  traced  to  anything  but  the  instant 
energy  of  creative  power. 

Did  this  philosopher  ever  contemplate  the  landscape  at  the 
close  of  the  year,  when  seeds,  and  grains,  and  fruits  have 
ripened,  and  stalks  have  withered,  and  leaves  have  fallen,  and 
winter  has  forced  her  icy  curb  even  into  the  roaring  jaws  of 
Niagara,  and  sheeted  half  a  continent  in  her  glittering  shroud, 
and  all  this  teeming  vegetation  and  organized  life  are  locked 
in^cold  and  marble  obstructions,  and,  after  week  upon  week, 
and  month  upon  month,  have  swept,  with  sleet,  and  chilly  rain, 
and  howling  storm,  over  the  earth,  and  riveted  their  crystal 
bolts  upon  the  door  of  nature's  sepulchre^ — when  the  son  at 
length  begins  to  wheel  in  higher  circles  through  the  sky,  and 
softer  winds  to  breathe  over  melting  snows — did  he  ever  behold 
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t,he  loDg-hiddeD  earth  at  length  appear,  and  soon  the  timid 
^rass  peep  forth ;  and  anon  the  antnmnal  wheat  begin  to  paint 
^he  field,  and  velvet  leaflets  to  burst  from  pnrple  bnds,  throngh- 
oat  the  reviving  forest,  and  then  the  mellow  soil  to  open  its 
fmitfal  bosom  to  every  grain  and  seed  dropped  from  the  plan- 
t^B  band — ^buried,  but  to  spring  up  again,  clothed  with  a  new, 
mjsterioQs  being ;  and  then,  as  more  fervid  suns  inflame  the 
mir,  and  softer  showers  distil  from  the  clonds,  and  gentler  dews 
string  their  pearls  on  twig  and  tendril,  did  he  ever  watch  the 
ripening  grain  and  fruit,  pendent  from  stalk,  and  vine,  and  tree ; 
the  meadow,  the  field,  the  pasture,  the  grove,  each  after  his  kind, 
arrayed  in  mynad-tinted  garments,  instinct  with  circulating  life ; 
seven  millions  of  counted  leaves  on  a  single  tree,*  each  of  which 
is  a  system  whose  exquisite  complication  puts  to  shame  the 
shrewdest  cunning  of  the  human  hand ;  every  planted  seed  and 
grain,  which  had  been  loaned  to  the  earth,  compounding  its 
pious  usury  thirty,  sixt^,  a  hundred  fold — all  harmoniously 
adapted  to  the  sustenance  of  living  nature,  the  bread  of  a  hun- 
gry world ;  here,  a  tilled  cornfield,  whose  yellow  blades  are 
nodding  with  the  food  of  man  ;  there,  an  unplanted  wilderness 
— the  great  Father's  farm — where  He  "  who  hears  the  raven's 
cry"  has  cultivated,  with  His  own  hand.  His  merciful  crop  of 
berries,  and  nuts,  and  acorns,  and  seeds,  for  the  humbler  fami- 
lies of  animated  nature;  the  solemn  elephant,  the  browsing 
deer,  the  wild  pigeon,  whose  fluttering  caravan  darkens  the 
sky,  the  merry  squirrel,  who  bounds  from  branch  to  branch,  in 
the  joy  of  his  little  life — has  he  seen  all  this  ?    Does  he  see 
it  every  year,  and  month,  and  day  ?    Does  he  live,  and  move, 
and  breathe,  and  think,  in  this  atmosphere  of  wonder — him- 
self the  greatest  wonder  of  all,  whose  smallest  fibre  and  faint- 
est pulsation  is  as  much  a  mystery  as  the  blazing  glories  of 
Orion's  belt  ?    And  does  he  still  maintain  that  a  miracle  is 
contrary  to  experience  ?    If  he  has,  and  if  he  does,  then  let 
him  go,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  and  say  that  it  is  contrary  to 
experience  that  the  august  Power  which  turns  the  clods  of  the 
earth  into  the  daily  bread  of  a  thousand  million  souls,  could 
feed  five  thousand  in  the  wilderness. 

Address  before  tke  New  York  Agricultural  Society,  October  9,  1857. 
*  Johnson's  Chemistry  of  Common  Life,  i.  p.  13. 

40* 
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WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 

This  distinguished  poet  and  political  philosopher  was  bom  in  Com- 
mington,  Hampshire  county,  Massachusetts,  on  the  3d  of  November, 
1794.  His  father,  Dr.  Peter  Bryant,  of  that  place,  was  one  of  the  most 
eminent  physicians  of  the  day,  and  was  also  distinguished  for  his 
general  scholarship,  and  for  cultivated  and  refined  taste.  When, 
therefore,  the  son  began  early  to  show  marks  of  genius,  and  a  Cond- 
ness  for  literary  pursuits,  he  found  in  his  father  an  able  and  skilful 
instructor  to  criticize  and  encourage  his  youthful  productions. 

When  only  ten  years  of  age,  Mr.  Bryant  produced  several  small 
X>oem8,  which,  though  bearing,  of  course,  the  marks  of  immaturity, 
were  thought  of  sufficient  merit  to  be  published  In  a  neighboring  news- 
paper, the  "  Hampshire  Gazette."  After  going  through  the  usual  prepa- 
ratory studies,  he  entered  the  sophomore  class  of  Williams  College,  in 
1810,  and  for  two  years  pursued  his  studies  with  commendable  In- 
dustry, being  distinguished,  more  especially,  for  his  fondness  of  the 
classics.  Anxious,  however,  to  begin  the  profession  which  he  had 
chosen — the  law — he  procured  an  honorable  dismission  at  the  end  of 
the  j  anior  year,  and  entered  the  office  of  Judge  Howe,  of  Worthington, 
and  afterwards  that  of  the  Hon.  William  Baylies,  of  Bridgewater,  and 
in  1815  was  admitted  to  practice  at  the  bar  of  Plymouth. 

But  Mr.  Bryant  did  not,  during  the  period  of  his  professional  studies, 
neglect  the  cultivation  of  his  poetic  talents.  In  1808,  before  he  entered 
college,  he  had  published,  in  Bost<m,  a  satirical  poem  which  attraoied 
so  much  attention  that  a  second  edition  was  demanded  in  the  course 
of  the  next  year.  But  what  gave  him  his  eariy,  enviable  rank  as  a 
poet  was  the  publication,  in  the  "  North  American  Review,"  in  1817,  of 
the  poem  **  Thanatopsis,**  written  four  years  before,  in  1812.  That  a 
young  man,  not  yet  nineteen,  should  have  produced  a  poem  so  lolty 
in  conception,  and  so  beautiful  in  execution ;  so  full  of  chaste  lan- 
guage, and  delicate  and  striking  imagery ;  and,  above  all,  so  pervaded 
by  a  noble  and  cheerful  religious  philosophy,  may  well  be  regarded 
as  one  of  the  most  remarkable  examples  of  early  maturity  in  literary 
history.  Nor  did  this  production  stand  alone :  the  "  Inscription  for 
an  Entrance  into  a  Wood"  followed  in  1813  ;  and  the  "  Waterfowl"  in 
1816.  In  1821,  he  wrote  his  longest  poem,  **The  Ages,"  which  was 
delivered  before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard  College,  and 
soon  after  published  in  Boston  in  connection  with  his  other  poems. 
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The  appearance  of  this  Tolnme  at  once  established  the  fame  of  Mr. 
Bryant  as  one  of  the  verj  first,  if  not  thb  first  of  American  poets. 

In  1822,  Mr.  Bryant  married  Miss  Fairchild,  of  Great  Barrington, 
Mass.,  whither  he  had  removed  to  prosecute  his  profession.  But 
though  skilful  and  successful  as  a  lawyer,  the  toils  of  the  profession 
did  not  harmonize  with  his  fine  moral  and  poetic  sensibilities,  and  in 
1825  he  removed  to  New  York,  to  commence  a  career  of  literary  effort.  * 
Hia  fame,  which  had  preceded  him,  soon  procured  for  him  the  editorship 
of  the  "  New  York  Review,"  which  he  managed,  in  connection  with 
other  gentlemen,  with  great  industry  and  talent.  About  the  same  time 
he  joined  Gulian  C.  Verplanck,  Robert  Sands,  and  Fitz  Greene  Halleck, 
and  several  young  artists  of  the  city,  in  the  production  of  an  annual, 
called  "  The  Talisman,"  which,  for  beauty  and  variety  of  contents,  has 
not  yet  been  surpassed. 

In  1827,  Mr.  Bryant  became  an  editor  of  the  "  New  York  Evening 
Post,*'  which  at  that  time  had  taken  no  decided  stand  in  the  politics  of 
the  day.  Mr.  Bryant  soon  infused  into  its  columns  a  i>ortion  of  his  own 
originality  and  spirit,  and  in  a  short  time  it  showed  its  sympathies 
with  the  so-called  **  Democratic"  party,  and  with  signal  ability  advo- 
cated the  measures*  of  that  party,  in  relation  to  banks,  the  tariff,  free 
trade.  Internal  improvements,  &c. ;  and  no  paper  upon  that  side,  in  the 
Union,  had  an  equal  influence.  Mr.  Bryant  continued  not  only  to  ad- 
vocate its  general  views,  but  also  to  adhere  to  its  tactics,  until  within 
a  few  years,  when  it  abandoned  its  first  principles,  and  the  principles  of 
its  founders,  and  became  more  and  more  the  ally  of  the  slave  power. 
Then  the  free  and  independent  spirit  of  Bryant  could  not  endure  such 
an  alliance,  and  he  divorced  himself  from  it,  and  devoted  his  fine 
talents  to  the  cause  of  republican  freedom.  But  notwithstanding  the 
noble  independence,  the  high-toned  principles,  the  varied  learning  he 
has  shown  for  many  years,  as  the  conductor  of  so  distinguished  a 
literary  and  political  journal  as  the  **  Evening  Post,"  it  is  as  a  poet  he 
will  be  longest  remembered,  most  honored,  and  most  loved.' 


•  He  might  have  said,  ns  Sir  Walter  Scott  did  on  quitting  the  law :  •*  There 
WM  no  great  love  between  as  at  the  beginning,  and  it  pleaded  Heaven  to 
decrease  it  on  further  aoquaintaDce." 

*  For  oritioisiDS  of  Mr.  Bryant's  poetry,  read  articles  in  "  Democratic  Re- 
riew,"  vols.  7  and  10;  "North  American  Review,"  vols.  13,  34  and  65; 
••Christian  Examiner,"  vols.  22  and  33 ;  ••  American  Quarterly  Review,"  vol. 
20.  An  elegant  edition  of  Mr.  Bryant's  poem?,  arranged  by  himself,  and 
richly  illnsirated,  has  just  been  published  by  Appleton  &  Co. 
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THANAT0PSI8. 

To  him  who,  in  the  love  of  Nature,  holds 
Communion  with  her  visible  forms,  she  speaks 
A  various  language ;  for  his  gajer  hours 
She  has  a  voice  of  gladness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beautj,  and  she  glides 
Into  his  darker  musings  with  a  mild 
And  gentle  sympathy,  that  steals  awaj 
Their  sharpness,  ere  he  is  aware.     When  thoughts 
Of  the  last  bitter  hour  come  like  a  blight 
Over  thy  spirit,  and  sad  images 
Of  the  stem  agony,  and  shroud,  and  pall, 
And  breathless  darkness,  and  the  narrow  house, 
Make  thee  to  shudder,  and  grow  sick  at  heart ; 
Go  forth  under  the  open  sky,  and  list 
To  Nature's  teachings,  while  from  all  around — 
Earth  and  her  waters,  and  the  depths  of  air — 
Comes  a  still  voice — Yet  a  few  days,  and  thee 
The  all-beholding  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  all  his  course  ;  nor  yet  in  the  cold  ground, 
Where  thy  pale  form  was  laid,  with  many  tears, 
Nor  in  the  embrace  of  ocean  shall  exist 
Thy  image.     Earth,  that  nourished  thee,  shall  claim 
Thy  growth,  to  be  resolved  to  earth  again ; 
And,  lost  each  human  trace,  surrendering  up 
Thine  individual  being,  shalt  thou  go 
To  mix  forever  with  the  elements. 
To  be  a  brother  to  the  insensible  rock 
And  to  the  sluggish  clod,  which  the  rude  swain 
Turns  with  his  share,  and  treads  upon.     The  oak 
Shall  send  his  roots  abroad,  and  pierce  thy  mould. 
Yet  not  to  thy  eternal  resting-place 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone — nor  couldst  thou  wish 
Couch  more  magnificent.     Thou  shalt  lie  down 
With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  world — with  kings. 
The  powerful  of  the  earth — the  wise,  the  good. 
Fair  forms,  and  hoary  seers  of  ages  past. 
All  in  one  mighty  sepulchre,     llie  hills 
Rook-ribb'd  and  ancient  as  the  sun — the  vales 
Stretching  in  pensive  quietness  between; 
The  venerable  woods — rivers  that  move 
In  majesty,  and  the  complaining  brooks 
That  make  the  meadows  green ;  and,  poured  round  all, 
Old  ocean *s  gray  and  melancholy  waste — 
Are  but  the  solemn  decorations  all 
Of  the  great  tomb  of  man.     The  golden  sun, 
The  planets,  all  the  infinite  host  of  heaven, 
Are  shining  on  the  sad  abodes  of  death, 
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Through  the  BtiU  lapse  of  ages.     All  that  tread 

The  globe  are  but  a  handful  to  the  tribes  > 

That  slamber  in  its  bosom.     Take  the  wings 

Of  morning — and  the  Barcan  desert  pierce, 

Or  lose  thyself  in  the  continuous  woods 

Where  roUs  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no  sound, 

Save  his  own  dashings — jei — the  dead  are  there, 

And  millions  in  those  solitudes,  since  first 

The  flight  of  years  began,  have  laid  them  down 

In  their  last  ideep^the  dead  reign  there  alone. 

So  Shalt  thou  rest ;  and  what  if  thou  shalt  fiall 

Unnoticed  by  the  living — and  no  friend 

Take  note  of  thy  departure  ?    All  that  breathe 

Will  share  thy  destiny.     The  gay  will  laugh 

When  thou  art  gone,  the  solemn  brood  of  care 

Plod  on,  and  each  one,  as  before,  will  chase 

His  favorite  phantom ;  yet  all  these  shall  leave 

Their  mirth  and  their  employments,  and  shall  come 

And  make  their  bed  with  thee.     As  the  long  train 

Of  ages  glides  away,  the  sons  of  men. 

The  youth  in  life's  green  spring,  and  he  who  goes 

In  the  full  strength  of  years,  matron  and  maid, 

The  bowed  with  age,  the  infant  in  the  smiles 

And  beauty  of  its  innocent  age  cut  off — 

Shall,  one  by  one,  be  gathered  to  thy  side, 

By  those  who  in  their  turn  shall  follow  them. 

So  live  that,  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
The  innumerable  caravan,  that  moves 

To  the  pale  realms  of  shade,  where  each  shall  take  , 

His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death. 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry-slave  at  night, 
Scourged  to  his  dungeon  ;  but,  sustained  and  soothed 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave. 
Like  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams. 


SONG  OF  THE  STABS. 

When  the  radiant  mom  of  creation  broke, 
And  the  world  in  the  smile  of  God  awoke. 
And  the  empty  realms  of  darkness  and  death 
Were  moved  through  their  depths  by  his  mighty  breath. 
And  orbs  of  beauty,  and  spheres  of  flame, 
From  the  void  abyss,  by  myriads  came. 
In  the  joy  of  youth,  as  they  darted  away 
Through  the  widening  wastes  of  space  to  play, 
Their  silver  voice  in  chorus  rung ; 
And  this  is  the  song  the  bright  ones  sung : — 

"  Away,  away  I  through  the  wide,  wide  sky — 
The  fair  blue  fields  that  before  us  lie — 
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Eacli  sun,  with  the  worlds  that  aronnd  him  roll, 
Each  planet^  poised  on  her  tnmiDg  pole, 
With  her  isles  of  green,  and  her  clouds  of  white. 
And  her  waters  that  lie  like  fluid  light. 

"  For  the  Sonree  of  glory  uncovers  his  face, 
And  the  brightness  overflows  unbounded  space ; 
And  we  drink,  as  we  go,  the  luminous  tides 
In  our  ruddy  air  and  our  blooming  sides. 
Lo I  yonder  the  livJ:.  j  splendors  play: 
Away,  on  our  joyous  path,  away  I 

"  Look,  look  I  through  our  glittering  ranks  afar, 
In  the  infinite  azure,  star  after  star, 
How  they  brighten  and  bloom  as  they  swiftly  pass  I 
How  the  verdure  runs  o*er  each  rolling  mass  I 
And  the  path  of  the  gentle  winds  is  seen. 
Where  the  small  waves  dance,  and  the  young  woods  lean. 

"  And  see,  where  the  brighter  day-beams  pour. 
How  the  rainbows  hang  in  the  sunny  shower ; 
And  the  mom  and  eve,  with  their  pomp  of  hues. 
Shift  o'er  the  bright  planets,  and  shed  their  dews ; 
And,  'twixt  them  both,  o'er  the  teeming  ground, 
With  her  shadowy  cone,  the  night  goes  round. 

"  Away,  away ! — in  our  blossoming  bowers, 
In  the  soft  air  wrapping  these  spheres  of  ours, 
-  In  the  seas  and  fountains  that  shine  with  mom, 
See,  love  is  brooding,  and  life  is  bom, 
And  breathing  myriads  are  breaking  from  night, 
To  rejoice,  like  us,  in  motion  and  light. 

"Glide  on  in  your  beauty,  ye  youthful  spheres, 
To  weave  the  dance  that  measures  the  years : 
Glide  on,  in  the  glory  and  gladness  sent 
To  the  farthest  wall  of  the  firmament — 
The  boundless  visible  smile  of  Him, 
To  the  veil  of  whose  brow  your  lamps  are  dim." 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  FLOWBBS. 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest  of  the  year, 

Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and  meadows  brown  and  sere. 

Heaped  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the  withered  leaves  lie  dead ; 

They  rustle  to  the  eddying  gust,  and  to  the  rabbit's  tread. 

The  robin  and  the  wren  are  flown,  and  from  the  shrub  the  jay. 

And  from  the  wood-top  calls  the  crow,  through  all  the  gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  fair  young  flowers,  that  lately  sprang  and 

stood 
In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs,  a  beauteous  sisterhood  f 
Alas  !  they  all  are  in  their  graves  ;  the  gentle  raoe  of  flowers 
Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds,  with  the  fair  and  good  of  ours. 
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The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lie ;  but  the  ookl  Norember  rain 
Calls  not  from  oat  the  gloomj  earth  the  lovelj  ones  again. 

The  wind-flower  and  the  violet,  thej  perished  long  ago, 

And  the  wild-rose  and  the  orchis  died  amid  the  summer  glow ; 

Bat  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod,  and  the  aster  in  the  wood, 

And  the  yellow  snnflower  by  the  brook,  in  autumn  beauty  stood ; 

Till  fell  the  frost  from  the  clear,  cold  heaven,  as  falls  the  plague  on  men, 

And  the  brightness  of  their  smile  was  gone  ffom  upland,  glade,  and  glen. 

And  now,  when  comes  the  calm,  mild  day,\ 'still  such  days  will  come. 

To  call  the  squirrel  and  the  bee  from  out  their  winter  home. 

When  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts  is  heard,  though  all  the  trees  are  still. 

And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light  the  waters  of  the  rill. 

The  south  wind  searches  for  the  flowers,  whose  fragrance  late  he  bore, 

And  sighs  to  find  them  in  the  wood  and  by  the  stream  no  more. 

And  then  I  think  of  one  who  in  her  youthful  beauty  died — 
The  fair,  meek  blossom  that  grew  up  and  faded  by  my  side. 
In  the  cold,  moist  earth  we  laid  her  when  the  forest  cast  the  leaf. 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have  a  life  so  brief; 
Yet  not  unmeet  it  was  that  one  like  that  young  friend  of  ours, 
So  gentle  and  so  beautiful,  should  perish  with  the  flowers. 


THE  conqueror's  GRAYS. 

Within  this  lowly  grave  a  conqueror  lies  ; 
And  yet  the  monument  proclaims  it  not, 
Nor  round  the  sleeper's  name  hath  chisel  wrought 
The  emblems  of  a  fame  that  never  dies — 
Ivy  and  amaranth  in  a  graceful  sheaf 
Twined  with  the  laurel's  fair,  imperial  leaf. 
A  simple  name  alone. 
To  the  great  world  unknown. 
Is  graven  here,  and  wild-flowers  rising  round. 
Meek  meadow-sweet  and  violets  of  the  ground. 
Lean  lovingly  against  the  humble  stone. 

Here,  in  the  quiet  earth,  they  laid  apart 
No  man  of  iron  mould  and  bloody  hands. 
Who  sought  to  wreak  upon  the  cowering  lands 

The  passions  that  eonsumed  his  restless  heart ; 
Bat  one  of  tender  spirit  and  delicate  frame. 
Gentlest  in  mien  and  mind 
Of  gentle  womankind, 
Timidly  shrinking  from  the  breath  of  blame  ; 

One  in  whose  eyes  the  smile  of  kindness  made 
Its  haunt,  like  flowers  by  sunny  brooks  in  May ; 

Yet  at  the  thought  of  others'  pain,  a  shade 
Of  sweeter  sadness  chased  the  smile  away. 

Nor  deem  that  when  the  hand  that  moulders  here 
Was  raised  in  menace,  realms  were  chilled  with  fear. 
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And  armies  mnstered  at  the  sign  as  when 
Clonds  rise  on  clouds  before  the  rainj  east — 

Gray  captains  leading  bands  of  veteran  men 
And  fieiy  yonths  to  be  the  vultares'  feast. 
Not  thus  were  waged  the  mighty  wars  that  gave 
The  victory  to  her  who  fills  this  grave  ; 
Alone  her  task  was  wrought ; 
Alone  the  battle  fought ; 
Through  that  long  strife  her  constant  hope  was  staid 
On  God  alone,  nor  looked  for  other  aid. 

She  met  the  hosts  of  sorrow  with  a  look 

That  altered  not  beneath  the  frown  they  wore ; 

And  soon  the  lowering  brood  were  tamed,  and  took 
Meekly  her  gentle  rule,  and  frowned  no  more. 

Her  soft  hand  put  aside  the  assaults  of  wrath, 
And  calmly  broke  in  twain 
The  fiery  shafts  of  pain. 

And  rent  the  nets  of  passion  from  her  i>ath. 
By  that  victorious  hand  despair  was  slain. 

With  love  she  vanquished  hate,  and  overcame 

Evil  with  good  in  her  great  Master's  name. 

^       Her  glory  is  not  of  this  shadowy  state, 

Glory  that  with  the  fleeting  season  dies  ; 
But  when  she  entered  at  the  sapphire  gate, 
What  joy  was  radiant  in  celestial  eyes ! 
How  heaven's  bright  depths  with  sounding  welcomes  rung. 
And  flowers  of  heaven  by  shining  hands  were  flung ! 
And  He  who,  long  before, 
Pain,  scorn,  and  sorrow  bore. 
The  mighty  Sufferer,  with  asi>ect  sweet, 
Smiled  on  the  timid  stranger  from  his  seat ; 
He  who,  returning  glorious  from  the  grave. 
Dragged  Death,  disarmed,  in  chains,  a  crouching  slave. 

See,  as  I  linger  here,  the  sun  grows  low ; 

Cool  airs  are  murmuring  that  the  night  is  near. 
O  gentle  sleeper,  from  thy  grave  I  go 

Consoled,  though  sad,  in  hope,  and  yet  in  fear. 
Brief  is  the  time,  I  know, 
.  The  warfare  scarce  begun ; 
Tet  all  may  win  the  triumphs  thou  hast  won ; 
Still  flows  the  fount  whose  waters  strengtheoiKl  thee. 

The  victors*  names  are  yet  too  few  to  fill 
Heaven's  mighty  roll ;  the  glorious  armory. 

That  ministered  to  thee,  is  opened  still. 


THE  PAST. 

Thou  unrelenting  Past ! 
Strong  are  the  barriers  round  thy  dark  domain, 

And  fetters,  sure  and  fast. 
Hold  all  that  enter  thy  unbreathing  reign. 
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Far  in  thy  realm  withdrawn 
Old  empires  sit  in  sollenness  and  gloom, 

And  glorions  ages  gone 
Lie  deep  within  the  shadow  of  thy  womb. 

Childhood,  with  all  its  mirth, 
Tonth,  manhood,  age,  that  draws  us  to  the  |^roand. 

And  last,  man's  life  on  earth. 
Glide  to  thy  dim  dominions,  and  are  bound. 

Then  hast  my  better  years, 
Thou  hast  my  earlier  friends — ^the  good — the  kind, 

Yielded  to  thee  with  tears— 
The  venerable  form — the  exalted  mind. 

My  spirit  yearns  to  bring 
The  lost  ones  back :  yearns  with  desire  intense, 

And  struggles  hard  to  wring 
Thy  bolts  apart,  and  pluok  thy  captives  thenoe. 

In  vain :  thy  gates  deny 
All  passage  save  to  those  who  hence  depart; 

Nor  to  the  streaming  eye 
Thon  giv'st  them  back,  nor  to  the  broken  heart. 

In  thy  abysses  hide 
Beaaty  and  excellence  unknown :  to  thee 

Earth's  wonder  and  her  pride 
Are  gathered,  as  the  waters  to  Uie  sea ; 

Labors  of  good  to  man,  J 

UnpubUsh'd  charity,  unbroken  faith : 

Love,  that  midst  grief  began. 
And  grew  with  years,  and  falter'd  not  in  death. 

Full  many  a  mighty  name 
Lurks  in  thy  depths,  unutter'd,  unrevered ; 

With  thee  are  silent  fame. 
Forgotten  arts,  and  wisdom  disappeared. 

Thine  for  a  space  are  they : 
Yet  Shalt  thou  yield  thy  treasures  up  at  last ; 

Thy  gates  shall  yet  give  way, 
Thy  bolts  shall  fall,  inexorable  Past  I 

All  that  of  good  and  fair 
Has  gone  into  thy  womb  from  earliest  time, 

Shall  then  come  forth,  to  wear 
The  glory  and  the  beauty  of  its  prime. 

They  have  not  perish'd — no ! 
Kind  words,  remembered  voices  once  so  sweet, 

Smiles,  radiant  long  ago, 
And  features,  the  great  soul's  apparent  seat, 
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All  shall  come  back ;  each  tie 
Of  pnre  affection  shall  be  knit  again ; 

Alone  shall  Evil  die, 
And  Sorrow  dwell  a  jHrisoner  in  thy  reign. 

And  then  shall  I  behold 
Him  bj  whose  kind  paternal  side  I  sprang. 

And  her  who,  still  and  cold. 
Fills  the  next  grave^the  beantifal  and  yooqg. 


THE  AFRICAN  CHIEF.* 

Chained  in  the  market-place  he  stood 

A  man  of  giant  frame, 
Amid  the  gathering  mmltitnde 

That  shrank  to  hear  his  name- 
All  stem  of  look  and  strcmg  of  Umb, 

His  dark  eye  on  the  ground : 
And  silently  they  gazed  oo  bim, 

As  on  a  Hon  bound. 

Tainly,  but  well,  that  chief  bad  fought. 

He  was  a  captive  now ; 
Yet  pride,  that  foiinne  hnmbles  not, 

Was  written  on  his  brow. 
The  soars  bis  dark  broad  bosom  wore 

Showed  warrior  tnae  and  brave; 
A  prince  among  his  tribe  before. 

He  conid  not  be  a  slave. 

Then  to  his  oonqneror  he  spake — 

"  My  brother  is  a  king ; 
Undo  this  necklace  frem  my  neck, 

And  take  this  bracelet  ring. 
And  send  me  where  my  brother  reigns. 

And  I  will  fill  thy  hands 
With  store  of  ivory  from  the  plains. 

And  gold  dust  from  the  sands  " 

**  Not  for  thy  ivory  nor  thy  gold 

Will  I  unbind  thy  chain ; 
That  bloody  hand  shall  never  hold 

The  battle-si>ear  again. 


'  The  story  of  the  African  Chief,  related  in  this  ballad,  may  be  (bond  bt 
the  "  African  Repository"  for  April,  1836.  The  fnbject  of  it  wa«  a  warrior  •f 
mi^estio  ftatnre,  the  brother  of  Tarradee,  king  of  the  Solima  natioa.  H* 
had  been  taken  in  battle,  and  was  bronght  in  ohaini  for  sale  to  the  Bi* 
PoDgas,  where  he  wai  exhibited  in  the  market-plaoe,  bis  ankles  slQl  adors*^ 
with  the  massy  rings  of  gold  which  he  wore  when  captnred.  The  refnal  tf 
his  eaptor  to  listen  to  his  offers  of  ransom  drove  lum  mad,  and  he  died  ft 
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A  price  thy  luttion  nerer  gave 

Shall  yet  be  paid  for  thee ; 
For  thoa  shalt  be  the  Christian's  slave, 

In  lands  beyond  the  sea." 

Then  wept  the  warrior  ofaief^  and  bade 

To  shred  his  locks  away ; 
And  one  by  one,  each  heavy  braid 

Before  the  victor  lay. 
Thick  were  the  platted  locks,  and  long. 

And  closely  hidden  there 
Shone  many  a  wedge  of  gold  among 

The  dark  and  crisped  hair. 

^Look,  feast  thy  greedy  eye  with  gold 

Long  kept  for  sorest  need : 
Take  it — thoa  askest  sums  untold, 

And  say  that  I  am  freed. 
Take  it — my  wife,  the  long,  long  day. 

Weeps  by  the  coooa-tree, 
And  my  young  children  leave  their  play. 

And  ask  in  vain  for  me." 

**  I  take  thy  gold— but  I  have  made 

Thy  fetters  fast  and  strong, 
And  ween  that  by  the  cocoa  shade 

Thy  wife  will  wait  thee  long." 
Strong  was  the  agony  that  shook 

The  captive^s  frame  to  hear, 
And  the  proud  meaning  of  his  look 

Was  changed  to  mortal  fear. 

His  heart  was  broken — crazed  his  brain : 

At  once  his  eye  grew  wild ; 
He  struggled  fiercely  with  his  chain, 

Whispered,  and  wept,  and  smiled ; 
Yet  wore  not  long  those  fatal  bands, 

And  once,  at  shut  of  day, 
They  drew  him  forth  upon  the  sands. 

The  foul  hyena's  prey. 


THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 

Once  this  soft  turf,  this  rivulet's  sands. 
Were  trampled  by  a  hurrying  crowd, 

And  fiery  hearts  and  armed  hands 
Bncountered  in  the  battle  cloud. 

Ah  I  never  shall  the  land  forget 

How  gushed  the  life-blood  of  her  brave — 
Gushed,  warm  with  hope  and  courage  yet. 

Upon  the  soil  they  fought  to  save. 
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Now  all  is  o&lm,  and  fresh,  and  still. 

Alone  the  ohirp  of  flitting  bird, 
And  talk  of  children  on  the  hill, 

And  bell  of  wandering  kine  are  heard. 

No  solemn  host  goes  trailing  hy 

The  black-monthed  gun  and  staggering  wain ; 
Men  start  not  at  the  battle-cry, 

Oh,  be  it  never  heard  again ! 
/< 

Soon  rested  those  who  fonght ;  but  thou 

Who  minglest  in  the  harder  strife 
For  truths  which  men  receive  not  now. 

Thy  warfare  only  ends  with  life. 

A  friendless  warfare  t  lingering  long 

Through  weary  day  and  weary  year. 
A  wild  and  many-weaponed  throng 

Hang  on  thy  &ont,  and  flank,  and  rear. 

Yet  nerve  thy  spirit  to  the  proof, 

And  blench  not  at  thy  chosen  lot. 
The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof. 

The  sage  may  frown — ^yet  faint  thou  not, 

Nor  heed  the  shaft  too  surely  cast. 

The  foul  and  hissing  bolt  of  scorn ; 
For  with  thy  side  shall  dwell,  at  last, 

The  victory  of  endurance  bom. 

Truth,  crushed  to  earth,  shall  rise  again ; 

The  eternal  years  of  God  are  hers  ; 
But  Error,  wounded,  writhes  with  pain, 

And  dies  among  his  worshippers.* 

Yea,  though  thou  lie  upon  the  dust, 

When  they  who  helped  thee  flee  in  fear. 
Die  full  of  hope  and  manly  trust. 

Like  those  who  fell  in  battle  here. 

Another  hand  thy  sword  shall  wield, 

Another  hand  the  standard  wave. 
Till  from  the  trumpet's  mouth  is  pealed 

The  blast  of  triumph  o'er  thy  grave.  .• 

'  Of  this  Terse  an  Bnglish  critic  thus  writes:  "Mr.  Bryant  has  certainly 
the  rare  merit  of  baring  written  a  stania  which  will  bear  oomparisoii  with 
any  fonr  linef  in  our  recollection.  It  has  always  read  to  us  as  one  of  the 
noblest  in  the  English  language.  The  thought  is  complete,  the  exprc«i<m 
perfect.  A  poem  of  a  dosen  such  venes  would  be  like  a  row  of  pearls,  each 
above  a  king's  ransom." 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


WILLIAM  OULLm  BRtAMT.  488 


THE  ANTiaUITT  OF  FKEEDOU. 

Oh  Fbebdom  t  thou  art  not,  as  poets  dream, 
A  fair  jonng  girl,  with  light  and  delicate  limhs, 
And  wavj  tresses  gashing  from  the  cap 
With  which  the  Roman  master  crowned  his  slave 
When  he  took  off  the  gyves.    A  hoarded  man, 
Armed  to  the  teeth,  art  thou ;  one  mailed  hand 
Grasps  the  hroad  shield,  and  one  the  sword ;  thy  brow, 
Glorious  in  beauty  thongh  it  be,  is  scarred 
With  tokens  of  old  wars ;  thy  massive  limbs 
Are  strong  with  straggling.     Power  at  thee  has  laanohed 
His  holts,  and  with  his  lightnings  smitten  thee ; 
They  ooidd  not  ijaenoh  the  life  Uioa  hast  from  heaven. 
Merciless  power  has  dag  thy  dungeon  deep, 
And  his  swart  armorers,  by  a  thousand  fires. 
Have  forged  thy  chain ;  yet,  while  he  deems  thee  bound, 
The  links  are  shivered,  and  the  prison  walls 
Fall  outward ;  terribly  thou  springast  forth, 
As  springs  the  flame  above  a  burning  pile, 
And  shoutest  to  the  nations,  who  return 
Thy  shoutings,  while  the  pale  oppressor  flies. 

Thy  birthright  was  not  given  by  human  hands : 
Thou  wert  twin-bom  with  man.    In  pleasant  fields. 
While  yet  our  race  was  few,  thou  sat'st  with  him. 
To  tend  the  quiet  flock  and  watch  the  stars, 
And  teaoh  the  reed  to  vtter  simple  airs. 
Thou  by  his  side,  amid  the  tangled  wood, 
Didst  war  upon  the  panther  and  the  wolf. 
His  only  foes  ;  and  thou  with  him  didst  draw 
The  eariieet  farrows  on  the  mountain  side, 
Soft  with  the  deluge.    Tyranny  himself, 
Thy  enem  V,  although  of  reverend  look, 
Hoary  with  many  years,  and  far  obeyed. 
Is  later  bom  than  thou ;  and  as  he  meets 
The  grave  defiance  of  thine  elder  eye. 
The  usurper  trembles  in  his  fastnesses. 

Thou  Shalt  wax  stronger  with  the  lapse  of  years. 
But  he  shall  fade  into  a  feebler  age ; 
Feebler,  yet  subtler.    He  shall  weave  his  snares. 
And  spring  them  on  thy  careless  steps,  and  elap 
His  withered  hands,  and  from  their  ambush  call 
His  hordes  to  fall  upon  thee.     He  shall  send 
Quaint  maskers,  wearing  fair  and  gallant  forms, 
To  oatoh  thy  gase,  and  uttering  graceful  words 
To  charm  thy  ear ;  while  his  sly  imps,  by  stealth. 
Twine  round  thee  threads  of  steel,  light  thread  on  thread 
That  grow  to  fetters ;  or  bind  down  thy  arms 
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With  ohaiiiB  oonoealed  in  ohapleto.    Oh !  not  jrei 
Ifajst  thon  unbrace  thy  oorelet,  nor  lay  bj 
Thj  sword ;  nor  yet,  O  Freedom !  close  thy  lids 
In  slnmber ;  for  thine  enemy  never  sleeps, 
And  thou  must  watch  and  combat  tlU  the  day 
Of  the  new  earth  and  heaven. 


HENRT  C.  CARET. 

This  distinguished  writer  ou  political  economy,  whose  ptaise  b  ia 
both  hemispheres,  is  the  son  of  Mathew  Carey,*  and  was  bora  in  Phila- 
delphia in  1793.  Succeeding  his  father  in  his  eztensiye  publishing 
business  in  1821,  he  continaed  in  this  pursuit,  so  congenial  to  his 
literary  tastes,  till  1838.  He  seemed  to  inherit  a  strong  innttnation  U> 
investigate  subjects  in  connection  with  political  economy,  and  in  183S 
gare  the  results  of  his  speculations  in  an  **  Essay  on  the  Sate  of 
Wages,"  which,  in  1840,  was  expanded  into  the  *'  Laws  of  Wealth,  or 
Principles  of  Political  Economy,"  3  toIs.  8to.  The  positions  of  this 
work  at  once  attracted  the  attention  of  the  European  politioal  eooae- 
mists,  and  from  many  of  them  elicited  the  warmest  juraise.  It  was 
published  in  Italian  at  Turin,  and  in  Swedish  at  UpaaL  In  1848,  Mr. 
Carey  published  **  The  Past,  the  Present,  and  the  Future,*'  the  design 
of  which  is  to  show  that  men  are  everywhere  now  acting  t9tj  much 
as  they  heretofore  have  acted,  and  that  they  act  thus  in  obedienee  to 
a  great  and  universal  law,  directly  the  reverse  of  that  taught  by 
Ricardo,  Ifalthus,  and  their  successors. 

For  several  years,  Mr.  Carey  contributed  all  the  leading  articles,  and 
many  of  less  importance,  to  the  periodical  entitled  "The  Plough,  the 
Loom,  and  the  Anvil."  Many  of  these  were  collected  and  published 
in  a  vdume,  entitled  *'The  Harmony  of  Interests,  Agricultural,  Manu- 
facturing, and  Commercial ;"  and  others  of  them  in  a  pamphlet  called 
*'  The  Prospect,  Agricultural,  Manufacturing,  Conuneroial,  aiftd  Vliiaa- 
cial,  at  the  Opening  of  1801."'    In  1868,  appeared  <<  The  Slave  Trade ; 

*  Math«w  Car«y  was  a  native  of  Dablln,  and  coming  over  to  this  couatry 
early  in  life,  established  himself  in  the  book-publuhiag  bviiaeM,  which  for  a 

Seat  number  of  years  be  carried  on  very  extensively  and  with  groat  siasBsg. 
e  was  also  distingaished  as  a  philanthropiflt,  and  up  to  the  veiy  las4  year  cf 
his  long  life  he  labored  to  amehorate  the  condition  of  8aff»ring  hvmaalfty. 

*  Of  the  <*  Harmony  of  Interests,"  Blackwood's  Magasino  tbos  r«aaarks: 
**  Mr.  Carey,  the  well-known  statistical  writer  of  Anieriea,  has  ffi|pf|ied  as 
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Domeetic  and  Foreign:  whj  it  eztets,  and  hon  it  maj  be  eztin- 
gnished."  It  is  Mr.  Carej's  intention  ^  to  devote  the  remaining  jean 
of  hifl  life  to  the  development  of  a  new  system  of  political  economj, 
diametricallj  opposed  to  that  generally  tanght ;  all  the  laws  of  which 
will  he  in  perfect  harmony  with  each  other,  and  tend  tothe  promotion 
of  perfect  harmony  among  men  and  nations."* 

Mr.  Carey  has  now  in  press  a  work  which  will  soon  be  published, 
entitled  "  Principles  of  Social  Science,"  in  three  volnmes.  Having  had 
the  privilege  of  reading  the  first  volume  in  advance,  we  venture  the 
assertion  that  the  work,  when  completed,  will  place  him  at  the  head 
of  political  economists  in  the  world.  From  this  first  volame  we  make 
the  following  extracts,  which  will  be,  we  think,  of  most  general  in- 
terest ;  bnt  which,  of  course,  can  give  but  little  idea  of  the  argument, 
the  principles,  and  the  illustrations  of  the  great  whole. 


BfAN  THE  SUBJECT  OF  SOCIAL  SCIENCE. 

Man,  the  molecnle  of  society,  is  the  subject  of  social 
science.  In  common  with  all  other  animals,  he  requires  to  eat, 
drink,  and  sleep ;  bat  his  greatest  need  is  that  of  association 
with  his  fellow-men.  Born  the  weakest  and  most  dependent 
of  animals,  he  requires  the  largest  care  in  infancy,  and  mast  be 
clothed  by  others,  whereas  to  birds  and  beasts  clothing  is  sap- 
plied  by  nature.  Capable  of  acquiring  the  highest  degree  of 
knowledge,  he  appears  in  the  world  destitute  even  of  that 
instinct  which  teaches  the  bee  and  the  spider,  the  bird  and  the 
beaver  to  construct  their  habitations,  and  to  supply  themselves 
with  food.  Dependent  upon  the  experience  of  himself  and 
others  for  all  his  knowledge,  he  requires  language  to  enable  him 
either  to  record  the  results  of  his  own  observation,  or  to  profit 
bj  those  of  others ;  and  of  language  there  can  be  none  without 
association.     Created  in  the  image  of  his  Maker,  he  should 

with  ample  materials  for  condnoting  suob  an  inquiry ;  and  we  can  safely  re- 
eommend  his  remarkable  work  to  all  who  wish  to  inrestigate  the  causes  of 
the  progresB  or  decline  of  industrial  communities." 

"Mr.  Carey  has  clearly  substantiated  his  claim  to  be  the  leading  writer 
now  deroted  to  the  stndj  of  political  economy.  In  his  pregnant  discussions, 
he  his  not  only  elerated  the  scientific  position  of  his  country,  but  nobly  sub- 
ierred  the  cause  of  humanity." — New  York  Quarterly. 

While  we  are  writing  this  (February,  1858),  Mr.  Carey  is  addressing  a 
series  of  admirable  letters  to  the  President  of  the  United  States  upon  the 
present  depressed  condition  of  the  financial,  commercial,  agricultural,  and 
mannfiietnring  interests  of  our  country — its  causes  and  remedy. 

■  <*Men  of  the  Time,  or  Sketches  of  Liring  NoUbles." 
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pArtfcipate  in  his  intelligence ;  bnt  it  is  only  bj  means  of  ideas 
tbat  be  can  arail  himself  of  the  focnlties  with  which  he  has  been 
endowed;  and  without  language  there  can  be  no  ideas,  no 
power  of  thought  Without  language,  therefore,  he  nnut 
remain  in  ignoranee  of  the  existence  of  powers  granted  to  hte 
in  lieu  of  the  strength  of  the  ox  and  the  horse,  the  speed  of  ti» 
hare,  and  the  sagacity  of  the  elephant,  and  must  remain  below 
the  leyel  of  the  brute  creation.  To  have  language,  there  mmX 
be  association  and  combination  of  men  with  their  fellow-men ; 
and  it  is  on  this  condition  only  that  man  can  be  man ;  on  this 
alone  that  we  can  conceiTe  of  the  being  to  which  we  attach  tbt 
idea  of  man.  "It  is  not  good,"  said  Qod,  'Hhat  man  should 
lire  alone ;"  nor  do  we  ever  find  him  doing  so — the  earliest 
records  of  the  world  exhibiting  to  us  beings  living  together  in 
society,  and  using  words  for  the  expression  of  their  ideas. 
Whence  came  those  words?  Whence  came  language?  With 
the  same  propriety  might  we  ask,  Why  does  fire  bum  ?  Why 
does  man  see,  feel,  hear,  or  walk  ?  Language  escapes  from 
him  at  the  touch  of  nature  herself;*  and  the  power  of  using 
words  is  his  essential  faculty,  enabling  him  to  maintain  com- 
merce with  his  fellow-men,  and  fitting  him  for  that  association 
without  which  language  cannot  exist.  The  words  "society" 
and  "  language"  convey  to  the  mind  separate  and  distinct  ideas; 
and  yet  by  no  effort  of  the  mind  can  we  conceive  of  the  exist- 
ence of  the  one  without  the  other. 

The  subject  of  social  science,  then,  is  man,  the  being  to  whom 
have  been  given  reason  and  the  faculty  of  individualizing  sounds 
so  as  to  give  expression  to  every  variety  of  idea,  and  who  has 
been  placed  in  a  position  to  exercise  that  faculty.  Isolate  him, 
and  with  the  loss  of  the  power  of  speech  he  loses  the  power  to 
reason,  and  with  it  the  distinctive  quality  of  man.  Restore 
him  to  society,  and  with  the  return  of  the  power  of  speech  he 
becomes  again  the  reasoning  man. 


COMMERCE  AND  TRADE. 

The  words  "commerce"  and  "trade"  are  commonly  regarded 
as  convertible  terms,  yet  are  the  ideas  they  express  so  widely 
different  as  to  render  it  essential  that  their  difference  be  clearly 
understood.     All  men  are  prompted  to  associate  and  combine 

'  Language,  withont  donbt,  waa  the  inim«diat«  gift  of  God  to  man  at  tba 
Creation. 
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wiik  each  other,  to  exchange  ideas  and  services  with  each  other, 
and  thus  to  maintain  coBiMEBCB.  Some  men  seek  to  perform 
exchanges /or  other  men^  and  thus  to  maintain  trade. 

Commerce  is  the  object  everywhere  desir#d,  and  everywhere 
BOQght  to  be  accomplished.  Traffic  is  the  imtrumeni  nsed  by 
commerce  for  its  accomplishment ;  and  the  greater  the  neces- 
sity for  the  instmmenty  the  less  is  the  power  of  those  who 
reqaire  to  use  it  The  nearer  the  consomer  and  the  producer, 
and  the  more  perfect  the  power  of  association,  the  less  is  the 
necessity  for  the  trader's  services,  bat  the  gpreater  are  the  powers 
of  those  who  produce  and  consume,  and  desire  to  maintain 
commerce.  The  more  distant  they  are,  the  greater  is  the  need 
of  the  trader's  services,  and  the  greater  is  his  power — but  the 
poorer  and  weaker  become  the  producers  and  the  consumers, 
and  the  smaller  is  the  commerce. 

The  value  of  all  commodities  being  the  measure  of  the  obsta- 
cles standing  in  the  way  of  their  attainment,  it  follows  neces- 
sarily that  the  former  will  increase  with  every  increase  of  the 
latter,  and  that  every  step  in  that  direction  will  be  attended  by 
a  decline  in  the  value  of  man.  The  necessity  for  using  the 
services  of  the  trader  constituting  an  obstacle  standing  in  the 
way  of  commerce,  and  tending  to  enhance  the  value  of  things, 
while  depressing  that  of  man,  to  whatever  extent  it  cku  be 
diminished,  to  the  same  extent  must  it  tend  to  diminish  the 
value  of  the  first,  and  increase  that  of  the  last.  That  diminu- 
tion comes  with  the  growth  of  wealth  and  population,  with  the 
developm^t  of  individuality,  and  with  the  increase  in  the 
power  of  association;  and  commerce  grows  always  in  the 
direct  ratio  of  its  increase  of  po^er  over  the  instrument  known 
as  trade,  precisely  as  we  see  it  to  do  in  reference  to  roads, 
wagons,  ships,  and  other  instruments.  The  men  who  buy  and 
sell,  who  traffic  and  transport,  desire  to  prevent  association, 
and  thus  to  preclude  the  maintenance  of  commerce  ;  and  the 
more  perfectly  their  object  is  accomplished,  the  larger  is  the 
proportion  of  the  commodities  passing  through  their  hands, 
retained  by  them ;  and  the  smaller  the  proportion  to  be  divided 
between  the  producers  and  the  consumers. 


WAR  AMD  TRADE. 

War  and  trade  regard  man  as  the  instrument  to  be  used, 
whereas  commerce  regards  trade  as  the  instrument  to  be  used 
by  man ;  and  therefore  it  is  that  man  declines  when  the  power 
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of  the  warrior  and  trader  grows,  and  rises  as  that  power 
declines. 

Wealth  increases  as  the  yalae  of  commodities— or  the  cost 
at  which  they  maytbe  reproduced — declines.  Tallies  tend  to 
decline  with  every  diminntton  of  the  power  of  the  trader ;  and 
therefore  it  is*  that  we  see  \i^ealth  to  increase  so  rapidlj  wbei 
the  consumer  and  producer  are  bronght  into  close  eonaectloa 
with  each  other.  Were  it  otherwise,  it  wonld  be  in  opposition 
to  a  well-known  physical  law,  from  the  study  of  which  we  lean 
that,  with  every  diminution  in  the  machinery  reqaired  for  pro- 
ducing a  given  effect,  there  is  a  diminntion  of  fricUon  and 
consequent  increase  of  power.  The  friction  of  comneree 
results  from  the  necessity  for  the  services  of  the  trader,  hk 
ships,  and  his  wagons.  As  that  necessity  diminishes — as  men 
are  more  and  more  enabled  to  associate — there  is  diminntioo 
of  friction,  with  constant  tendency  towards  continaona  motioii 
among  the  various  portions  of  society,  with  rapid  increase  of 
individuality  and  of  the  power  of  further  progress. 

Commerce,  then,  is  the  object  sought  to  be  accomplished. 
Trade  is  the  instrument.  The  more  that  roan  becomes  ma^er 
of  the  instrument,  the  greater  is  the  tendency  towards  the  ac- 
complishment of  the  object  The  more  the  instrument  becomes 
master  of  him,  the  less  is  that  tendency,  and  the  smaller  most 
be  the  amount  of  commerce. 


THK  WARBIOR-CHm  AND  THE  TRAI^R.      . 

The  object  of  the  warrior-chief  being  that  of  preventing  the 
existence  of  any  motion  in  society  except  that  which  centres 
in  himself,  he  monopolizes  land,  and  destroys  the  power  of 
voluntary  association  among  the  men  he  uses  as  his  instn- 
ments.  The  soldier,  obeying  the  word  of  command,  is  so  ^ 
f^om  holding  himself  respondble  to  God  or  man  for  the  obs^v- 
ance  of  the  rights  of  person  or  of  property,  that  he  glories  in 
the  extent  of  his  robberies,  and  in  the  nnmb^  of  his  marders. 
The  man  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  adorns  his  person  with  the 
scalps  of  his  butchered  enemies;  while  the  more  civilixed  mur- 
derer contents  himself  with  adding  a  ribbon  to  the  decoration 
of  his  coat ;  but  both  are  savages  alike.  The  trader — equallr 
with  the  soldier  seeking  to  prevent  any  movement  except  that 
which  centres  in  himself — also  uses  irresponsible  machiDes. 
The  sailor  is  among  the  most  brutalized  of  human  beings, 
bound,  like  the  soldier,  to  obey  orders,  at  the  risk  of  having 
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bis  back  seamed  by  the  application  of  the  whip.  The  human 
machines  nsed  by  war  and  trade  are  the  only  ones,  except  the 
negro  slave,  who  are  now  flogged. 

The  soldier  desires  labor  to  be  cheap,  that  recruits  may 
readily  be  obtained.  The  great  land-owner  desires  it  may  be 
cbeap,  that  he  may  be  enabled  to  appropriate  to  himself  a  large 
proportion  of  the  proceeds  of  his  land ;  and  the  trader  desires 
it  to  be  cheap,  that  he  may  be  enabled  to  dictate  the  terms 
upon  which  he  will  bay,  as  well  as  those  upon  which  he  will  sell. 

The  object  of  all  being  thus  identical — that  of  obtaining 
power  over  their  fellow-men — ^it  is  no  matter  of  surprise  that 
we  find  the  trader  and  the  soldier  so  uniformly  helping,  and 
being  helped  by,  each  other.  The  bankers  of  Rome  were  as 
ready  to  famish  material  aid  to  Ceesar,  Pompey,  and  Augustus, 
aa  are  now  those  of  London,  Paris,  Amsterdam,  and  Vienna, 
to  grant  it  to  the  Emperors  of  France,  Austria,  and  Russia — 
and  as  indifferent  as  they  in  relation  to  the  end  for  whose 
attainment  it  was  destined  to  be  used.  War  and  trade  thus 
travel  together,  as  is  shown  by  the  history  of  the  world.  The 
only  difference  between  wars  made  for  purposes  of  conquest, 
and  those  for  the  maintenance  of  monopolies  of  trade,  being 
that  the  virulence  of  the  latter  is  much  greater  than  is  that  of 
the  former.  The  conqueror,  seeking  political  power,  is  some- 
times moved  by  a  desire  to  improve  the  condition  of  his  fellow- 
men  ;  but  the  trader,  in  pursuit  of  power,  is  animated  by  no 
other  idea  than  that  of  buying  in  the  cheapest  market,  and 
selling  in  the  dearest — cheapening  merchandise  in  the  one,  even 
at  the  cost  of  starving  the  producers,  and  increasing  his  price 
in  the  other,  even  at  the  cost  of  starving  the  consumers.  Both 
profit  by  whatever  tends  to  diminution  in  the  power  of  volun- 
tary association,  and  consequent  decline  of  commerce.  The 
soldier  forbids  the  holding  of  meetings  among  his  subjects. 
The  slave-owner  interdicts  his  people  ^m  assembling  together, 
except  at  such  times  and  in  such  places  as  meet  his  approba- 
tion. The  shipmaster  rejoices  when  the  men  of  England 
separate  from  each  other,  and  transport  themselves  by  hundreds 
of  thousands  to  Canada  and  Australia,  becanse  it  enhances 
freights ;  and  the  trader  rejoices  because  the  more  widely  men 
are  scattered,  the  more  they  need  the  service  of  the  middle-man, 
and  the  richer  and  more  powerful  does  he  become  at  their 
expense. 
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SARAH  JOSEPHA  HALE. 

Sarah  Josbpha  Bubll  was  bom  in  Newport,  New  Hampfihire,  in  the 
jear  1795,  whither  her  parents  had  removed  soon  after  the  close  (rf*!^ 
Revolution,  from  Sa7brook,  Connecticnt.  Her  mother  was  a  woman 
of  a  highly  cultivated  mind,  and  attended  oarefuUj  to  the  edacatioB 
of  her  children ;  and  our  authoress  had  also  the  advantage  of  the  in- 
struction of  a  brother  who  graduated  at  Dartmouth  College,  in  1809. 
In  1814,  she  was  married  to  Mr.  David  Hale,  a  lawyer  of  distlngnldied 
abilities,  and  great  excellence  of  character,  but  who  died  in  1822,  leav- 
ing her  with  five  children,  the  eldest  but  seven  years  old.  To  train, 
support,  and  educate  these,  she  engaged  in  literature  as  a  profeasioB. 
Her  first  publication  was  **  The  Genius  of  Oblivion,  and  other  Original 
Poems,"  printed  at  Concord,  In  1823.  Her  next  work  was  "  Noiihwood, 
a  Tale  of  New  England,"  in  two  volumes,  published  in  Boston,  in 
1827,  in  which  is  happily  illustrated  common  life  among  the  descend- 
ants  of  the  Puritans.  In  1828,  she  removed  to  Boston,  and  becaine 
the  editor  of  "  The  Ladies'  llagazine,"  the  first  i>eriodical,  exclusively 
devoted  to  her  sex,  which  apx>eared  in  America.  She  continued  to  edit 
this  until  1837,  when  it  was  united  with  "The  Lady's  Book,"  in  Phil- 
adelphia, of  the  literary  department  of  which  she  has  ever  since  had 
charge.'  However,  as  her  sons  were  in  Harvard  College,  she  continued 
to  reside  in  Boston,  till  1841,  when  she  removed  to  Philadelphia, 
where  she  now  resides. 

Mrs.  Hale  has  been  a  most  industrious,  as  well  as  instructive,  wri- 
ter. Her  other  publications  are,  "  Sketches  of  American  Character;" 
"  Flora's  Interpreter"  (republished  in  London) ;  **The  Ladies'  Wreath, 
a  selection  from  the  Female  Poets  of  England  and  America;"  ''The 
Way  to  Live  Well,  and  to  be  Well  while  we  Live ;"  "  Groevenor,  a  Tr*- 
gedy ;"  "Alice  Ray,  a  Romance  in  Rhyme;"  "Harry  Gray,  the  Wi- 
dow's Son,  a  Stoiy  of  the  Sea ;"  "  Three  Hours,  or  the  VigU  of  Love, 
and  other  Poems;"  "A  Complete  Dictionaiy  of  Poetical  Quotations, 
containing  selections  from  the  Writings  of  the  Poets  of  England,  and 

■  W«  always  regretted  that  Mrs.  Hale  did  not  At  onoe  retixn  the  editoriil 
charge  of  **  The  mdj's  Book,"  when  its  proprietor  removed,  at  the  dictatioa 
of  some  soathern  snbsoribers,  the  name  of  Grao6  Greenwood  from  the  eoTtr 
of  his  magaxine,  beoaase  she  was  also  a  eontribntor  to  '*  The  National  Era." 
See  his  letter  in  the  "  Era,"  of  Feb.  12th,  1850,  to  the  editors  of  the  Cobm- 
bla  (S.  G.)  '*  Telegraph."  For  some  comments  upon  this  letter,  of  no  tmj 
complimentary  kind,  see  ''The  N.  T.  Independent'  of  that  time. 
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.America ;"  and,  lastly,  "  Woman's  Record,  or,  Sketches  of  all  Distin- 
gaished  Women  from  '  the  beginning'  till  A.  D.  1850,*'  a  large  ootaro, 
in  doable  columns,  of  nine  hundred  pages  J  Snoh  industry  has  sel- 
dom been  surpassed. 


THE  LIGHT  OF  HOME. 

My  son,  thou  wilt  dream  the  world  is  fair. 

And  thy  spirit  will  sigh  to  roam, 
And  thou  must  go ;  but  never,  when  there. 

Forget  the  light  of  Home  t 

Though  pleasures  may  smile  with  a  ray  more  bright. 

It  dazxles  to  lead  astray ; 
Like  the  meteor's  flash,  'twill  deepen  the  night 

When  treading  thy  lonely  way : — 

But  the  hearth  of  home  has  a  constant  flame, 

And  pure  as  vestal  fire — 
Twill  bum,  'twill  bum  for  ever  the  same, 

For  nature  feeds  the  pyre. 

The  sea  of  ambition  is  tempest-tossed, 
And  thy  hopes  may  vanish  like  foam — 

When  sails  are  shivered  and  compass  lost, 
Then  look  to  the  light  of  Home  t 

And  there,  like  a  star  through  midnight  cloud. 

Thou 'It  see  the  beacon  bright ; 
For  never,  till  shining  on  thy  shroud. 

Can  be  quenched  its  holy  light. 

The  sun  of  fame  may  gild  the  namef 

But  the  heart  ne'er  felt  its  ray ; 
And  fashion's  smiles,  that  rich  ones  claim, 

Are  beams  of  a  wintry  day : 

How  cold  and  dim  those  beams  would  be. 
Should  Life's  poor  wanderer  comet — 

My  son,  when  tlic  world  is  dark  to  thee, 
Then  turn  to  the  light  of  Home. 


WORSHIP  IN  THE  FOREST. 

What  numbers,  when  the  Sabbath  comes, 
Are  trooping  from  their  forest  homes  t 

*  I  am  happy  here  to  acknowledge  my  indebtedneM  to  thii  work  for  i 
formatioa  respeotiog  a  few  of  the  female  authors  in  my  book. 

43 
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The  maiden,  pare  as  prairie  rose, 
Beside  her  bending  grandsire  goes ; 
The  fawn-ejed  children  bound  at  large, 
The  mother  brings  her  nursling  charge ; 
And,  bearing  some  pale,  sickly  child, 
Stalks  the  strong  hunter  of  the  wild. 
And  he  may  see,  through  copse-wood  near, 
The  antlers  of  the  browsing  deer ; 
Or,  as  his  path  through  prairie  goes, 
Hear  the  dull  tramp  of  buffaloes ; 
Or  sarage  foe,  or  beast  of  prey, 
May  haunt  his  steps,  or  bar  his  way ; 
So,  like  a  knight,  he  goes  prepared 
His  foes  to  meet,  his  friends  to  guard : 
The  rifle  in  his  ready  hand 
Proclaims  the  forester's  command  ; 
And  as  his  glance  is  onward  cast, 
Or  wild-wood  sounds  go  rustling  past. 
His  flashing  eye  and  flushing  cheek 
Betray  the  wish  he  may  not  speak  ;— 
But  soon  these  fancies  fade  away, 
Checked  by  the  thought— His  Sabbath  Day ! 
And  when  he  gains  the  house  of  prayer, 
Heart,  soul,  and  mind  are  centered  there. 

That  house  of  prayer — ^how  mean  beside 
The  grand  cathedraPs  sculptured  pride ! 
Yet  He  who  in  a  manger  slept. 
And  in  the  wilds  his  vigils  kept, 
Will  breathe  a  holy  charm  around. 
Where  His  true  followers  are  found. 
Oh !  never  deem  it  low  and  rude. 

Though  fashioned  by  the  settler's  axe, 
The  sap  still  weeping  from  the  wood, 
As  loath  to  leave  its  brother  trees. 
That  wave  above  it  in  the  breeze — 

No  pomp  it  needs,  no  glory  lacks ; — 
The  holy  angels  are  its  guard, 

And  pious  feet  its  planks  hare  trod — 
'Tis  consecrated  to  the  Lord, 

The  Temple  of  the  living  Qod  I 

But  when  the  Sabbath  gatherings  press. 

Like  armies,  from  the  wilderness, 

'Tis  then  the  dim,  old  woods  afford 

The  sanctuary  of  the  Lord  t 

The  Holy  Spirit  breathes  around — 

That  forest  glade  is  saored  ground, 

Nor  Temple  built  with  hands  could  vie 

In  glory  with  its  majesty. 

The  trees  like  living  columns  rise, 

Whose  tope  sustain  the  bending  skies  ; 
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And  o*er  those  earnest  worahippers, 

Qod^s  love,  like  golden  roof,  is  spread, 
And  eveiy  leaf  the  zephyr  stirs, 

Some  heavenly  promise  seems  to  shed ; 
The  flowers'  sweet  breath  and  gladsome  eyes 
Recall  the  joys  of  Paradise, 
When  God  and  man  were  garden-friends ; 
And  now  the  loving  Saviour  bends — 
So  do  thej  deem,  those  fervent  bands — 
With  blessings  in  his  bleeding  hands ! 

And  though  the  organ's  ocean  swell 

Has  never  shook  that  woodland  air, 
Yet  do  the  soul's  emotions  tell 

That  music's  monarch  x>ower  is  there. 
It  lifts  the  mortal's  hope  above — 
It  draws  to  earth  the  angels'  love— 

The  eye  of  faith  may  see  them  near. 
Their  golden  harps  forgotten  when. 
As  breathed  from  lips  of  contrite  men. 

Redemption's  joyful  song  they  hear  t 


IT  8N0WS. 

"It  snows !"  cries  the  School-boy — "hurrah !"  and  his  shout 

Is  ringing  through  parlor  and  hall. 
While  swift,  as  the  wing  of  a  swallow,  he's  out, 

And  his  playmates  have  answered  his  call : 
It  makes  the  heart  leap  but  to  witness  their  joy — 

Proud  wealth  has  no  pleasures,  I  trow, 
Xiike  the  rapture  that  throbs  in  the  pulse  of  the  boy, 

As  he  gathers  his  treasures  of  snow ; 
Then  lay  not  the  trappings  of  gold  on  thine  heirs. 
While  health,  and  the  riches  of  Nature,  are  theirs. 

"It  snows  I"  sighs  the  Imbecile— "  Ah !"  and  his  breath 

Comes  heavy,  as  clogged  with  a  weight ; 
While  from  the  pale  aspect  of  Nature  in  death, 

He  turns  to  the  blaze  of  his  grate : 
And  nearer,  and  nearer,  his  soft-cushioned  chair 

Is  wheeled  tow'rds  the  life-giving  flame — 
He  dreads  a  chill  puff  of  the  snow-burdened  air, 

Lest  it  wither  his  delicate  frame : 
Oh  I  small  is  the  pleasure  existence  can  give. 
When  the  fear  we  shall  die  only  proves  that  we  live ! 

"  It  snows  I"  cries  the  Traveller—"  Ho  1"  and  the  word 

Has  quickened  his  steed's  lagging  pace ; 
The  wind  rushes  by,  but  its  howl  is  unheard — 

Unfelt  the  sharp  drift  in  his  face ; 
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For  bright  through  the  tempest  his  own  home  appeared — 
Ay,  though  leagues  intenrened,  he  can  see ; 

There's  the  clear,  glowing  hearth,  and  the  table  prepared. 
And  his  wife  with  their  babes  at  her  knee. 

Blest  thought !  how  it  lightens  the  grief-laden  hour, 

That  those  we  love  dearest  are  safe  from  its  power ! 

"  It  snows  1"  cries  the  Belle—"  Dear,  how  Inokj  I*'  and  tarns 

From  her  mirror  to  watch  the  flakes  fall ; 
Like  the  first  rose  of  summer,  her  dimpled  cheek  bums 

While  musing  on  sleigh-ride  and  ball : 
There  are  yisions  of  conquest,  of  splendor,  and  mirth, 

Floating  over  each  drear  winter's  day ; 
But  the  tintings  of  Hope,  on  this  storm-beaten  earth. 

Will  melt,  like  the  snow-flakes,  away ; 
Turn,  turn  thee  to  Heaven,  fair  maiden,  for  bliss  ; 
That  world  has  a  fountain  ne'er  opened  in  this. 

"  It  snows  I"  cries  the  Widow—"  Oh  God !"  and  her  sighs 

Have  stifled  the  voice  of  her  prayer ; 
Its  burden  ye'U  read  in  her  tear-swollen  ejw^ 

On  her  cheek,  sunk  with  fasting  and  care. 
*Tis  night — and  her  fath«)rless  ask  her  for  bread — 

But  *'  He  gives  the  young  ravens  their  food," 
And  she  trusts,  till  her  dark  hearth  adds  horror  to  dread. 

And  she  lays  on  her  last  chip  of  wood. 
Poor  sulF'rer  I  that  sorrow  thy  God  only  knows — 
*Tis  a  pitiful  lot  to  be  poor,  when  it  snows  I 


FITZ-GREBNB  HALLECE. 

This  well-known  poet  was  bom  at  Guilford,  Connecticut,  in  August, 
1795.  In  1813,  he  entered  a  banking-house  in  New  York,  and  rt- 
mained  in  that  city  engaged  in  mercantile  pursuits  Ull  1S49,  when  ht 
returned  to  Connecticut,  where  he  now  resides.  At  an  early  age  k« 
showed  a  taste  for  poetry,  but  he  first  attracted  public  attention  by  s 
series  of  humorous  and  satirical  odes  published  in  the  "  Brening  fost^" 
in  1819,  over  the  signature  of  "  Croaker."  Towaids  th«  eloae  of  the 
same  year  he  published  "  Fanny,"  the  longest  of  his  satirical  poems, 
which  passed  through  several  editions.  In  1823,  he  went  to  Europe) 
and  after  his  return,  in  1827,  he  published  a  small  volume  eontainiBC 
"  Alnwick  Castle,"  "  Marco  Boxzaris,"  and  some  other  pieces.  In  1817) 
the  Appletons  published  a  beautifully  illustrated  edition  of  all  he  bsi 
then  written.    The  last  collection  of  his  works,  published  in  1852  bf 
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Redfield,  contains  a  eoniidenible  addition  to  his  former  works.  It 
bus  always  been  regretted  bj  the  public  that  one  who  writes  so  well 
should  hare  written  so  little.* 


MABOO  B0ZZABI8.* 

At  midnight,  in  his  guarded  tent, 

The  Turk  was  dreaming  of  the  hour 
When  Greece,  her  knee  in  suppliance  bent, 

Should  tremble  at  his  power : 
In  dreams,  through  camp  and  court  he  bore 
The  trophies  of  a  conqueror ; 

In  dreams  his  song  of  triumph  heard ; 
Then  wore  his  monarch's  signet  ring : 
Then  pressed  that  monarch's  throne — a  king ; 
As  wild  his  thoughts,  and  gaj  of  wing, 

As  Eden's  garden  bird. 

At  midnight,  in  the  forest  shades, 

BozzABis  ranged  his  Suliote  band, 
True  as  the  steel  of  their  tried  blades, 

Heroes  in  heart  and  hand. 
There  had  the  Persian's  thousands  stopd. 
There  had  the  glad  earth  drunk  their  blood 

On  old  Platsa's  daj ; 
And  now  there  breathed  that  haunted  air 
The  sons  of  sires  who  conquered  there. 
With  arm  to  strike,  and  soul  to  dare, 

As  quick,  as  far  as  they. 

An  hour  passed  on — the  Turk  awoke ; 

That  bright  dream  was  his  last : 
He  woke  to  hear  his  sentries  shriek, 
*'  To  arms !  they  come  I  the  Greek !  the  Greek ! " 
He  woke— to  die  midst  flame,  and  smoke, 
And  shout,  and  groan,  and  sabre-stroke. 

And  death-shots  falling  thick  and  fast 

*  *'  Mr.  HaUtek  has  written  yery  little,  bat  that  little  is  of  great  exoellenee. 
His  poetry  is  polished  and  gracefol,  and  finished  with  great  oare  ander  the 
guidance  of  a  fastidious  taste.  A  vein  of  sweet  and  delicate  sentiment  runs 
&roiigh  all  his  serions  prodnotions,  and  he  combines  with  this  a  power  of 
humor  of  the  most  refined  and  exquisite  cast.  He  has  the  art  of  passing  from 
grave  to  gay,  or  the  reyerse,  by  the  most  skUfol  and  happily-managed  tran- 
siUons."~G.  S.  HUlard, 

*  He  fen  in  an  attack  upon  the  Turkish  camp  at  Lapsi,  the  site  of  the 
■aoient  Platssa,  Angost  20,  1828,  and  expired  in  the  moment  of  yietory. 
His  lAst  words  were,  *<  To  die  for  liberty  is  a  pleasure,  not  a  pain." 

The  modem  Greeks,  like  the  Italians,  pronounce  a  as  in  fathtr^  and  %% 
Uke  tt.    This  hero's  name,  therefore,  is  pronounced  Bot-sah'-ris. 

42* 
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Ab  lightkiiiigs  from  the  moanUin-doad ; 
And  heard,  with  voioe  as  tiumpei  loud, 

BozzABis  cheer  his  band : 
**  Strike — till  the  last  armed  foe  expires ; 
Strike— for  jonr  altars  and  jonr  fires ; 
Strike — for  the  green  graves  of  toot  sires : 

GU>D,  and  your  natiye  land  I "  ' 

Thej  fought,  like  brave  men,  long  and  well ; 

Thej  piled  that  ground  with  Moslem  slain ; 
They  conquered — but  Bozzabis  fell. 

Bleeding  at  every  vein. 
His  few  surviving  comrades  saw 
His  smile  when  rang  their  proud  hurrah, 

And  the  red  field  was  won : 
Then  saw  in  death  his  eyelids  close 
Calmly,  as  to  a  night^s  repose, 

Like  flowers  at  set  of  sun. 

Come  to  the  bridal  chamber,  Death ! 

Come  to  the  mother,  when  she  feels. 
For  the  first  time,  her  first-bom's  breath ; 

Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke. 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke ; 
Come  in  Consumption's  ghastly  form, 
The  earthquake  shock,  the  ocean  storm. 
Come  when  the  heart  beats  high  and  warm. 

With  banquet-song,  and  dance,  and  wine  ; 
And  thou  art  terrible — the  tear. 
The  groan,  the  knell,  the  pall,  the  bier, 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 

Of  agony,  are  thine. 

But  to  the  hero,  when  his  sword     • 

Has  won  the  battle  for  the  free. 
Thy  voice  sounds  like  a  prophet's  word  ; 
And  in  its  hollow  tones  are  heard 

The  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be. 
Come,  when  his  task  of  fame  is  wrought — 
Come,  with  her  laurel-leaf,  blood-bought — 

Come,  in  her  crowning  hour — and  then 
Thy  sunken  eye's  unearthly  light 
To  him  is  welcome  as  the  sight 

Of  sky  and  stars  to  prisoned  men : 
Thy  grasp  is  welcome  as  the  hand 
Of  brother  in  a  foreign  land ; 
Thy  summons  welcome  as  the  orj 
That  told  the  Indian  isles  were  nigh 

To  the  world-seeking  Oenoese, 
When  the  land-wind,  from  woods  of  palm. 
And  orange-groves,  and  fields  of  balm, 

Blew  o'er  the  Haytien  seas. 
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B0ZZABI8 1  with  the  storied  brare, 

Ghreece  nurtiured  in  her  glory's  time, 
Rest  thee — there  is  no  prouder  graye, 

Even  in  her  own  proud  clime. 
She  wore  no  funeral  weeds  for  thee. 

Nor  bade  the  dark  hearse  ware  its  plume, 
Like  torn  branch  from  death's  leafless  tree, 
In  sorrow's  pomp  and  pageantry, 

The  heartless  luxury  of  the  tomb : 
But  she  remembers  thee  as  one 
Long  loved  and  for  a  season  gone. 
For  thee  her  poets'  lyre  is  wreathed. 
Her  marble  wrought,  her  music  breathed : 
For  thee  she  rings  the  birth-day  bells ; 
Of  thee  her  babes'  first  lisping  tells : 
For  thine  her  eyening  prayer  is  said 
At  palace  couch,  and  cottage  bed ; 
Her  soldier,  closing  witli  the  foe, 
Giyes  for  thy  sake  a  deadlier  blow ; 
His  plighted  maiden,  when  she  fears 
For  him,  the  joy  of  her  young  years, 
Thinks  of  thy  fate,  and  checkB  her  tears. 

And  she,  the  mother  of  thy  boys. 
Though  in  her  eye  and  faded  cheek 
Is  read  the  grief  she  will  not  speak. 

The  memory  of  her  buried  joys, 
And  eyen  she  who  gave  thee  birth. 
Will,  by  their  pilgrim-circled  hearth, 

Talk  of  thy  doom  without  a  sigh : 
For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame's, 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  names, 

That  were  not  bom  to  die. 


BURNS. 

To  a  roM,  brought  from  near  Alloway  Kirk,  In  Ayrshire,  In  tht  antnmn  of  1823. 

Wild  Rose  of  Alloway !  my  thanks : 
Thou  'mfndst  me  oif  that  autumn  noon 

When  first  we  met  upon  "the  banks 
And  braes  o'  bonny  Doon." 

Like  thine,  beneath  the  thorn-tree's  bough. 

My  sunny  hour  was  glad  and  brief, 
We'ye  oross'd  the  winter  sea,  and  thou 

Art  wither'd — flower  and  leaf. 

And  will  not  thy  death-doom  be  mine— 
The  doom  of  all  things  wrought  of  clay — 

And  wither'd  my  life's  leaf  like  thine. 
Wild  rose  of  Alloway ! 
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Not  80  his  memory,  for  whose  sake 
Mj  bosom  bore  thee  far  and  long, « 

His — who  a  humbler  flower  could  make 
Immortal  as  his  song. 

There  have  been  loftier  themes  than  his, 
And  longer  scrolls,  and  louder  Ijret, 

And  lajs  lit  up  with  Poesy's 
Purer  and  h(^er  fires : 

Yet  read  the  names  that  know  not  death ; 

Few  nobler  ones  than  Bums  are  there ; 
And  few  have  won  a  greener  wreath 

Than  that  which  binds  his  hair. 

His  is  that  language  of  the  heart 
In  which  the  answering  heart  would  speak, 

Thought,  word,  that  bids  the  warm  tear  start, 
Or  the  smile  light  the  cheek ; 

And  his  that  music,  to  whose  tone 
The  common  pulse  of  man  keeps  time, 

In  cot  or  castle's  mirth  or  moan, 
In  cold  or  sunny  clime. 

And  who  hath  heard  his  song,  nor  knelt 
Before  its  spell  with  willing  knee. 

And  listen'd,  and  belieyed,  and  felt 
The  Poet's  mastery  f 

O'er  the  mind's  sea,  in  calm  and  storm, 
O'er  the  heart's  sunshine  and  its  showers, 

O'er  Passion's  moments,  bright  and  warm, 
O'er  Reason's  dark,  cold  hours ; 

On  fields  where  brave  men  "  die  9r  do," 
In  halls  where  rings  the  banquet's  mirth, 

Where  mourners  weep,  where  loTcrs  woo, 
From  throne  to  cottage  hearth ; 

What  sweet  tears  dim  the  eyes  unshed, 
What  wild  vows  falter  on  the  tongue, 

When  "  Soots  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled," 
Or  "  Auld  Lang  Syne  "  is  sung  I 

Pure  hopes,  that  lift  the  soul  above, 
Come  with  his  Cotter's  hymn  of  praise. 

And  dreams  of  youth,  and  truth,  and  love. 
With  "  Logan's"  banks  and  braes. 

And  when  he  breathes  his  master-lay 
Of  Alloway's  witch-haunted  wall. 

All  passions  in  our  frames  of  clay 
Come  thronging  at  his  call. 
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Im&gination^s  world  of  air, 

And  our  own  world,  its  gloom  and  glee, 
Wit,  pathos,  poe/iry,  are  there, 

And  death's  sublimitj. 

And  Boms — thongh  brief  the  race  he  ran, 
Though  rongh  and  dark  the  path  he  trod — 

Liyed— died — in  form  and  soul  a  Man, 
The  image  of  his  Gk)d. 

Through  care,  and  pain,  and  want,  and  woe, 

With  wounds  that  only  death  could  heal, 
Tortures — the  poor  alone  can  know, 

The  proud  alone  can  feel, 

He  kept  his  honesty  and  truth, 

His  independent  tongue  and  pen, 
And  moved,  in  manhood  and  in  jouth, 

Prido  of  his  fellow-men. 

Praise  to  the  bard !  his  words  are  driven, 

Like  fiower-seeds  bj  the  far  winds  sown, 
Where'er,  beneath  the  sky  of  heaven, 

The  birds  of  fame  have  flown. 

Praise  to  the  man  t  a  nation  stood 

Beside  his  coffin  with  wet  eyes, 
Her  brave,  her  beautiful,  her  good. 

As  when  a  loved  one  dies. 

Such  graves  as  his  are  pilgrim-shrines. 

Shrines  to  no  code  or  creed  confined — 
The  Delphian  vales,  the  Palestines, 

The  Meccas  of  the  mind. 

Sages,  with  Wisdom's  garland  wreathed, 
Crown'd  kings,  and  mitred  priests  of  power, 

And  warriors  with  their  bright  swords  sheathed. 
The  mightiest  of  the  hour ; 

And  lowlier  names,  whose  humble  home 

Is  lit  by  Fortune's  dimmer  star. 
Are  there— o'er  wave  and  mountain  come, 

From  countries  near  and  far ; 

Pilgrims,  whose  wandering  feet  have  press'd 

The  Switzer's  snow,  the  Arab's  sand, 
Or  trod  the  piled  leaves  of  the  West, 

My  own  green  forest-land. 

All  ask  the  cottage  of  his  birth. 

Gaze  on  the  scenes  he  loved  and  sung, 
And  gather  feelings  not  of  earth 

Uis  fields  and  streams  among. 
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They  linger  bj  the  Boon's  low  trees, 
And  pastoral  Nith,  and  wooded  Ayr, 

And  round  thy  sepulchreS)  Domfries ! 
The  Poet's  tomb  is  there. 

Bnt  what  to  them  the  sculptor's  art, 
His  funeral  columns,  wreaths,  and  urns  ? 

Wear  they  not  graven  on  the  heart 
The  name  of  Robert  Bums  t 


THE  WORLD  IS  BRIGHT  BEFORE  THEE. 

The  world  is  bright  before  thee ; 

Its  summer  flowers  are  thine ; 
Its  calm,  blue  sky  is  o*er  thee, 

Thy  bosom  pleasure's  shrine ; 
And  thine  the  sunbeam  given 

To  nature's  morning  hour, 
Pure,  warm,  as  when  from  heaven 

It  burst  on  Eden's  bower. 

There  is  a  song  of  sorrow, 

The  death-dirge  of  the  gay. 
That  tells,  ere  dawn  of  morrow. 

These  charms  may  melt  away — 
That  sun's  bright  l)eam  be  shaded, 

That  sky  be  blue  no  more. 
The  summer  flowers  be  faded. 

And  youth's  warm  promise  o'er. 

Believe  it  not ;  though  lonely 

Thy  evening  home  may  be ; 
Though  beauty's  bark  can  only 

Float  on  a  summer  sea, 
Though  Time  thy  bloom  is  stealing, 

There's  still,  beyond  his  art. 
The  wild-flower  wreath  of  feeling, 

The  sunbeam  of  the  heart. 


WILLIAM  B.  SPRAGUE. 

Ths  life  of  Dr.  Sprague,  like  the  lives  of  most  literary  men,  has  1 
but  little  fertile  in  incidents.  He  was  bom  in  Andover,  Conneetioiit, 
on  the  16th  of  October,  1795,  his  father,  Benjamin  Bpragoe,  having 
removed  thither  from  Duzbury,  Massachusetts.  He  was  fitted  for 
college,  chiefly  under  the  Rev.  Abiel  Abbot,  of  Coventry,  and  entered 
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Yale  College  in  1811.  After  receiving  his  degree,  he  entered  the  Theo- 
logical Seminary  at  Princeton,  and  when  he  had  completed  his  course 
there,  he  was  invited  to  become  a  colleague  with  the  Rev.  Dr.  Joseph 
Laihrop,  at  West  Springfield,  Massachusetts,  where  he  was  settled 
August  25, 1819.  In  July,  1829,  he  resigned  his  charge  there,  and  on 
the  26th  of  the  next  month  (August)  was  installed  pastor  of  the  Second 
Presbjterian  Church,  Albanj,  New  York,  where  he  has  continued  to 
this  day,  in  a  life  of  constant  employment,  and  most  extended  use- 
falness. 

Dr.  Sprague*s  published  works  have  been  very  numerous,  and  all 
of  them  are  excellent  in  their  kind.  The  following,  I  believe,  are  the 
chief  of  them.  **  Letters  to  a  Daughter,''  1822 ;  "  Letters  fh>m  Europe," 
1828;  "Lectures  to  Young  People,"  1831 ;  "Lectures  on  Revivals," 
1832;  "Hints  on  Christian  Intercourse,"  1834;  "Contrast  between 
True  and  False  Religion,"  1837 ;  "  Life  of  Rev.  Edward  Dorr  Griifin," 
1838  ;  "  Life  of  President  Dwight"  (in  Sparks's  American  Biography), 
1845;  "Aids  to  Early  Religion,"  1847;  "Words  to  a  Young  Man's 
Conscience,"  1848 ;  "  Letters  to  Young  Men,  founded  on  the  Life  of 
Joseph,"  1854,  of  which  eight  editions  have  been  issued  ;  "  European 
Celebrities,"  1855 ;  "  Annals  of  the  American  Pulpit,"  1856.  The  last 
work  is  in  two  large  octavo  volumes,  comprising  the  lives  of  deceased 
clergymen  of  the  Orthodox  Congregational  Church,  and  is  a  work  of 
great  research  and  value.  He  is  now  (1858)  engaged  in  preparing 
similar  works  of  the  Presbyterian,  Episcopalian,  Methodist,  and  Bap- 
tist churches,  which,  when  completed,  will  form  the  most  valuable 
and  authentic  works  upon  the  subject  in  our  language.  Some  idea  of 
the  elevated  character  and  the  pure  and  wholesome  tendency  of  his 
writings  may  be  gathered  from  the  following  extracts : — 


VOLTAIRE  AND  WILBERFORCE. 

Let  me  now,  for  a  moment,  show  yon  what  the  two  systems 
— Atheism  and  Christianity — can  do,  have  done,  for  individual 
character;  and  I  c|tn  think  of  no  two  names  to  which  I  may 
refer  with  more  con6dence,  in  the  way  of  illustration,  than 
Voltaire  and  Wilherforce ;  both  of  them  names  which  stand 
oat  with  prominence  npon  the  world's  history;  and  each,  in 
its  own  way,  imperishable. 

Yoltaire  was  perhaps  the  master  spirit  in  the  school  of  French 
Atheism;*  and  though  he  was  not  alire  to  participate  in  the 

'  I  am  not  aware  that  Voltaire  ever  formally  professed  himself  an  Atheist ; 
and  I  well  know  that  his  writings  contain  some  things  which  woald  seem  in- 
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horrors  of  the  revolntion,  probably  be  did  more  by  his  writiags 
to  combine  the  elements  for  that  tremendoas  tempest  than  aaj 
other  man.    And  now  I  undertake  to  say  that  yoo  may  drav 
a  character  in  which  there  shall  be  as  much  of  the  blackness  of 
moral  tarpitnde  as  yoar  imagination  can  supply,  and  jet  jot 
shall  not  have  exceeded  the  reality  as  it  was  fonnd  in  tbe 
character  of  this  apostle  of  Atheism.     Ton  may  throw  into  It 
the  darkest  shades  of  selGshness,  making  the  man  a  perfect 
idolater  of  himself;  yon  may  paint  the  serpent  in  bis  most 
wily  form  to  represent  deceit  and  canning ;  yon  may  let  sen- 
snality  stand  forth  in  all  the  loathsomeness  of  a  beast  in  the 
mire ;  you  may  bring  out  envy,  and  malice,  and  all  the  baser, 
and  all  the  darker  passions,  drawing  nntriment  from  the  pit ; 
and  when  yoa  have  done  this,  yoa  may  contemplate  the  cha- 
racter of  Voltaire,   and  exclaim,  ''Here  is  the  monstroos 
original  I"    The  fires  of  his  genius  kindled  only  to  wither  and 
consume;  he  stood,  for  almost  a  century,  a  great  tree  of  poison, 
not  only  cambering  the  ground,  but  infusing  death  into  the 
atmosphere ;  and  though  its  foliage  has  long  since  dropped 
off,  and  its  branches  have  withered,  and  its  trunk  fallen,  nnder 
the  hand  of  time,  its  deadly  root  still  remains ;  and  the  Tery 
earth  that  nourishes  it  is  cursed  for  its  sake. 

And  now  I  will  speak  of  Wilberforce ;  and  I  do  it  with 
gratitude  and  triumph — gratitude  to  the  Qod  who  made  hin 
what  he  was ;  triumph  that  there  is  that  in  his  rery  name  whkk 
ought  to  make  Atheism  turn  pale.  Wilberforce  was  the  friend 
of  man.  Wilberforce  was  the  friend  of  enslaved  and  wretched 
man.  Wilberforce  (for  I  love  to  repeat  his  name)  consecrated 
the  energies  of  his  whole  life  to  one  of  the  noblest  objects  of 
benevolence ;  it  was  in  the  cause  of  injured  Africa  that  he  of  tee 
passed  the  night  in  intense  and  wakeful  thought ;  that  he  coun- 
selled with  the  wise,  and  reasoned  with  the  unbelieving,  and 
expostulated  with  the  unmerciful;  that  his  heart  burst  fortk 
with  all  its  melting  tenderness,  and  his  genius  with  all  its 
electric  fire ;  that  he  turned  the  most  accidental  meeting  into 
a  conference  for  the  relief  of  human  woe,  and  converted  even 
the  Senate  House  into  a  theatre  of  benevolent  action.  Though 
his  zeal  had  at  one  time  almost  eaten  him  up,  and  the  vigor  of 
his  frame  was  so  far  gone  that  he  stooped  over  and  look^  into 

oonsUteat  with  atheietio&l  opinioM.  But  not  only  are  many  of  his  worlf 
aeeply  pervaded  by  the  spirit  of  Atheism,  but  there  is  scarcely  a  dootrioe  sT 
natural  religion  which  he  has  not  somewhere  directly  and  bitterly  assailed, 
so  that  I  cannot  doubt  that  he  falls  fairly  into  the  ranks  of  thoM  who  ssj, 
"there  IS  no  God/' 
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fats  own  grave,  jet  bis  faith  failed  not;  his  fortitude  failed  not; 
CLnd  blessed  be  God,  the  vital  spark  was  kindled  up  anew,  and 
he  kept  on  laboring  through  a  long  succession  of  years ;  and 
at  length,  just  as  his  friends  were  gathering  around  him  to 
receive  his  last  whisper,  and  the  angels  were  gathering  around 
to  receive  his  departing  spirit,  the  news,  worthy  to  be  borne 
by  angels,  was  brought  to  him,  that  the  great  object  to  which 
his  life  had  been  given  was  gained  ;  and  then,  Simeon-like,  he 
clasped  his  hands  to  die,  and  went  off  to  Heaven  with  the  sound 
of  deliverance  to  the  captive  vibrating  sweetly  upon  his  ear. 

Soth  Yoltaire  and  Wilberforce  are  dead ;  but  each  of  them 
lives  in  the  character  he  has  left  behind  him.  And  now  who 
does  not  delight  to  honor  the  character  of  the  one ;  who  does 
not  shudder  to  contemplate  the  character  of  the  other  ? 

Contrast  bettreen  Tnie  and  False  Religion. 


VIRTUE  CROWNED  WTTH  USEFULNESS. 

What  a  noble  example  of  usefulness  was  Joseph  in  every 
relation  which  he  sustained — in  every  condition  in  which  he 
was  placed  I  Of  what  he  was  to  the  Midianitish  merchants, 
previons  to  his  being  sold  to  Potiphar,  we  have  no  account; 
bat,  from  that  period  to  the  close  of  his  life,  the  monuments 
of  hiB  benevolent  activity  are  continually  rising  before  ns.  It 
was  the  disposition  which  he  manifested  to  render  himself  use- 
ful that  caused  him  to  be  advanced  in  the  house  of  Potiphar; 
and  there  he  was  most  heartily  and  zealously  devoted  to  his 
master's  interests.  During  his  confinement  in  prison — though 
he  was  conscious  that  it  was  a  most  unjust  and  cruel  confine- 
ment— ^yet  he  was  constantly  occupied  in  some  useful  way,  and 
very  soon  was  intrusted  with  the  general  oversight  of  all  his 
fellow- prisoners.  And  then  when  he  became  governor  of  the 
land — who  can  calculate  the  amount  of  good  that  he  accom- 
plished 7  The  single  precaution  that  he  took  for  saving  the 
land  of  Egypt  from  the  threatening  famine  was  the  means  of 
averting  an  amount  of  distress  which  it  is  not  easy  to  calcn- 
late;  and  not  merely  from  the  people  of  Egypt,  but,  as  it 
tamed  out,  from  his  own  immediate  family.  All  the  public 
concerns  of  the  country  he  seems  to  have  managed  with  the 
utmost  skill  and  success ;  and  no  doubt  the  period  of  his  ad- 
ministration was  unprecedented  in  respect  to  both  public  and 
private  happiness.  But  doubtless  we  must  reckon  his  greatest 
usefulness  as  connected  with  the  immediate  fortunes  of  bis  own 
43 
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hoase,  and  the  remoter  and  higher  interests  of  the  cbordi  of 
Ood.  We  need  not — perhaps  we  cannot — suppose  that  he 
was  fnllj  aware  of  the  relation  which  he  maintained  to  the 
charch  in  all  fntore  ages;  of  the  vital  importance  of  the 
agency  which  he  was  carrying  forward,  to  the  accomplishment 
of  the  grandest  promise  of  Jehovah.  It  was  enough  for  him 
that  he  was  always  faithfully  and  earnestly  engaged  in  doing 
his  duty.  But  to  us  it  appears  manifest  that  what  he  did  con- 
stituted an  important  link  in  the  chain  of  causes  and  effects, 
by  which  the  triumph  of  God's  mercy  in  the  scheme  of  redemp- 
tion is  finally  to  be  accomplished. 

What  was  true  of  Joseph  is  true  of  every  other  good  man — 
his  life  is  crowned  with  usefulness.  Here  again,  for  the  trath 
of  this  remark,  I  reter  you  to  your  own  observation.  I  will 
only  ask  your  attention  to  a  few  thoughts  illustrative  of  the 
manner  in  which  virtue  operates  to  secure  this  end. 

Let  me  say,  then,  in  the  first  place,  virtue  renders  its  pos- 
sessor useful,  by  securing  to  his  faculties  their  right  direction 
and  their  legitimate  exercise.  But  while  virtue  keeps  the 
faculties  appropriately  employed,  she  makes  the  most  of  all 
those  opportunities  for  doing  good  which  grow  out  of  the 
various  relations  and  conditions  in  life.  Place  her  where  yoa 
will,  and  she  finds  means  of  usefulness,  which  she  diligently 
and  scrupulously  improves.  In  the  various  occupations  and 
professions  in  which  the  mass  of  men  look  for  nothing  beyond 
their  own  aggrandizement,  the  truly  good  man  finds  chann^ 
innumerable  through  which  to  send  forth  a  healthful  and 
quickening  influence  on  the  neighborhood,  the  community,  the 
world.  Suppose  that  he  is  so  obscure  that,  though  he  is  in 
your  immediate  neighborhood,  you  never  hear  of  him — ^yet 
there  are  those  who  do  know  him,  and  to  whom  he  has  access 
in  daily  intercourse.  These  he  can  influence  by  his  example, 
his  conversation,  perhaps  by  his  prayers ;  and  it  is  by  no  means 
improbable  that  some  will  dwell  in  heaven  forever,  becanse  they 
have  dwelt  on  earth  within  the  circle  of  his  influence.  Or 
snppose  that  he  is  left  to  linger  out  years  npon  a  sick-bed,  and 
is  thereby  cut  off  from  all  intercourse,  except  with  those  who 
come  to  sympathize  in  his  affliction,  or  minister  to  his  wants 
—^ven  there  he  may  be  an  eminently  useful  man.  By  his  fisith 
in  Ood,  his  cheerful  submission,  his  elevated  devotion,  he  may 
leave  an  indelible  impression  for  good  on  those  who  are  about 
his  bedside ;  and  the  story  of  what  passes  there  may  penetrate 
some  other  hearts  to  which  it  may  be  communicated ;  and  the 
prayers  which  he  offers  up  may  be  the  medium  through  which 
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the  richest  blessings  shall  be  conreyed  to  roDltitDdes  whom  he 
has  never  seen.  I  repeat,  it  is  the  privilege  of  the  good  man 
to  be  useful  always — he  may  be  sick  and  poor,  he  may  be  un- 
known and  forgotten,  he  may  even  be  imprisoned  and  manacled, 
and  yet,  so  long  as  he  has  lips  that  can  move  in  prayer,  or  a 
heart  that  can  beat  to  the  spiritual  miseries  of  the  world,  you 
may  not  say  that  he  is  a  cumberer  of  the  ground. 

What  a  delightful  employment  to  reflect  on  a  useful  life,  when 
life  is  drawing  to  a  close!  How  transported  must  have  been 
the  apostle  when  he  could  say,  "I  have  fought  a  good  fight,  I 
have  finished  my  course,  I  have  kept  the  faithK'  You,  my 
yonng  friends,  will  soon  be  in  his  circumstances,  in  respect  to 
the  opening  of  another  world  upon  your  spirits.  Murmur  not, 
though  God  place  you  in  the  humblest  circumstances  here ;  but 
be  thankful  that,  even  in  these  circumstances,  your  consciences 
may  at  least  bear  testimony  to  a  useful  life.  Let  this  blessed 
result  be  accomplished  in  your  experience,  and  be  your  con- 
dition on  earth  what  it  may,  yon  need  not  envy  the  rich  man 
his  wealth,  nor  the  statesman  his  laurels,  nor  the  monarch  his 
crown. 


FRANCIS  WAYLAND. 

F&AVCiB  Watlahd,  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  the  distin- 
guished president  of  Brown  Uniyersity,  was  bom  in  the  eity  of  New 
York,  on  the  11th  of  March,  1796.  When  he  was  eleven  years  of  age» 
his  father  removed  to  Ponghkeepsie,  where  he  was  prepared  for  college 
by  the  Rev.  Daniel  H.  Barnes.  In  1811  he  entered  the  junior  elasi  in 
Union  College ;  and,  after  graduating,  studied  medicine  for  three  years, 
and  reoeived  his  degree  of  M.  D.  Upon  experiencing  a  change  of  reli- 
gions views,  he  relinquished  his  profession  for  the  ministry,  and  in  1816 
entered  the  theological  teminary  at  Andover,  Massachusetts.  Owing 
to  his  very  limited  means,  he  accepted,  in  1817,  a  tutorship  in  Union 
College,  and  in  1821  he  was  called  to  the  pastorate  of  the  First  Baptist 
Church  in  Boston.  While  here,  he  published,  in  1823,  his  first  printed 
work— a  sermon  on  '*  The  Moral  Dignity  of  the  Missionary  Enterprise/' 
a  very  eloquent  production,  which  had  great  success,  and  placed  him 
in  the  rank  of  the  first  writers  of  his  day.  To  this  succeeded,  in  1625, 
two  excellent  discourses,  on  '*The  Duties  of  an  American  Citizen.** 

In  1826,  he  returned  to  Schenectady  as  Professor  of  Mathematics 
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and  Natural  PMloBophy  in  Union  College  ;  but  before  the  close  of  tkt 
jear  he  removed  to  Providence,  R.  I.,  having  been  elected  to  the  pn- 
aidency  of  Brown  University,  into  which  office  he  was  inducted  ii 
February,  1827.  Never  was  a  choice  of  a  President  more  happy,  and 
the  college  started  at  once  into  new  life.  Here  he  began  to  teaeh  a 
great  deal  by  lectures  instead  of  text-books.  A  few  years  after  he 
became  connected  with  this  institution,  appeared  his  "  Moral  Scienee,'' 
"Political  Economy,"  and  "Intellectual  Philosophy."  These  worta 
have  enjoyed  great  popularity,  and  have  been  introduced  as  text-booki 
into  many  of  our  best  colleges. 

Besides  great  ability  and  thoroughness  in  all  his  writings,  Dr.  Way- 
land  has  shown  true  independence  in  thought  and  action.  He  was 
the  first  president  of  a  college  to  advocate  and  cany  out  a  change  im 
the  collegiate  course,  extending  the  benefits  of  the  college  beyond  the 
small  class  which  intended  to  pursue  professional  stBdies,  by  intro- 
ducing a  partial  coarse  to  be  pursued  by  such  as  intend  to  engage  la 
mechanics  or  in  mercantile  business,  and  conferring  degrees  aocording 
to  the  attainments  made.  He  has  also  identified  himself  with  a  move- 
ment among  his  own  religious  denomination,  by  his  advocacy  of  lay 
preaching,'  and  a  better  adaptation  of  the  training  of  candidates  to 
the  work  of  the  Christian  ministry. 

Dr.  Wayland  resigned  the  presidency  of  Brown  University  in  185411, 
and  now  resides  in  Providence.  His  published  works  are,  1.  "Occa- 
sional Discourses,"  1  voL ;  2.  "Moral  Science;"  3.  "Political  Bco- 
nomy;"  4.  "Thoughts  on  Collegiate  Education ;"  5.  " Limitations  of 
Human  Responsibility;"  6.  "University  Sermons;"  7.  "Memoirs  of 
Judson,"  2  vols.;  8.  "Intellectual  Philosophy;"  9.  "Notes- on  the 
Principles  and  Practices  of  the  Baptists."  Besides  these  volumes,  a 
number  of  his  occasional  addresses  and  discourses  have  been  pub- 
lished ;  as,  "  Discourse  on  the  Life  and  Character  of  Hon.  Nicholas 
Brown ;"  of  Wm.  O.  Goddard,  LL.  D.,  and  of  James  N.  Haven,  D.  D. 
Also  a  sermon  on  the  "  Apostolic  Ministry,"  from  which  an  extzaot  is 
here  given. 

THE  OBJEOT  OF  MISSIONS. 

Onr  object  will  not  hare  been  accomplished  till  the  tomabawk 
shall  be  buried  forever,  and  the  tree  of  peace  spread  its  broad 

*  Read  an  admirable  book,  anonymoasly  published  last  year  (1857)  by  J.  B. 
Lippinoott  A  Co.,  entitled  *' Priesthood  and  Clergy  unknown  to  ChristiAiutj; 
or,  the  Church  a  Community  of  Co-equal  Brethren."  The  author  U  one  of 
onr  most  distinguiflhed  'Mirines"— a  D.  D.  eminent  alike  for  his  piety  and 
vast  learning. 
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>raiicbesfrom  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific;  until  a  thousand  smil- 
Dg  Tillages  shall  be  reflected  from  the  waves  of  the  Missouri, 
i4nd  the  distant  valleys  of  the  West  echo  with  the  song  of  the 
'eaper ;  till  the  wilderness  and  the  solitary  place  shall  have  been 
^lad  for  ns,  and  the  desert  has  rejoiced,  and  blossomed  as  the 
rose. 

Oor  labors  are  not  to  cease  until  the  last  slave-ship  shall  have 
visited  the  coast  of  Africa,  and,  the  nations  of  Europe  and 
America  having  long  since  redressed  her  aggravated  wrongs, 
Ethiopia,  from  the  Mediterranean  to  the  Cape,  shall  have 
stretched  forth  her  hand  unto  God.  *  * 

Id  a  word,  point  us  to  the  loveliest  village  that  smiles  upon 
a  Scottish  or  New  England  landscape,  and  compare  it  with 
the  filthiness  and  brutality  of  a  Caffrariau  kraal,  and  we  tell 
yon  that  our  object  is  to  render  that  Caffrariau  kraal  as  happy 
and  as  gladsome  as  that  Scottish  or  New  England  village. 
Point  us  to  the  spot  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  where  liberty  is 
best  understood  and  most  perfectly  enjoyed,  where  intellect 
shoots  forth  in  its  richest  luxuriance,  and  where  all  the  kindlier 
feelings  of  the  heart  are  constantly  seen  in  their  most  graceful 
exercise ;  point  us  to  the  loveliest  and  happiest  neighborhood 
in  the  world  on  which  we  dwell,  and  we  tell  you  that  our  object 
is  to  render  this  whole  earth,  with  all  its  nations,  and  kindreds, 
and  tongues,  and  people,  as  happy,  nay,  happier  than  that 
neighborhood. 

We  do  believe,  that  God  so  loved  the  world  that  he  gave  his 
only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him  should  not 
perish,  but  have  everlasting  life.  Our  object  is  to  convey  to  those 
who  are  perishing  the  news  of  this  salvation.  It  is  to  furnish 
every  family  upon  the  face  of  the  whole  earth  with  the  word  of 
God  written  in  its  own  language,  and  to  send  to  every  neigh- 
borhood a  preacher  of  the  cross  of  Christ.  Our  object  will 
not  be  accomplished  until  every  idol  temple  shall  have  been 
utterly  abolished,  and  a  temple  of  Jehovah  erected  in  its  room; 
until  this  earth,  instead  of  being  a  theatre,  on  which  immortal 
beings  are  preparing  by  crime  for  eternal  condemnation,  shall 
become  one  universal  temple,  in  which  the  children  of  men  are 
learning  the  anthems  of  the  blessed  above,  and  becoming  meet 
to  join  the  general  assembly  and  church  of  the  first  born,  whose 
names  are  written  in  heaven. 

Consider,  then,  deliberately,  the  nature  of  the  ipissionary 
enterprise.  Reflect  upon  the  dignity  of  its  object;  the  high 
moral  and  intellectual  powers  which  are  to  be  called  forth  in 
its  execution ;  the  simplicitv,  benevolenoe,  and  efficacy  of  the 

'43* 
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means  by  which  all  this  is  to  be  achievod;  and  we  ask  joq: 
Does  not  every  other  enterprise  to  which  man  ever  put  fonk 
his  strength  dwindle  into  insignificance  before  that  of  preach- 
ing Christ  cracified  to  a  lost  and  perishing  world  ? 


TEUE  GREATNESS. 

We  need  not  tnm  to  classic  story  to  find  all  that  is  great  is 
human  action ;  we  find  it  in  onr  own  times,  and  in  the  history  of 
our  own  country.  Who  is  there  of  us  that,  even  in  the  nursery, 
has  not  felt  his  spirit  stir  within  him  when,  with  childlike  wonder, 
he  has  listened  to  the  story  of  Washington  ?  And  although  the 
terms  of  the  narrative  were  scarcely  intelligible,  yet  the  young 
soul  kindled  at  the  thought  of  one  man's  working  out  the  de- 
livery of  a  nation.  And  as  onr  understanding,  strengthened  bj 
age,  was  at  last  able  to  grasp  the  detail  of  this  transaction,  we 
saw  that  onr  infantile  conceptions  had  fallen  far  short  of  its 
grandeur.  Oh  I  if  an  American  citizen  ever  exults  in  the  con- 
templation of  all  that  is  sublime  in  human  enterprise,  it  is  when, 
bringing  to  mind  the  men  who  first  conceived  the  idea  of  this 
nation's  independence,  he  beholds  them  estimating  the  power 
of  her  oppressor,  the  resources  of  her  citizens,  deciding  in  their 
collected  might  that  this  nation  should  be  free,  and,  through 
the  long  years  of  trial  that  ensued,  never  blenching  from  their 
purpose,  but  freely  redeeming  the  pledge  they  had  given,  to 
consecrate  to  it  -Hheir  lives,  their  fortunes,  and  their  sacred 
honor." 

"  Patriots  have  toHpd,  and,  in  their  country's  cause, 
Bled  nobly,  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve, 
Received  prond  recompense.    We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  to  the  sweet  lyre.    The  historio  Muae, 
Prond  of  her  treasure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  latest  times  ;  and  Sculptnre  in  her  turn 
Gives  bond,  in  stone  and  ever-dnring  brass. 
To  guar4  them,  and  immortalize  her  trust." 

It  is  not  iq  the  field  of  patriotism  alone  that  deeds  have  been 
achieved,  to  whiqh  history  has  awarded  the  palm  of  moral  sab- 
limity.  Tb^re  have  lived  men  in  whom  the  name  of  patriot 
has  been  merged  in  that  of  philanthropist,  who,  looking  with 
an  eye  of  compassion  oyer  the  face  of  the  earth,  have  felt  for 
the  miseries  qf  our  race,  and  have  put  forth  their  calm  might 
to  wipe  off  one  blot  from  the  marred  and  stained  escutcheon 
pf  h^man  nature,  to  strike  off  one  form  of  suffering  from  the 
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italogne  of  human  woe.     Soch  a  man  was  Howitrd.     Sarvey- 
liag  cor  world  like  a  spirit  of  the  blessed,  he  beheld  the  misery 
of  the  captive — he  heard  the  groaning  of  the  prisoner.     His 
cletermioation  was  fixed.    He  resolved,  single-handed,  to  gauge 
a^ud  to  measure  one  form  of  unpitied,  unheeded  wretchedness, 
and,  bringing  it  out  to  the  sunshine  of  public  observation,  to 
work  its  utter  extermination.     And  he  well  knew  what  this 
ondertaking  would  cost  him.     He  knew  what  he  had  to  hazard 
from  the  infection  of  duifgeons,  to  endure  from  the  fatigues  of 
inhospitable  travel,  and  to  brook  from  the  insolence  of  legalized 
oppression.     He  knew  that  he  was  devoting  himself  to  the  altar 
of  philanthropy,  and  he  willingly  devoted  himself.     He  had 
marked  out  his  destiny,  and  he  hasted  forward  to  its  accom- 
plishment, with  an  intensity  "which  the  nature  of  the  human 
mind  forbade  to  be  more,  and  the  character  of  the  individual 
forbade  to  be  less.''    Thus  he  commenced  a  new  era  in  the 
history  of  benevolence.     And  hence,  the  name  of  Howard  will 
be  associated  with  all  that  is  sublime  in  mercy,  until  the  final 
consummation  of  all  things. 

Such  *a  man  is  Clarkson,  who,  looking  abroad,  beheld  the 
miseries  of  Africa,  and,  looking  at  home,  saw  his  country 
stained  with  her  blood.  We  have  seen  him,  laying  aside  the 
vestments  of  the  pnesthood,  consecrate  himself  to  the  holy 
purpose  of  rescuing  a  continent  from  rapine  and  murder,  and 
of  erasing  this  one  sin  from  the  book  of  his  nation's  iniquities. 
We  have  seen  him  and  his  fellow  philanthropists,  for  twenty 
years,  never  waver  from  their  purpose.  We  have  seen  them 
persevere  amidst  neglect  and  obloquy,  and  contempt,  and  per- 
secution, until,  the  cry  of  the  oppressed  having  roused  the 
sensibilities  of  the  nation,  the  "  Island  Empress"  rose  in  her 
might,  and  said  to  this  foul  traffic  in  human  flesh :  Thus  far 
shalt  thou  go,  and  no  farther. 


TH£  lUAD  AND  THE  BIBLE. 

Of  all  the  books  with  which,  since  the  invention  of  writing, 
this  world  has  been  deluged,  the  number  of  those  is  very  small 
which  have  produced  any  perceptible  effect  on  the  mass  of 
human  character.  By  far  the  greater  part  have  been,  even 
by  their  contemporaries,  unnoticed  and  unknown.  Not  many 
a  one  has  made  its  little  mark  upon  that  generation  that  pro- 
duced it,  though  it  sunk  with  that  generation  to  utter  forge t- 
fulness.     But,  after  the  ceaseless  toil  of  six  thousand  years. 
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how  few  have  been  the  works,  the  adamantine  basis  of  wboK 
repatation  has  stood  anhart  amid  the  flnctoations  of  time,  and 
whose  Impression  can  be  traced  throogh  saccessiTC  centuries, 
on  the  history  of  our  species: 

When,  however,  snch  a  work  appears,  its  effects  are  abso- 
latelj  incalculable;  and. such  a  work,  you  are  aware,  is  the 
Iliad  of  Homer.  Who  can  estimate  the  results  prodaeed  by 
the  incomparable  efforts  of  a  single  mind ;  who  can  tell  what 
Greece  owes  to  this  first-bom  of  song?  Her  breathing  nuarbles^ 
her  solemn  temples,  her  unrivalled  eloquence,  and  her  matcfalest 
Terse,  all  point  us  to  that  transcendent  genius,  who,  by  the  Teiy 
splendor  of  his  own  effulgence,  woke  the  human  intellect  froo 
the  slumber  of  ages.  It  was  Homer  who  gave  laws  to  the 
artist ;  It  was  Homer  who  inspired  the  poet ;  it  was  Homer 
who  thundered  in  the  senate ;  and,  more  than  all,  it  was  Homer 
who  was  sung  by  the  people ;  and  hence  a  nation  was  cast  into 
the  mould  of  one  mighty  mind,  and  the  land  of  the  Iliad  becaiiie 
the  region  of  taste,  tlie  birthplace  of  the  arts. 

But,  considered  simply  as  an  intellectual  production,  who 
will  compare  the  poems  of  Homer  with  the  Holy  Scriptures  of 
the  Old  and  New  Testament  ?  Where  in  the  Iliad  shall  we 
find  simplicity  and  pathos  which  shall  vie  with  the  oarratiTe  of 
Moses,  or  maxims  of  conduct  to  equal  in  wisdom  the  Proverbs 
of  Solomon,  or  sublimity  which  does  not  fade  away  before  the 
conceptions  of  Job,  or  David,  of  Isaiah,  or  St  Johnf  Bot  I 
cannot  pursue  this  comparison.  I  feel  that  it  is  doing  wrong 
to  the  mind  which  dictated  the  Iliad,  and  to  those  other  mighty 
intellects  on  whom  the  light  of  the  holy  oracles  never  shined. 

If,  then,  so  great  results  have  flowed  from  this  one  effort  of 
a  single  mind,  what  may  we  not  expect  from  the  combiDed 
efforts  of  several,  at  least  his  equals  in  power  over  the  human 
heart  f  If  that  one  genius,  though  groping  in  the  thick  dark* 
ness  of  absurd  idolatry,  wrought  so  glorious  a  transformation 
in  the  character  of  his  countrymen,  what  may  we  not  look  for 
from  the  universal  dissemination  of  those  writings  on  whose 
authors  was  poured  the  full  splendor  of  eternal  truth  ?  If  un- 
assisted human  nature,  spell-bound  by  a  childish  mythology, 
have  done  so  much,  what  may  we  not  hope  for  from  the  super- 
natural efforts  of  pre-eminent  genius,  which  spake  as  it  was 
moved  by  the  Holy  Ohost  ? 
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THE  christian's  AND  CITIZEN'S  DUTY  RESPECTING  SLAVERY. 

If  slavery  be  inconsistent  with  the  principles  of  the  Gospel, 
it  is  wrong,  and  God  requires  ns  to  abandon  it.  And,  be- 
sides, God  does  not  require  ns  to  abandon  it  simply  because 
we  are  Christians,  but  because  we  are  men,  his  creatures,  and 
because  it  is  at  variance  with  the  moral  law  under  which  we 
are  created.  If  it  be  asked.  When  ?  I  ask  again.  When  is  it 
oar  duty  to  obey  God  ?  Is  it  not  our  duty  always  and  every- 
where, semper  et  uhique,  as  soon  as  we  hear  his  commandments  ? 
A  reason  that  would  be  sufficient  for  delaying  to  obey  God  for 
a  moment  would  be  a  sufficient  reason  for  disobeying  him  for- 
ever. If  the  physical  act  to  which  his  commandment  tends  be 
in  any  respect  out  of  our  power,  we  are  to  act  honestly  and  in 
his  fear,  from  the  principle  of  obedience,  and  remove,  as  far  as 
possible,  every  obstacle  that  exists  to  perfect  obedience  to  the 
commandment. 

Slavery  is  established  and  maintained  by  the  power  of  so- 
ciety, and  it  can  be  universally  abolished  only  by  legislation. 
The  case  was  the  same  in  the  early  ages  of  Christianity.  There 
is,  however,  this  one  remarkable  difference :  Then,  the  laws 
were  nothing  but  the  published  will  of  a  despot.  The  subject 
had  no  power  to  make  or  unmake  them.  It  is  by  no  means 
the  same  with  us.  W^  make  our  own  laws.  Every  citizen  who 
exercises  the  right  of  sufiFrage  is  himself  responsible  for  every 
law  that  is  made,  unless  he  has  put  forth  his  full  constitutional 
power  to  prevent  it.  Hence,  a  grave  responsibility  rests  upon 
every  Christian  citizen  in  respect  to  the  laws  by  which  he  is 
governed.  If  he  favor,  or  if  he  do  not  constitutionally  resist, 
laws  at  variance  with  the  gospel  which  he  professes,  he  is  re- 
sponsible te  God  for  all  the  wrong  which  these  laws  create. 


NO  PUNISHMENT  WITHOUT  CRIME. 

By  our  very  constitution  as  men,  we  are  under  solemn  and 
unchangeable  obligations  to  respect  the  rights  of  the  meanest 
thing  that  lives.  Every  other  man  is  created  with  the  same 
rights  as  ourselves ;  and,  roost  of  all,  he  is  created  with  the 
inalienable  "right  to  life,  liberty,  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness." 
To  deprive  him  of  these  as  a  punishment  for  crime,  while  yet  he 
continues  under  the  protection  of  law,  is  one  of  the  severest 
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inflictions  that  the  criminal  code  of  any  hnman  gOTemmeiit  cai 
recognize,  even  when  the  punishment  is  confined  to  his  ova 
person.  But  what  crime  can  be  conceived  of  so  atrocious  is 
to  Jastifj  the  consigning  of  a  human  being  to  senritode  for  Vk, 
and  the  extension  of  this  punishment  to  bis  posterity  dow«  to 
the  remotest  generations  f  Were  this  the  penalty  eTen  for 
murder,  every  man  in  the  civilized  world  would  rise  up  in  iadig- 
nation  at  its  enormous  injustice.  How  great,  then,  most  be 
the  injustice  when  such  a  doom  is  inflicted,  not  upon  crimittali 
convicted  of  atrocious  wickedness,  but  upon  men,  women,  aad 
children  who  have  never  been  accused  of  any  crime,  and  agaiast 
whom  there  is  not  even  the  suspicion  of  guilt  I  Can  any  nionl 
creature  of  God  be  innocent  that  inflicts  such  punishment  np<m 
his  fellow-creatures,  who  have  never  done  anything  to  deserve 
it  ?  I  ask,  what  have  those  poor,  defenceless,  and  undefended 
black  men  done  that  they  and  their  children  forever  should 
thus  be  consigned  to  hopeless  servitude  f  If  they  have  done 
nothing,  how  can  we  be  innocent  if  we  inflict  such  punishment 
upon  them  ?  But  yet  more.  The  spirit  of  Christimnity,  if  I 
understand  it  aright,  teaches  us  not  merely  the  principles  of 
pure  and  elevated  justice,  but  those  of  the  most  tender  and  M* 
embracing  charity.  The  Captain  of  our  salvation  was  anointed 
"to  preach  the  Gospel  to  the  poor;  he  was  sent  to  heal  te 
broken-hearted,  to  preach  deliverance  to  the  captives,  wad 
recovering  of  sight  to  the  blind ;  to  set  at  liberty  them  that 
are  bruised."  ''He  is  the  comforter  of  them  that  are  cast 
down."  Can  the  disciple  of  such  a  Saviour,  then,  inflict  the 
Uoit,  how  much  less  the  greatest  of  punishments  upon  a  hamaa 
being  who  has  never  been  guilty  of  a  crime  that  sbonld 
deserve  it  ? 


THK  TRUK  MINI8TRT. 

It  SO  chanced  that,  at  the  close  of  the  last  war  with  Great 
Britain,  I  was  temporarily  a  resident  of  the  city  of  New  York. 
The  prospects  of  the  nation  were  shrouded  in  gloom.  We  had 
been  for  two  or  three  years  at  war  with  the  mightiest  nation  oa 
earth,  and,  as  she  had  now  concluded  a  peace  with  the  conti- 
nent of  Europe,  we  were  obliged  to  cope  with  her  single-handed. 
Our  harbors  were  blockaded.  Comn|unication  coast-wise,  be- 
tween our  ports,  was  cut  off.  Our  ships  were  rotting  in  eveiy 
creek  and  cove  where  they  could  find  a  place  of  security.  Oar 
immense  annual  products  were  moulding  in  onr  warebonses. 
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X*lBe  soarceB  of  profitable  labor  were  dried  op.     Oor  currencj 
w^flas  reduced  to  irredeemable  paper.     The  extreme  portions  of 
ovar  cotmtry  were  becoming  hostile  to  each  other,  and  differ- 
ences of  political  opinion  were  embittering  the  peace  of  every 
Ixoosehold.    The  cnedit  of  the  government  was  exhausted.    No 
one  conld  predict  when  the  contest  wonld  terminate,  or  dis- 
ooTer  the  means  by  which  it  conld  mnch  longer  be  protracted. 
It  happened  that,  on  a  Saturday  afternoon  in  February,  a  ship 
mnaa  discovered  in  the  offing,  which  was  supposed  to  be  a  cartel, 
l>rioging  home  our  commissioners  at  Ghent,  from  thdr  nnsuc- 
oeoofol  mission.     The  sun  had  set  gloomily,  before  any  intelli' 
^ence  from  the  vessel  bad  reached  the  city.     Expectation 
l>ecame  painfully  intense  as  the  hours  of  darkness  drew  on. 
JLt  length  a  boat  reached  the  wharf,  announcing  the  fact  that 
A  treaty  of  peace  had  been  signed,  and  was  waiting  for  nothing 
Irat  the  action  of  onr  government  to  become  a  law.    The 
men  on  whose  ears  these  words  first  fell  rushed  in  breath- 
lees  haste  into  the  city,  to  repeat  them  to  their  friends,  shout- 
ing, as  they  ran  through  the  streets,  peace  1  peace!  peace  I 
Ejvery  one  who  heard  the  sound  repeated  it.     From  house 
to  house,  from  street  to  street,  the  news  spread  with  electric 
rapidity.     The  whole  city  was  in  commotion.     Men  bearing 
lighted  torches  were  flying  to  and  fro,  shouting  like  madmen, 
peace  I  peace!  peace!    When  the  rapture  had  partially  sub- 
sided, one  idea  occupied  every  mind.    But  few  men  slept  that 
night.     In  groups  they  were  gathered  in  the  streets  and  by 
the  fireside,  beguiling  the  hours  of  midnight  by  reminding  each 
other  that  the  agony  of  war  was  over,  and  that  a  wom-ont  and 
distracted  country  was  about  to  enter  again  upon  its  wonted 
career  of  prosperity.     Thus,  every  one  becoming  a  herald,  the 
news  soon  reached  every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  the  city, 
and  in  the  sense  the  city  was  evangelized.     All  this  you  see 
was  reasonable  and  proper.     But  when  Jehovah  has  offered  to 
our  world  a  treaty  of  peace,  when  men  doomed  to  hell  may  be 
raised  to  seats  at  the  right  hand  of  God,  why  is  not  a  similar 
zeal  displayed  in  proclaiming  the  good  news?    Why  are  men 
perishing  all  around  us,  and  no  one  has  ever  personally  offered 
to  them  salvation  through  a  crucified  Redeemer? 
But  who  is  thus  to  preach  the  gospel  ? 
What  would  be  the  answer  to  this  question,  if  we  listen  to 
the  voice  of  common  humanity?    When  the  brazen  serpent 
was  lifted  up,  who  was  to  carry  the  good  news  throughout  the 
camp  ?    When  the  glad  tidings  of  peace  arrived  in  the  city, 
who  was  to  proclaim  it  to  his  fellow-citizens  ?    When  the  news 
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of  peace  with  Ood,  throagh  the  blood  of  the  coTeaaot,  is  pro- 
claimed to  QB,  who  shall  make  it  known  to  those  perishing  a 
sin  ?  The  answer  in  each  case  is,  every  one.  Were  no  c 
mand  given,  the  common  principles  of  onr  nature  would  teadb 
us  that  nothing  but  the  grossest  selfishness  would  claim  to  be 
exempted  from  the  joyful  duty  of  extending  to  others  the  ble 
ing  which  we  have  received  ourselves. 

But  let  us  see  how  the  apostles  themselves  understood  tht 
precept.  Their  own  narrative  shall  inform  us.  "At  thattioe 
there  was  a  great  persecution  against  the  church  that  was  at 
Jerusalem,  and  they  were  scattered  abroad  throughout  all  tiM 
regions  of  Judea  and  Samaria,  except  tlte  apostles.^^  "There- 
fore, they  that  were  scattered  abroad  went  everywhere  preaching 
the  word.''^  '^And  some  of  them  were  men  of  Oypras  and 
Gyrene,  which,  when  they  were  come  to  Antiocb,  spake  also 
to^the  Grecians,  preaching  the  Lord  Jesus.  And  the  hand 
of  the  Lord  was  with  them,  and  a  great  number  believed  aad 
turned  to  the  Lord."  These  men  were  not  apostles,  nor  even 
original  disciples  of  Christ,  for  they  were  men  of  CTprns  sod 
Cyrene.  Yet  they  went  everywhere  preaching  the  word,  and 
in  so  doing  they  pleased  the  Master,  for  the  Holy  Spirit  ao- 
companied  their  labors  with  the  blessing  from  on  high.  T%e 
ascended  Saviour  thus  approved  of  their  conduct,  and  tealiied 
that  their  understanding  of  his  last  command  was  correct. 

Indeed  the  Saviour  requires  every  disciple,  as  soon  as  he 
becomes  a  partaker  of  divine  grace,  to  become  a  herald  of 
salvation  to  his  fellow-men.  He  is  a  fountain,  from  which 
is  to  flow  a  river  of  living  water.  The  doing  of  this  is  the 
test  of  his  disci pleship.  If  he  is  a  branch  that  beareth  not 
fruit,  his  end  is  to  be  cut  off.  He  is  **  the  salt  of  the  earth, 
and  if  the  salt  have  lost  its  savor,  wherewith  shall  it  be  sailed. 
It  is  thenceforth  good  for  nothing,  but  to  be  cast  out  and 
trodden  under  foot  of  men."  Secondly,  every  disciple  is  bound 
to  employ  for  Christ  every  peculiu*  gift  with  which  he  may  have 
been  endowed.  Thirdly,  every  man  possessed  of  the  gifts  fbr 
the  ministry  mentioned  in  the  New  Testament  is  bound  to  con- 
secrate them  to  Christ,  either  in  connection  with  his  secular 
pursuits  or  by  devoting  his  whole  time  to  this  particular  service. 

If  this  be  so,  you  see  that  in  the  church  of  Christ  there  is 
no  ministerial  caste;  no  class  elevated  in  rank  above  their 
brethren,  on  whom  devolves  the  discharge  of  the  more  dignified 
or  more  honorable  portions  of  Christian  labor,  while  the  rest 

*  AqU  viil.  ],  4. 
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of  the  disciples  arc  to  do  notliing  bat  raise  tbc  funds  necessary 

■for  their  snpport.     The  minister  does  the  same  work  that  is  to 

l3e  done  by  every  other  member  of  the  body  of  Christ ;  bnt  since 

Ike  does  it  ezelasiTely,  he  may  be  expected  to  do  it  more  to 

edification.     Is  it  his  business  to  labor  for  the-  conversion  of 

sinners  and  the  sanctification  of  the  body  of  Christ  t  so  is  it 

-theirs.     In  everything  which  they  do  as  disciples,  he  is  to  be 

their  example.     I  know  that  we  now  restrict  to  the  ministry 

the  administration  of  the  ordinances,  and  to  this  rule  I  think 

there  can  be  no  objection.    Bur  wb  all  know  that  fob  this 

RESTRICTION  WE  HAYS  NO  EXAMPLE  IN  THE  NeW  TESTAMENT. 


WILLIAM  H.  PRESCOTT. 

This  diatingniihed  historian  was  bom  in  Salem,  Massaohnsetis,  on 
the  4th  of  May,  1796.  His  grandfather  was  Colonel  William  Prescott, 
who,  in  conjunction  with  General  Pntnam,  commanded  at  the  battle  of 
Banker  Hill.  His  father,  Hon.  Wm.  Prescott,  was  bom  in  Pepperell, 
Massachnsetts  ;  and  after  residing  in  Salem  from  1798  to  1808,  removed 
to  Boston,  where  for  nearly  forty  years  he  practised  law,  eminently  dis- 
tingnished  as  a  Jurist  and  as  one  of  the  wisest  and  best  as  well  as 
ablest  men  Massachusetts  has  produced. 

Our  author  had  the  benefit  of  his  early  classical  trainiug  under  Dr. 
Gardner,  of  Boston,  who  was  a  pupil  of  Dr.  Parr,  and  in  1811  he  en- 
tered Harvard  College.  It  was  his  intention  after  graduating  to  devote 
himself  to  the  profession  of  his  father,  but  Just  before  commencement 
an  accident  deprived  him  of  one  of  his  eyes,  and  the  other,  from  sym- 
pathy, became  so  weak  that  he  could  not  use  it  with  safety.  He  spent 
two  years  in  travelling  in  England  and  on  the  continent,  where  he  con- 
sulted the  best  oculists,  but  obtained  no  relief.  On  his  retuni  home, 
the  question  presented  itself  to  him,  to  what  he  should  devote  his  life. 
Feeling  that  professional  life  would  make  greater  requisitions  upon 
the  organs  of  sight  than  literary  occupation,  in  which  he  could  make 
greater  use  of  the  eyes  of  others,  he  resolved  on  becoming  an  historian, 
and  to  devote  ten  years  in  preparing  himself  for  the  work.  It  was  a 
beautiful  sight,  indeed,  to  see  a  young  man  of  fortune,  whose  partial 
deprivation  of  sight  might  have  been  an  excuse  for  declining  all  exer- 
tion, thus  rising  above  his  affliction,  and  with  an  industry  that  never 
44 
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tired,  and  a  oonrage  that  never  faltered,  toiling  daj  after  dmy  asd  jw 
after  jear  for  an  end  so  worthy  and  so  noble.* 

He  selected  for  his  subject  the  *'  History  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,* 
one  of  the  few  important  subjects  of  Snropean  histcrj  which  had  i 
been  fuUj  treated  of,  and  which  seemed  to  inrite  the  hand  of  m  : 
This  great  work  appeared  in  1838,  and  was  published  simaltaneoosfy 
in  London  and  Boston.  It  was  received  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlaotis 
with  the  highest  praise.'    It  has  since  run  through  ixuLny  edit 


'  In  the  preface  to  his  **  History  of  the  Conquest  of  Peru,"  he  thus  (1^^ 
writes  of  himself:  "  While  at  the  Unirersity,  I  received  an  injury  in  one  ^ 
my  eyes,  which  deprived  me  of  the  sight  of  it.  The  other,  soon  alter,  was 
attacked  by  inflammation  so  severely  that  for  some  time  I  lost  the  si^t  of 
that  also ;  and,  though  it  was  subsequently  restored,  the  organ  was  so  m^^ 
disordered  as  to  remain  permanently  debilitated;  while,  twiee  in  my  hie 
since,  I  have  been  deprived  of  the  use  of  it  for  all  purposes  of  reading  aad 
writing  for  several  years  together.  It  was  during  one  of  these  periods  that  I 
received  from  Madrid  the  materials  for  the  *  History  of  Ferdinand  and  Isa- 
bella;' and  in  my  disabled  condition,  with  my  transatlantic  treasures  lying 
around  me,  I  was  like  one  pining  from  hunger  in  the  midst  of  abundsinoe. 
In  this  state  I  resolved  to  make  the  ear,  if  possible,  do  the  work  of  the  eye. 
I  procured  the  services  of  a  secretary,  who  read  to  me  the  various  anthoritiet  ; 
and  in  time  I  became  so  far  familiar  with  the  sounds  of  the  different  fbreigm 
languages  (to  some  of  which,  indeed,  I  had  been  previously  aecnatom«d  by  a 
residence  abroad),  that  I  could  comprehend  his  reading  without  moeh  dtt- 
calty.  As  the  reader  proceeded,  I  dictated  copious  notes ;  and,  when  thcee 
had  swelled  to  a  considerable  amount,  they  were  read  to  me  repeatedly,  till  I 
had  mastered  their  contents  sufficiently  for  the  purposes  of  oompositioa.  The 
same  notes  furnished  an  easy  means  of  reference  to  sustain  the  text. 

**  Still  another  difficulty  occurred  in  the  mechanical  labor  of  writing,  whkk 
I  found  a  severe  trial  to  the  eye.  This  was  remedied  by  means  of  a  writing- 
case,  such  as  is  used  by  the  blind,  which  enabled  me  to  commit  my  thoagbts 
to  paper  without  the  aid  of  sight,  serving  me  equally  well  in  the  dark  aa  ia 
the  light.  The  characters  thus  formed  made  a  near  approach  to  hierogly- 
phics ;  but  my  secretary  became  expert  in  the  art  of  deciphering,  and  a  fidr 
copy — with  a  liberal  allowance  for  unavoidable  blunders — was  transcribed 
for  the  use  of  the  printer.  I  have  described  the  process  with  more  minnte- 
ness,  as  some  curiosity  has  been  repeatedly  expressed  in  reference  to  my 
modus  operandi  under  my  privations,  and  the  knowledge  of  it  may  be  of  some 
assistance  to  others  in  similar  circumstances.        #        ♦        ♦         •        • 

*'But  a  change  has  taken  place  during  the  last  two  years.  The  sigki  af 
my  eye  has  become  gradually  dimmed,  while  the  sensibility  of  the  nerve  has 
been  so,  far  increased,  that  for  several  weeks  of  Uie  last  year  I  have  not 
opened  a  volume,  and  through  the  whole  time  I  have  not  had  the  use  of  it, 
on  an  average,  for  more  than  an  hour  a  day.  Nor  can  I  cheer  myself  with 
the  delusive  expectation  that,  impaired  as  the  organ  has  become,  from  having 
been  tasked,  probably,  beyond  its  strength,  it  can  ever  renew  its  youth,  or  be 
of  much  service  to  me  hereafter  in  my  literary  researches.  Whether  I  sbaQ 
have  the  heart  to  enter,  as  I  had  proposed,  on  a  new  and  more  extensive 
field  of  historical  labor,  with  these  impediments,  I  cannot  say.  Perhaps  loag 
habit,  and  a  natoral  desire  to  follow  up  the  career  which  I  have  so  long  pur- 
sued, may  make  this,  in  a  manner,  necessary,  as  my  past  experience  has 
already  proved  that  it  is  practicable." 

*  "Mr.  Prescott's  work  is  one  of  the  most  successful  historical  productioas 
of  our  time.    Besides  the  merits  which  we  have  already  alluded  to,  the  author 
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^vxd  been  translated  into  German,  Italian,  French,  and  Spanish.  This 
•^wsLS  followed  bj  his  "  Conqnest  of  Mexico,"  in  1843  ;  and  in  1847  ap- 
'S>«ared  his  "Conqnest  of  Pern  "  In  both  of  these  works  he  draws 
l.A.rgely  from  manuscript  materials  received  from  Spain ;  both  are 
^written  in  the  author's  most  attractive  and  brilliant  stjle ;  and  both 
^^ere  followed  by  the  highest  and  most  gratifying  success  in  Europe 
i^nd  America. 

In  1850,  Mr.  Prescott  made  a  short  visit  to  England,  where  he  was 
T'eceived  with  marked  kindness  and  respect  by  men  most  distin- 
guished in  society  and  letters,  and  where  the  ancient  University  of 
Oxford  conferred  on  him  the  honorary  degree  of  Doctor  in  Civil  Law. 


RBTUBN  OF  CX)LUMBU8. 

Qreat  was  the  agitation  io  the  little  community  of  Palos,  as 
they  beheld  the  well-known  vessel  of  the  admiral  re-entering 
their  harbor.  Their  desponding  imaginations  had  long  since 
consigned  him  to  a  watery  grave ;  for,  in  addition  to  the  pre- 
ternatural horrors  which  hung  over  the  voyage,  they  had 
experienced  the  most  stormy  and  disastrous  winter  within  the 
recollection  of  the  oldest  mariners.  Most  of  them  had  relatives 
or  friends  on  board.  They  thronged  immediately  to  the  shore 
to  assure  themselves  with  their  own  eyes  of  the  truth  of  their 
return.  When  they  beheld  their  faces  once  more,  and  saw 
them  accompanied  by  the  numerous  evidences  which  they 
brought  back  of  the  success  of  the  expedition,  they  burst  forth 
in  acclamations  of  joy  and  gratnlation.  They  awaited  the 
landing  of  Columbus,  when  the  whole  population  of  the  place 
accompanied  him  and  his  crew  to  the  principal  church,  where 
solemn  thanksgivings  were  offered  up  for  their  return ;  while 
every  bell  in  the  village  sent  forth  a  joyous  peel  in  honor  of 
the  glorious  event.  The  admiral  was  too  desirous  of  present- 
ing himself  before  the  sovereigns,  to  protract  his  stay  long  at 
Palos.  He  took  with  him  on  his  journey  specimens  of  the 
multifarious  products  of  the  newly  discovered  regions.     He 

ponesMB  one  which,  in  our  opinion,  is  worth  all  the  rest — that  is,  imparHality. 
The  inhabitant  of  another  world,  he  seems  to  hare  shaken  off  all  the  preju- 
dices of  oars ;  he  has  written  a  history  without  party  spirit,  and  without  bias 
of  any  sort.  In  a  word,  he  has,  in  every  respect,  made  a  most  viiluable  addi- 
tion to  oar  hiatorioal  literature." — Editthttrgh  Review^  Ixviii.  404. 

••  An  historical  work  that  need  hardly  fear  a  comparison  with  any  that  has 
issaed  from  the  European  press  since  this  century  began.'* — Loiuion  Quarterly 
"Review^  Uiv.  58. 
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was  aocompanied  by  several  of  the  native  islanders,  Brrmjtd  h 
their  simple  barbaric  costame,  and  decorated,  as  hepaasei 
through  the  principal  cities,  with  collars,  bracelets,  and  otto 
ornaments  of  gold,  radely  fashioned.  He  exhibited  also  coa- 
siderable  qaantities  of  the  same  metal  in  dost,  or  Id  cmdc 
masses,  nnmeroos  vegetable  exotics,  possessed  of  aromatic  or 
medicinal  virtue,  and  several  kinds  of  quadrupeds  anknowD  ia 
Europe,  and  birds  whose  varieties  of  gaudy  plumage  ^ve  a 
brilliant  effect  to  the  pageant.  The  admiraPs  progress  through 
the  country  was  everywhere  impeded  by  the  multitudes  throng- 
ing forth  to  gaze  at  the  extraordinary  spectacle,  and  the  more 
extraordinary  man,  who,  in  the  emphatic  language  of  that 
time,  which  has  now  lost  its  force  from  its  familiarity,  first  re- 
vealed the  existence  of  a  *'  New  World."  As  he  passed  through 
the  busy,  populous  city  of  Seville,  every  window,  balcony,  and 
housetop,  which  could  afford  a  glimpse  of  him,  is  described  to 
have  been  crowded  with  spectators.  It  was  the  middle  of 
April  before  Columbus  reached  Barcelona.  The  nobility  and 
cavaliers  in  attendance  on  the  court,  together  with  the  authori- 
ties of  the  city,  came  to  the  gates  to  receive  him,  and  escorted 
him  to  the  royal  presence.  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  were 
seated,  with  their  son.  Prince  John,  under  a  superb  canopy  of 
state,  awaiting  his  arrival.  On  his  approach,  they  rose  fh)ni 
their  seats,  and,  extending  their  hands  to  him  to  salute,  caused 
him  to  be  seated  before  them.  These  were  unprecedented 
marks  of  condescension,  to  a  person  of  Columbus's  rank,  in 
the  haughty  and  ceremonious  court  of  Castile.  It  was.  Indeed, 
the  proudest  moment  in  the  life  of  Columbus.  He  had  faBy 
established  the  truth  of  his  long-contested  theory.  In  the  face 
of  argument,  sophistry,  sneer,  skepticism,  and  contempt.  He 
had  achieved  this,  not  by  chance,  but  by  calculation,  supported 
through  the  most  adverse  circumstances  by  consummate  con- 
duct. The  honors  paid  him,  which  had  hitherto  been  reserved 
only  for  rank,  or  fortune,  or  military  success,  purchased  by  the 
blood  and  tears  of  thousands,  were,  in  his  case,  a  homage  to 
intellectual  power,  successfully  exerted  in  behalf  of  the  noblest 
interests  of  humanity. 


QUEEN  ISABELLA. 

Her  person  was  of  the  middle  height,  and  well  proportioned. 
She  had  a  clear,  fresh  complexion,  with  light  blue  eyea  aad 
auburn  hair,  a  style  of  beauty  exceedingly  rare  in  Spain.    Her 
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"eatares  were  regular,  and  universally  allowed  to  be  nncom- 
aionly  handsome.  The  illnsion  which  attaches  to  rank,  more 
^speciallj  when  nnited  with  engaging  manners,  might  lead  ns 
to  SQspect  some  exaggeration  in  the  encomiums  so  liberally 
lavished  on  her.  But  they  wonld  seem  to  be  in  a  great 
measure  justified  by  the  portraits  that  remain  of  her,  which 
combine  a  faultless  symmetry  of  features  with  singular  sweet- 
ness and  intelligence  of  expression. 

Her  manners  were  most  gracious  and  pleasing.    They  were 
marked  by  natural  dignity  and  modest  reserve,  tempered  by  an 
affabilitj  which  flowed  from  the  kindliness  of  her  disposition. 
She  was  the  last  person  t^  be  approached  with  undue  famili- 
arity ;  yet  the  respect  which  she  imposed  was  mingled  with  the 
strongest  feelings  of  devotion  and  love.     She  showed  great 
tact  in  accommodating  herself  to  the  peculinr  situation  and 
character  of  those  around  her.     She  appeared  in  arms  at  the 
head  of  her  troops,  and  shrunk  from  none  of  the  hardships 
of  war.      During  the  reforms  introduced  into  the  religious 
booses,  she  visited  the  nunneries  in  person,  taking  her  needle- 
work with  her,  and  passing  the  day  in  the  society  of  the  in- 
mates.    When  travelling  in  Galicia,  she  attired  herself  in  the 
costume  of  the  country,  borrowing  for  that  purpose  the  jewels 
and  other  ornaments  of  the  ladies  there,  and  returning  them 
with  liberal  additions.     By  this  condescending  and  captivating 
deportment,  as  well  as  by  her  higher  qualities,  she  gained  an 
ascendency  over  her  turbulent  subjects  which  no   king  of 
Spain  could  ever  boast. 

She  spoke  the  Castilian  with  much  elegance  and  correct- 
ness.   She  had  an  easy  fluency  of  discourse,  which,  though 
generally  of  a  serious  complexion,  was  occasionally  seasoned 
with  agreeable  sallies,  some  of  which  have  passed  into  pro- 
verbs.    She  was  temperate  even  to  abstemiousness  in   her 
diet,  seldom  or  never  tasting  wine,  and  so  frugal  in  her  table, 
that  the  daily  expenses  for  herself  and  family  did  not  ex- 
ceed the  moderate  sum  of  forty  ducats.      She  was  equally 
simple  and  economical  in  her  apparel.     On  all  public  occasions, 
indeed,  she  displayed  a  royal  magnificence ;  but  she  had  no 
relish  for  it  in  private;  and  she  freely  gave  away  her  clothes 
and  jewels  as  presents  to  her  friends.     Naturally  of  a  sedate, 
thoogh  cheerful  temper,  she  had  little  taste  for  the  frivolous 
amosements  which  make  up  so  much  of  a  court  life ;  and,  if 
she  encouraged  the  presence  of  minstrels  and  musicians  in  her 
palace,  it  was  to  wean  her  young  nobility  from  the  coarser  and 
less  intellectual  pleasures  to  which  they  were  addicted. 
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Among  her  moral  qdalities,  the  most  conspicaons,  perhaps, 
was  her  magnanimity.  She  betrayed  nothing  little  or  selfish 
in  thought  or  action.  Her  schemes  were  vast,  and  executed  in 
the  same  noble  spirit  in  which  they  were  conceived.  She  neTer 
employed  doubtful  agents  or  sinister  measures,  bnt  the  moct 
direct  and  open  policy.  She  scorned  to  avail  herself  of  adraii- 
tages  ofifered  by  the  perfidy  of  others.  Where  she  had  onc« 
given  her  confidence,  she  gave  her  hearty  and  steady  support ; 
and  she  was  scrnpulous  tb  redeem  any  pledge  she  had  made  to 
those  who  ventured  in  her  cause,  however  unpopular.  She 
snstained  Ximenes  in  all  his  obnoxious  but  salutary  reforms. 
She  seconded  Columbus  in  the  prosecution  of  his  ardooas 
enterprise,  and  shielded  him  from  the  calumny  of  his  enemies. 
She  did  the  same  good  service  to  her  favorite,  Gonsalvo  de 
Cordova ;  and  the  day  of  her  death  was  felt,  and,  as  it  proved, 
truly  felt  by  both,  as  the  last  of  their  good  fortune.  Artifice 
and  duplicity  were  so  abhorrent  to  her  character,  and  so  averse 
from  her  domestic  policy,  that,  when  they  appear  in  the  foreign 
relations  of  Spain,  it  is  certainly  not  imputable  to  her.  She 
was  incapable  of  harboring  any  petty  distrust  or  latent  malice ; 
and,  although  stem  in  the  execution  and  exaction  of  public 
justice,  she  made  the  most  generous  allowance,  and  even  some- 
times advances,  to  those  who  had  personally  injured  her. 

But  the  principle  which  gave  a  peculiar  coloring  to  every 
feature  of  Isabella's  mind  was  piety.  It  shone  forth  from  the 
very  depths  of  her  soul  with  a  heavenly  radiance,  which  illumi- 
nated her  whole  character.  Fortunately,  her  earliest  years 
had  been  passed  in  the  rugged  school  of  adversity,  under  the 
eye  of  a  mother  who  implanted  in  her  serious  mind  such  strong 
principles  of  religion  as  nothing  in  after  life  had  power  to 
shake.  At  an  early  age,  in  the  flower  of  youth  and  beauty, 
she  was  introduced  to  her  ^brother's  court ;  but  its  blandish- 
ments, so  dazzling  to  a  young  imagination,  had  no  power  over 
hers,  for  she  was  surrounded  by  a  moral  atmosphere  of  purity, 

"  Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt.*' 

Such  was  the  decorum  of  her  manners  that,  though  encom- 
passed by  false  friends  and  open  enemies,  not  the  slightest 
reproach  was  breathed  on  her  fair  name  in  this  corrupt  and 
calumnious  court. 


! 
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THE  GHARAOTEB  AND  FATE  OF  MONTEZUMA. 

It  is  not  easy  to  depict  the  portrait  of  Montezama  in  its  true 
colon,  gince  it  has  been  exhibited  to  ns  under  two  aspects,  of 
the  most  opposite  and  contradictory  character.  In  the  accounts 
gathered  of  him  by  the  Spaniards,  on  coming  into  the  country, 
he  was  uniformly  represented  as  bold  and  warlike,  unscrupulous 
as  to  the  means  of  gratifying  his  ambition,  hollow  and  perfidious, 
the  terror  of  his  foes,  with  a  haughty  bearing  which  made  him 
feared  even  by  his  own  people.  They  found  him,  on  the  con- 
trary, not  merely  affable  and  gracious,  but  disposed  to  waive 
all  the  advantages  of  his  own  position,  and  to  place  them  on  a 
footing  with  himself;  making  their  wishes  his  law;  gentle  even 
to  effeminacy  in  his  deportment,  and  constant  in  his  friendship, 
while  his  whole  nation  was  in  arms  against  them.  Yet  these 
traits,  so  contradictory,  were  truly  enough  drawn.  They  are 
to  be  explained  by  the  extraordinary  circumstances  of  his 
position. 

When  Montezuma  ascended  the  throne,  he  was  scarcely 
twenty-three  years  of  age.  Young,  and  ambitious  of  extend- 
ing his  empire,  he  was  continually  engaged  in  war,  and  is  said 
to  have  been  present  himself  in  nine  pitched  battles.  He  was 
greatly  renowned  for  his  martial  prowess,  for  he  belonged  to 
the  Quachictin,  the  highest  military  order  of  his  nation,  and 
one  into  which  but  few,  even  of  its  sovereigns,  had  been  ad- 
mitted. In  later  life,  he  preferred  intrigue  to  violence,  as  more 
consonant  to  his  character  and  priestly  education.  In  this  he 
was  as  great  an  adept  as  any  prince  of  his  time,  and,  by  arts 
not  very  honorable  to  himself,  succeeded  in  filching  away  much 
of  the  territory  of  his  royal  kinsman  of  Tezcuco.  Severe  in 
the  administration  of  justiqe,  he  made  important  reforms  in 
the  arrangement  of  the  tribunals.  He  introduced  other  innova- 
tions in  the  royal  household,  creating  new  offices,  introducing 
a  lavish  magnificence  and  forms  of  courtly  etiquette  unknown 
to  his  ruder  predecessors.  He  was,  in  short,  most  attentive  to 
all  that  concerned  the  exterior  and  pomp  of  royalty.  Stately 
and  decorous,  he  was  careful  of  his  own  dignity,  and  might  be 
said  to  be  as  great  an  ''actor  of  majesty''  among  the  barbarian 
potentates  of  the  New  World,  as  Louis  the  Fourteenth  was 
among  the  polished  princes  of  Europe. 

He  was  deeply  tinctured,  moreover,  with  that  spirit  of  bigotry 
which  threw  such  a  shade  over  the  latter  days  of  the  French 
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monarch.  He  received  ^he  Spaniards  as  the  beings  predicted 
by  his  oracles.  The  anxious  dread,  with  which  he  had  evaded 
their  proffered  visit,  was  founded  on  the  same  feelings  which 
led  him  so  blindly  to  resign  himself  to  them  on  their  approach. 
He  felt  himself  rebuked  by  their  superior  genius.  He  at  once 
conceded  all  that  they  demanded — his  treasures,  his  power, 
even  his  person.  For  their  sake,  he  forsook  his  wonted 
occupations,  his  pleasures,  his  most  familiar  habits.  He  might 
be  said  to  forego  his  nature ;  and,  aa  his  subjects  asserted,  to 
change  his  sex  and  become  a  woman.  If  we  cannot  refnae  our 
contempt  for  the  pusillanimity  of  the  Aztec  monarch,  it  sboakl 
be  mitigated  by  the  consideration  that  his  pusillanimity  sprang 
from  his  superstition,  and  that  superstition  in  the  savage  is  the 
substitute  for  religious  principle  in  the  civilized  man. 

It  is  not  easy  to  contemplate  the  fate  of  Montezuma  without 
feelings  of  the  strongest  compassion — to  see  him  thus  borne 
along  the  tide  of  events  beyond  his  power  to  avert  or  control ; 
to  see  him,  like  some  stately  tree,  the  pride  of  his  own  Indian 
forests,  towering  aloft  in  the  pomp  and  majesty  of  its  branches* 
by  its  very  eminence  a  mark  for  the  thunderbolt,  the  first  victim 
of  the  tempest  which  was  to  sweep  over  its  native  hills !  When 
the  wise  King  of  Tezcuco  addressed  his  royal  relative  at  his 
coronation,  he  exclaimed :  ''  Happy  the  empire,  which  ia  now  in 
the  meridian  of  its  prosperity,  for  the  sceptre  is  given  to  one 
whom  the  Almighty  has  in  his  keeping;  and  the  nations  shall 
hold  him  in  reverence!"  Alas  I  the  subject  of  this  auspicious 
invocation  lived  to  see  his  empire  melt  away  like  the  winter's 
wreath ;  to  see  a  strange  race  drop,  as  it  were,  from  the  clouds 
on  his  land ;  to  find  himself  a  prisoner  in  the  palace  of  his 
fathers,  the  companion  of  those  who  were  the  enemies  of  bta 
gods  and  his  people ;  to  be  insulted,  reviled,  trodden  in  the 
dust,  by  the  meanest  of  his  subjects,  by  those  who,  a  f^w  months 
previous,  had  trembled  at  his  glance ;  drawing  his  last  breath 
in  the  halls  of  the  stranger — a  lonely  outcast  in  the  heart  of 
his  own  capital  I  He  was  the  sad  victim  of  destiny — a  destiny 
as  dark  and  irresistible  in  its  march  as  that  which  broods  over 
the  mythic  legends  of  antiquity  1 


ARABIA — ^ITS  UTERATURE  AND  POUTIOAL  POWXB. 

It  is  unfortunate  for  the  Arabians  that  their  literature  should 
be  locked  up  in  a  character  and  idiom  so  difficult  of  access  to 
European  scholars.     Their  wild,  imaginative  poetry,  scarcely 
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capable  of  transfdsioQ  iDto  a  foreign  tongue,  is  made  known  to 
as  only  through  the  medium  of  bald  prose  translation  ;  while 
their  scientific  treatises  have  been  done  into  Latin  with  an  inac- 
curacy which,  to  make  use  of  a  pun  of  Casiri's,  merits  the  name 
of  perversions  rather  than  versions  of  the  originals.  How 
obviously  inadequate,  then,  are  our  means  of  forming  any  just 
estimate  of  their  literary  merits !  It  is  unfortunate  for  them, 
moreover,  that  the  Turks,  the  only  nation  which,  from  an  iden- 
tity of  religion  and  government  with  the  Arabs,  as  well  as 
from  its  political  consequence,  would  seem  to  represent  them 
on  the  theatre  of  modem  Europe,  should  be  a  race  so  de- 
graded ;  one  which,  during  the  five  centuries  that  it  has  been  in 
possession  of  the  finest  climate  and  monuments  of  antiquity, 
has  so  seldom  been  quickened  into  a  display  of  genius,  or  even 
condescended  to  avail  itself  of  the  literary  treasures  descended 
from  its  ancient  masters.  Yet  this  people,  so  sensual  and 
sluggish,  we  are  apt  to  confound  in  imagination  with  the 
sprightly,  intellectual  Arab.  Both  indeed  have  been  subjected 
to  the  influence  of  the  same  degrading  political  and  religious 
institutions,  which  on  the  Turks  have  produced  tbe  results 
naturally  to  have  been  expected ;  while  the  Arabians,  on  the 
other  hand,  exhibit  the  extraordinary  phenomenon  of  a  nation, 
under  all  these  embarrassments,  rising  to  a  high  degree  of 
elegance  and  intellectual  culture. 

The  empire,  which  once  embraced  more  than  half  of  the 
ancient  world,  has  now  shrunk  within  its  original  limits  ;  and 
the  Bedouin  wanders  over  his  native  desert  as  free,  and  almost 
as  uncivilized,  as  before  the  coming  of  his  apostle.  The  lan- 
guage, which  was  once  spoken  along  the  southern  shores  of  the 
Mediterranean,  and  the  whole  extent  of  the  Indian  Ocean,  is 
broken  up  into  a  variety  of  discordant  dialects.  Darkness  has 
again  settled  over  those  regions  of  Africa,  which  were  illumined 
by  the  light  of  learning.  The  elegant  dialect  of  the  Koran  is 
studied  as  a  dead  language,  even  in  the  birthplace  of  the  pro- 
phet. Not  a  printing-press  at  this  day  is  to  be  found  through- 
out the  whole  Arabian  peninsula.  Even  in  Spain,  in  Christian 
Spain,  alas,  the  contrast  is  scarcely  less  degrading  1  A  death- 
like torpor  has  succeeded  to  her  former  intellectual  activity. 
Her  cities  are  emptied  of  the  population  with  which  they  teemed 
in  the  days  of  the  Saracens.  Her  climate  is  as  fair ;  but  her 
fields  no  longer  bloom  with  the  same  rich  and  variegated  hus- 
bandry. Her  most  interesting  monuments  are  those  constructed 
by  the  Arabs;  and  the  traveller,  as  he  wanders  amid  their 
desolate  but  beautiful  ruins,  ponders  on  the  "destinies  of  a 
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people  whose  very  existence  seems  now  to  have  been  almost : 
rancifal  as  the  magical  creations  in  one  of  their  own  fairj  tale&. 


CATHARINE  MARIA  SEDGWICK. 

This  oluurmiiig  writer  was  bom  in  Stookbridge,  Massaohnsetts.  Her 
father,  the  Hon.  Theodore  Sedgwick,  one  of  the  first  men  in  the  8tal«, 
was  at  one  time  Speaker  of  the  Honse  of  ReprasentatiTes,  and  after- 
wards Senator  in  Congress,  and  at  the  time  of  his  death  (Janoaxy  24, 
1813),  was  a  Judge  of  the  Supreme  Coart  of  Massaohusetta. 

Miss  Sedgwick  first  appeared  as  an  author  in  1S22,  bj  the  pnUiea^ 
tion  of  "  A  New  England  Tale,"  the  success  of  which  waa  so  great  aa 
to  induce  her  to  continue  in  a  career  so  auspiciously  begun.  In  1824, 
she  published  "  Redwood — a  Tale,'!  which  immediately  beoame  rtry 
popular.  In  1827,  appeared  "  Hope  Leslie,  or  Early  Times  in  Maasa- 
ohusetts,'*  in  two  volumes ;  in  1830,  *'  Clarence,  a  Tale  of  Our  Own 
Times ;"  and  in  1835,  "  The  Linwoods,  or  Sixty  Years  Since  in  Ame- 
rica," the  last,  and,  as  many  think,  the  best  of  her  novels.' 

In  1836,  she  struck  out  into  a  new  path,  and  gave  to  the  public 
<<  The  Poor  Rich  Man,  and  the  Rich  Poor  Man,"  the  first  of  an  admi- 
rable series  of  stories,  illustrative  of  every-day  life.  This  was  fol- 
lowed by  *'  Live,  and  Let  Live" — and  this,  by  "  Means  and  Ends,  or  Self- 
training."  Then  appeared  two  volumes  of  delightful  Juvenile  talaa — 
"  A  Love  Token  for  Children,"  and  *^  Stories  for  Young  Persona." 

In  1839,  Miss  Sedgwick  went  to  Europe,  and  during  the  year  she 
was  there,  wrote  her  '*  Letters  from  Abroad  to  Qndred  at  Home," 
which,  on  her  return,  were  published  in  two  volumes.  She  haa  also 
written  a  "  Life  of  Lucretia  M.  Davidson,"  published  in  the  aeventh 
volume  of  "  Sparks'  American  Biography ;"  and  has  ooniribated  maoy 
articles  for  *<  The  Lady's  Book,"  and  other  periodicals. 

A  discriminating  critic  thud  speaks  of  the  character  of  her  writinga: 
*'  It  is  impossible  to  speak  of  her  works  without  a  particular  regard 
to  their  moral  and  religious  character.    We  know  no  writer  of  the 

'  <*  We  think  this  work  the  most  agreeable  that  Miis  BedgWiek  haa  ^ 
published.  It  is  written  throughout  with  the  same  good  taste,  and  quiet, 
unpretending  power,  which  characterise  all  her  productions,  and  is  superior 
to  most  of  them  in  the  variety  of  the  characters  brought  into  aetion,  aad  th« 
interest  of  the  fable."— iVbr/A  Am.  R$v.,  jlM.  160. 
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olaM  to  which  she  belongs,  who  has  done  more  to  Incnlcate  just  reli- 
gions sentiments.  Thej  are  never  obtruded,  nor  are  thej  ever  sup- 
pressed. It  is  not  the  religion  of  observances,  nor  of  professions,  nor 
of  articles  of  faith,  but  of  the  heart  and  life.  It  alwajs  comes  forth, 
not  as  something  said  or  done  from  a  sense  of  necessitj  or  dutj,  but 
as  i>art  of  the  character,  and  inseparable  from  its  strength,  as  well  as 
from  its  grace  and  beauty.  It  is  a  union  of  that  faith  which  works 
bjr  love,  with  that  clyirity  which  never  faileth. 

"  There  is  another  characteristic  of  Miss  Sedgwick's  writings  which 
should  not  be  overlooked.  We  allude  to  their  great  good  sense  and 
practical  discretion ;  the  notableness  which  they  evince  and  recom- 
mend. This  is  so  true,  that  we  recollect  having  heard  a  zealous  utili- 
tarian declare,  after  reading  one  of  her  works,  that  political  economy 
might  be  taught  to  the  greatest  advantage  through  the  medium  of 
romances."* 

A  BABBATH  IN  NEW  XNOLAND. 

The  obserYance  of  the  Sabbath  began  with  the  Paritans,  as 
it  still  does  with  a  great  portion  of  their  descendants,  on 
Saturday  night  At  the  going  down  of  the  son  on  Saturday, 
all  temporal  affairs  were  suspended ;  and  so  zealously  did  our 
fathers  maintain  the  letter,  as  well  as  the  spirit  of  the  law, 
that,  according  to  a  yulgar  tradition  in  Connecticut,  no  beer 
was  brewed  in  the  latter  part  of  the  week,  lest  it  should  pre- 
sume to  work  on  Sunday. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  the  tendency  of  the  age  is  to  laxity ; 
and  so  rapidly  is  the  wholesome  strictness  of  primitive  times 
abating,  that,  should  some  antiquary,  fifty  years  hence,  in  ex- 
ploring his  garret  rubbish,  chance  to  cast  his  eye  on  our  humble 
pages,  he  may  be  surprised  to  learn,  that  even  now  the  Sabbath 
is  observed,  in  the  interior  of  New  England,  with  an  almost 
Judaical  severity. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  an  uncommon  bustle  is  apparent* 
The  great  class  of  procrastinators  are  hurrying  to  and  fro  to 
complete  the  lagging  business  of  the  week.  The  good  mothers, 
like  Bums'  matron,  are  plying  their  needles,  making  "auld 
elaes  look  amaist  as  weePs  the  now;"  while  the  domestics,  or 
help  (we  prefer  the  national  descriptive  term),  are  wielding,  with 
might  and  main,  their  brooms  and  mapi^  to  make  all  tidy  for 
the  Sabbath. 

'  National  Portrait  Gallery. 
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As  the  day  declines,  the  bnm  of  labor  dies  awaj,  and,  slier 
the  son  is  set,  perfect  stillness  reigns  in  ererj  well-ordered 
household,  and  not  a  footfall  is  heai^  in  the  village  street.  Il 
cannot  be  denied,  that  even  the  roost  scriptural,  missBg  the 
excitement  of  their  ordinary  occopations,  anticipate  their  ssoal 
bedtime.  The  obvioos  inference  from  this  fact  is  akilfslfy 
avoided  by  certain  ingenioos  reasoners,  who  allege  that  the 
constitntion  was  originally  so  organized  as  to  reqnire  ftn  extzm 
quantity  of  sleep  on  every  seventh  night  We  recommend  H 
to  the  cnrioas  to  inqnire  how  this  pecoliarity  was  adjnsted, 
when  the  first  day  of  the  week  was  changed  from  Satoniay  to 
Snnday. 

The  Sabbath  morning  is  as  peaceful  as  the  first  hallowed 
day.  Not  a  haman  sonnd  is  heard  withoot  the  dwellings,  aad, 
but  for  the  lowing  of  the  herds,  the  crowing  of  the  cocks,  and 
the  gossiping  of  the  birds,  animal  life  would  seem  to  be  extinct, 
till,  at  the  bidding  of  the  church-going  bell,  the  old  and  yooag 
issue  from  their  habitations,  and,  with  solemn  demeanor,  bead 
their  measured  steps  to  the  meeting-house;  the  families  of  the 
minister,  the  squire,  the  doctor,  the  merchant,  the  modest  gentry 
of  the  village,  and  the  mechanic  and  laborer,  all  arrayed  in 
their  best,  all  meeting  on  even  ground,  and  all  with  that  con- 
sciousness of  independence  and  equality  which  breaks  down 
the  pride  of  the  rich,  and  rescues  the  poor  from  servility,  envy, 
and  discontent.  If  a  morning  salutation  is  reciprocated,  it  is 
in  a  suppressed  voice;  and  if,  perchance,  nature,  in  some  reek- 
less  urchin,  burst  forth  in  laughter,  "My  dear,  you  forget  iV% 
Sunday,''  is  the  ever  ready  reproof. 

Though  every  face  wears  a  solemn  aspect,  yet  we  once 
chanced  to  see  even  a  deacon's  muscles  relax  by  the  wit  of  a 
neighbor,  and  heard  him  allege,  in  a  half-deprecating,  hal^ 
laughing  voice,  "The  squire  is  so  droll,  that  a  body  ranst 
laugh,  though  it  be  Sabbath-day." 

The  farmer's  ample  wagon,  and  the  little  one-horse  vebide, 
bring  in  all  who  reside  at  an  inconvenient  walking  distanee — 
that  is  to  say,  in  our  riding  community,  half  a  mile  from  the 
church.  It  is  a  pleasing  sight,  to  those  who  love  to  note  the 
happy  peculiarities  of  their  own  land,  to  see  the  fisrm^s' 
daughters,  blooming,  intelligent,  well-bred,  pouring  out  of 
these  homely  coaches,  with  their  nice  white  gowns,  prunel 
shoes,  Leghorn  hats,  fans  and  parasols,  and  the  spruce  young 
men,  with  their  plaited  ruffles,  blue  coats,  and  yellow  buttons. 
The  whole  community  meet  as  one  reliprious  family,  to  off^ 
their  devotions  at  the  common  altar.     If  there  is  an  outlaw 
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firom  the  society — a  luckless  wight,  whose  Tagraot  taste  has 
never  been  sabdaed — he  may  be  seen  stealing  along  the  margin 
of  some  little  brook,  far  away  from  the  condemning  observa- 
tion and  troublesome  admonitions  of-  his  fellows. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  day  (or  to  borrow  a  phrase  descrip- 
tive of  his  feelings  who  first  used  it),  **  when  the  Sabbath  begins 
to  abate,"  the  children  cluster  about  the  windows.  Their  eyes 
wander  from  their  catechism  to  tl^  western  sky,  and,  though  it 
seems  to  them  as  if  the  sun  would  never  disappear,  his  broad 
disk  does  slowly  sink  behind  the  mountain ;  and,  while  his  last 
ray  still  lingers  on  the  eastern  summits,  merry  voices  break 
forth,  and  the  ground  resounds  with  bounding  footsteps.  The 
village  belle  arrays  herself  for  her  twilight  walk;  the  boys 
gather  on  *'the  ^een;"  the  lads  and  girls  throng  to  the 
"singing  school;''  while  some  coy  maiden  lingers  at  home, 
awaiting  her  expected  suitor;  and  all  enter  upon  the  pleasures 
of  the  evening  with  as  keen  a  relish  as  if  the  day  had  been  a 
preparatory  penance. 


THE  SECajET  OF  HAFPINS6S. 

"  Well,"  said  Debby,  ''  contentment  is  a  good  thing,  and  a 
rare;  but  I  guess  it  dwells  most  where  people  would  least  ex- 
pect to  find  it.  There's  Ellen  Bruce;  she  has  had  troubles  that 
would  fret  some  people  to  death,  and  yet  I  have  seldom  seen 
her  with  a  doudy  face." 

"  How  do  you  account  for  that.  Miss  Debby?  I  am  curious 
to  get  at  this  secret  of  happiness,  for  I  have  been  in  great 
straits  sometimes  for  the  want  of  it." 

"  Why,  I'll  tell  you.  Now,  Ellen,  I  don't  mean  to  praise 
you" — and  she  looked  at  Ellen,  while  an  expression  of  affection 
spread  over  her  rough-featured  face.  **  The  truth  is,  Ellen  has 
been  so  busy  about  making  other  people  happy,  that  she  has 
no  time  to  think  of  herself;  instead  of  grieving  about  her  own 
troubles,  she  has  tried  to  lessen  other  people's ;  instead  of  talk- 
ing about  her  own  feelings,  and  thinking  about  them,  yon 
would  not  know  she  had  any,  if  you  did  not  see  she  always 
knew  just  how  other  people  felt" 

''Stop,  stop,  Deborah,  my  good  friend,"  said  Ellen;  "you 
must  not  turn  flatterer  in  your  old  age." 

"Flattererl  The  Lord  have  mercy  on  you,  girl;  nothing 
was  farther  from  my  thoughts  than  flattering.  I  meant  just  to 
45 
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tell  this  yoang  lady,  for  her  information,  that  the  secret  of  ba|>- 
piness  was  to  forget  yourself,  and  care  for  the  happiness  of 
others." 

'*  You  are  right — ^I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  Miss  Camp- 
bell, with  animation;  "  though  I  have  practised  very  little  after 
your  golden  rule." 

"The  more's  the  pity,  young  woman ;  for,  depend  on  it,  it's 
the  safe  rule,  and  the  sure ;  I  have  scriptur'  warrant  for  it,  be- 
side my  own  observation ;  which,  as  you  may  judge,  has  not 
been  small.  It's  a  strange  thing,  this  happiness ;  it  pntfi  me 
in  mind  of  an  old  Indian  I  have  heard  of,  who  said  to  a  boy 
who  was  begging  him  for  a  bow  and  arrow,  'the  more  yon  say 
bow  and  arrow,  the  more  I  won't  make  it.'  There's  poor  Mr. 
Redwood;  as  far  as  I  can  find  out,  he  has  had  nothing  all  his 
life  to  do,  but  to  go  up  and  down,  and  to  and  fro  upon  the 
earth,  in  search  of  happiness ;  look  at  his  face :  it  is  as  sorrow- 
ful as  a  tombstone,  and  just  makes  you  ponder  upon  what  has 
been,  and  what  might  have  been ;  and  his  kickshaw  of  a  daugh- 
ter— why  I,  Debby  Lennox,  a  lone  old  woman  that  I  am,  would 
not  change  places  with  her — would  not  give  np  my  peaceable 
feelings  for  hers,  for  all  the  gold  in  the  king's  coffers  :  and  for 
the  most  part,  since  I  have  taken  a  peep  into  what's  called  the 
world,  I  have  seen  little  to  envy  among  the  great  and  the  gay, 
the  rich  and  handsome." 

**  And  yet,  Miss  Debby,"  said  Grace,  "  the  world  looks  upon 
these  as  the  privileged  classes." 

'*  Ah !  the  world  is  foolish,  and  stupid  besides." 

**  Well,  Miss  Deborah,  I  have  unbounded  confidence  in  your 
wisdom,  but  since  my  lot  is  cast  in  this  same  evil  world,  I 
should  be  sorry  to  think  there  was  no  good  in  it." 

"  No  good,  Miss  I  that  was  what  I  did  not,  and  would  not 
say.  There  is  good  in  everything,  and  everywhere,  if  we  have 
but  eyes  to  see  it,  and  hearts  to  confess  it.  There  is  some  pure 
gold  mixed  with  all  this  glitter;  some  here  that  seem  to  hare 
as  pure  hearts  and  just  minds  as  if  they  had  never  stood  in 
the  dazzling  sunshine  of  fortune." 

"  You  mean  to  say,  Deborah,"  said  Ellen, "  that  contentment 
is  a  modest,  prudent  spirit;  and  that,  for  the  most  part,  she 
avoids  the  high  places  of  the.  earth,  where  the  sun  bums,  and 
the  tempests  beat,  and  leads  her  favorites  along  quiet  vales,  and 
to  sequestered  fountains." 

"Just  what  I  would  have  said,  Ellen,  though  it  may  not  be 
just  OS  I  should  have  said  it,"  replied  Deborah,  smiling. 
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*'  You  young  folks  like  to  dress  off  everything  with  garlands, 
while  SQch  a  plain  old  body  as  I  only  thinks  of  the  sabstan- 
tials." 

MB.  AIKIN'S  opinion  OF  RI0HS8. 

"  I  mast  say,  I  think  there  is  a  useless  and  senseless  ontcry 
against  rich  men.  It  comes  from  the  ignorant,  anobserving, 
and  unreflecting.  We  mast  remember  that  in  our  country 
there  are  no  fixed  classes :  the  poor  family  of  this  generation 
is  the  rich  family  of  the  next;  and  more  than  that,  the  poor  of 
to-day  are  the  rich  of  to-morrow,  and  the  rich  of  to-day  the 
poor  of  to-morrow.  The  prizes  are  open  to  all,  and  they  fall 
without  favor.  Our  rich  people,  too,  are,  many  of  them,  among 
the  very  best  persons  in  society.  I  know  some  such  :  there  is 
Mr.  Beckwith;  he  has  ten  talents,  and  a  faithful  steward  is  he; 
he  and  his  whole  family  are  an  honor  and  blessing  to  their 
country ;  doing,  in  every  way,  all  the  good  they  can.  Such  a 
rich  man  as  Morris  Finley  I  despise,  or  rather  pity,  as  much 
as  you  or  any  man  can ;  but  pray  do  not  let  us  envy  him 
bis  riches;  they  are  something  quite  independent  of  himself; 
and  can  a  man  be  really  poorer  than  he  is — a  poor  mind,  a 
poor  heart  ? — that  is  the  poverty  to  shun.  As  to  rich  men  being 
at  their  ease,  Miner,  every  acquisition  brings  a  new  want — a 
new  responsibility. '' 

"But,  Aikin,  Aikin;  now,  candidly,  would  you  not  be  will- 
ing to  take  their  wants  and  responsibilities  with  their  purses?" 

"I  cannot  say.  Miner;  money  is  the  representative  of  power 
—the  means  of  extended  usefulness;  and  we  ail  have  dreams 
of  the  wonderful  good  we  should  do,  if  we  had  these  means  in 
our  hands.  But  this  I  do  know ;  that,  till  we  are  conscious  of 
employing,  and  employing  well,  the  means  we  have,  we  ought 
not  to  crave  more.  But  let  us  look  at  the  matter  in  the  right 
point  of  view.  We  are  all  children  of  one  family;  all  are  to 
live  here  a  few  years;  some  in  one  station,  and  some  in  another. 
We  are  all  of  us,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  laborers  in 
our  Father's  field;  and  as  we  sow,  so  shall  we  reap.  If  we 
labor  rightly,  those  words  of  truth  and  immense  import  will 
sound  in  our  ears  like  a  promise,  and  not  like  a  threat.  We 
shall  work  at  our  posts  like  faithful  children,  not  like  tasked 
slaves ;  and  shall  be  sure  of  the  riches  that  perish  not  in  the 
using.  As  to  all  other  riches,  it  is  not  worth  our  while  to 
covet  or  envy  them ;  except  in  some  rare  cases,  we  have  all,  in 
this  country,  gifts  and  means  enough." 
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UNOLE  PHIL  AND  HIS  INVALID  DAUOHTBR. 

It  was  a  loTelj  morning  in  Jone  when  Uncle  Phil  set  fortk 
for  New  York  with  his  invalid  daughter.  Ineffable  happioe 
shone  throagh  his  honest  face,  and  there  was  a  slight  flush  of 
hope  and  expectation  on  Charlotte's  usaallj  pale  and  tranqaH 
countenance  as  she  half  rebuked  Susan's  last  sanguine  expres- 
sion. 

''Yon  will  come  home  as  well  as  I  am,  I  know  jou  wilt, 
Lottie  I" 

"  Not  well — oh,  no,  Susy,  but  better,  I  expect — I  mean,  I 
hope.  I' 

"  Better,  then,  if  you  are,  that  is  to  say,  a  great  deal  bttUr — 
I  shall  be  satisfied,  sha'n't  yon,  Harry  ?" 

"  I  shall  be  satisfied  that  it  was  best  for  her  to  go,  if  she  if 
any  better." 

"  I  trust  we  shall  all  be  satisfied  with  God's  will,  whrntCTer 
it  may  be,"  said  Charlotte,  turning  her  eye  full  of  gratitude 
upon  Harry.  Harry  arranged  her  cushions  as  nobody  else 
could  to  support  her  weak  back :  Susan  disposed  her  doak  so 
that  Charlotte  could  draw  it  around  her  if  the  air  proved  too 
fresh  ;  and  then,  taking  her  willow  basket  in  her  hand,  the  last 
words  were  spoken,  and  they  set  forth.  Uncle  Phil  was  in  the 
happiest  of  his  happy  humors.  He  commended  the  wagon — 
"it  was  just  like  sitting  at  home  in  a  rocking-chair — ^it  is  kind 
o'  lucky  that  you  are  lame,  Lottie,  or  may  be  Mrs.  Sibley  would 
not  have  offered  to  loan  us  her  wagon.  I  was  dreadful  'fratd 
we  should  have  to  go  down  the  North  River.  I  tell  you,  Lottie, 
when  I  crossed  over  it  once,  I  was  a'most  scared  to  death — the 
water  went  swash,  swash — ^there  was  nothing  but  a  plaok  be- 
tween me  and  etamity;  and  I  thought  in  my  heart  I  should 
have  gone  down,  and  nobody  would  ever  have  heard  of  me 
again.  I  wonder  folks  can  be  so  foolish  as  to  go  on  water 
when  they  can  travel  on  solid  land — but  I  suppose  some  do  \^ 

"  It  is  pleasanter,"  said  Charlotte,  "to  travel  at  this  season 
where  you  can  see  the  beautiful  fruits  of  the  earth,  as  we  do 
now,  on  all  sides  of  us."  Uncle  Phil  replied,  and  talked  on 
without  disturbing  his  daughter's  quiet  and  meditation.  They 
travelled  slowly,  but  he  was  never  impatient,  and  she  never 
wearied,  for  she  was  an  observer  and  lover  of  nature.  The 
earth  was  clothed  with  its  richest  green — was  all  green,  but  of 
infinitely  varied  tints.     The  young  com  was  shooting  forth — 
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the  winter  wheat  already  waved  over  many  a  fertile  hill-side — 
the  izrardens  were  newly  made,  and  clean,  and  fall  of  promise — 
flowers,  in  this  month  of  their  abundance,  perfumed  the  woods, 
and  decked  the  gardens  and  court-yards ;  and  where  nothing 
else  grew,  there  were  lilacs  and  peonies  in  plenty.  The  yoang 
lambs  were  frolicking  in  the  fields — ^the  chickens  peeping  abont 
the  barn-yards ;  and  birds,  thousands  of  them,  singing  at  their 
work. 

Oar  travellers  were  descending  a  mountain  where  their  view 
extended  over  an  immense  tract  of  country,  for  the  most  part 
richly  cultivated. 

"I  declare,"  exclaimed  Uncle  Phil,  '*how  much  land  there 
is  in  the  world,  and  I  don't  own  a  foot  on't,  only  our  little 
half-acre  lot — it  don't  seem  hardly  right."  Uncle  Phil  y[eLS  no 
agrarian,  and  he  immediately  added :  ''But,  after  all,  1  guess  I 
am  better  off  without  it — it  would  be  a  dreadful  care." 

"  Contentment  with  godliness  is  great  gain,"  said  Charlotte. 
"  You've  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  Lottie ;  1  don't  know 
who  should  be  contented  if  I  ain't — I  always  have  enough,  and 
everybody  is  friendly  to  me — and  you  and  Susan  are  worth  a 
mint  of  money  to  me.  For  all  what  I  said  about  the  land,  I 
really  think  I  have  got  my  full  share." 

"  We  can  all  have  our  share  in  the  beauties  of  God's  earth 
wiihont  owning,  as  you  say,  a  foot  of  it,"  rejoined  Charlotte. 
"  We  must  feel  it  is  our  Father's.  I  am  sure  the  richest  man 
in  the  world  cannot  take  more  pleasure  in  looking  at  a  beauti- 
fdl  prospect  than  I  do — or  in  breathing  this  sweet,  sweet  air. 
It  seems  to  me,  father,  as  if  everything  I  look  upon  was  ready 
to  burst  forth  in  a  hymn  of  praise— and  there  is  enough  in  my 
heart  to  make  verses  of  if  I  only  knew  how." 

"  That's  the  mystery,  Lottie,  how  they  do  it — I  can  make 
one  line,  but  I  can  never  get  a  fellow  to  it." 

"Well,  father,  as  Susy  would  say,  it's  a  comfort  to  have 
'  the  feeling,  though  you  can't  express  it." 

Charlotte  was  right.  It  is  a  great  comfort  and  happiness 
to  have  the  feeling,  and  happy  would  it  be  if  those  who  live  in 
the  country  were  more  sensible  to  the  beauties  of  nature ;  if 
they  could  see  something  in  the  glorious  forest  besides  "good 
wood  and  timber  lots" — something  in  the  green  valley  besides 
a  "warm  soil" — something  in  a  water-fall  besides  a  "mill-privi- 
lege." There  is  a  susceptibility  in  every  human  heart  to  the 
ever-present  and  abounding  beauties  of  nature;  and  whose 
fault  is  it  that  this  taste  is  not  awakened  and  directed?  If 
the  poet  and-  the  painter  cannot  bring  down  their  arts  to  the 
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level  of  tbe  poor,  are  there  none  to  be  God's  interpreters  to 
them — ^to  teach  them  to  read  the  great  book  of  natore  ? 

The  laboring  classes  onght  not  to  lose  the  pleasures  tint, 
in  the  country,  are  before  them  from  dawn  to  twilight — plea- 
sures t^at  might  counterbalance,  and  often  do,  the  profile  of 
the  merchant,  pent  in  his  city  coonting-honse,  and  all  Hie 
honors  the  lawyer  earns  between  the  conrt-rooms  and  his 
office.  We  only  wish  that  more  was  made  of  the  primUge  of 
conntry  life ;  that  the  farmer's  wife  wonld  steal  some  moments 
from  her  cares  to  point  out  to  her  children  the  beauties  of 
nature,  whether  amid  the  hills  and  yalleys  of  our  inland  coon- 
try,  or  on  the  sublime  shores  of  the  ocean.  -Over  the  city,  too. 
hangs  the  vault  of  heaven — "  thick  inlaid"  with  the  witnesses  of 
Qod'9  power  and  goodness — ^his  altars  are  everywhere. 

The  rich  man  who  "lives  at  home  at  ease,"  and  goes  irri- 
tated and  fretting  through  the  country  because  he  misses  at  tbe 
taverns  the  luxuries  of  his  own  house — who  finds  the  tea  bad 
and  coffee  worse — ^the  food  ill  cooked  and  table  ill  served — no 
mattresses,  no  silver  forks — who  is  obliged  to  endure  the  vul- 
garity of  a  common  parlor — and,  in  spite  of  the  inward  chafing, 
give  a  civil  answer  to  whatever  questions  may  be  put  to  him, 
cannot  conceive  of  the  luxuries  our  travellers  enjoyed  at  tbe 
simplest  inn. 

TJncle  Phil  found  out  the  little  histories  of  all  the  way- 
farers he  met,  and  frankly  told  his  own.  Charlotte's  pale  sweet 
face  attracted  general  sympathy.  Country  people  have  time 
for*  little  by-the-way  kindnesses ;  and  the  landlady,  and  ber 
daughters,  and  her  domestics,  inquired  into  Charlotte's  malady, 
suggested  remedies,  and  described  similar  cases. 


ALBERT  BARNES. 

This  distinguished  scholar  and  theologian  was  bom  at  Rome,  New 
York,  December  1, 1798.  He  worked  with  his  father  in  his  tannery 
until  he  was  seventeen  years  old,  when  he  conoluded  to  prepan  for 
the  profession  of  the  law,  and  in  1817  he  entered  Fairfield  Acadeoif, 
Herkimer  County,  New  York,  where  he  continued  nearly  three  yean, 
teaching  a  district  school,  in  the  winter,  as  a  means  of  support.  Ia 
1819,  he  entered  the  senior  class  in  Hamilton  College;,  and  gradnated 
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in  July,  1820.  At  college,  he  was  the  subject  of  a  "rerival  of  reli- 
gion," and  became  a  deeided  ChriBtian.  CHving  up,  therefore,  all 
idea  of  the  law,  and  feeling  it  his  dntj  to  study  theology,  he  went  to 
Prinoeton,  New  Jersey,  and  enter^  the  Theological  Seminary.  He 
eontinned  there  four  years,  and  was  licensed  to  {Hreach,  April  23, 1823, 
by  tlie  Presbytery  of  New  Bmnswick.  After  preaching  at  yarions 
places,  he  received  a  call  from  the  First  Presbyterian  Chnrch  at 
Mbrristown,  New  Jersey,  and  was  ordained  there,  on  the  25th  of  Feb- 
ruary, 1825.  Here  his  ministry  was  highly  prosi)erons,  and  his  peo- 
ple became  devotedly  attached  to  him.  In  1830,  he  received  a  call 
from  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  in  Philadelphia,  which  he  ac- 
cepted, and  was  installed  on  the  25th  of  June,  of  that  year.* 

Before  leaving  Morristown,  Bir.  Barnes  had  commenced  a  series  of 
commentaries  on  the  New  Testament,  designed  not  for  thedlogians, 
but  for  Sunday  school  teachers  and  family  reading.  The  volume  upon 
liCatthew  was  published  in  1832,  and  had  immediately  a  most  exten- 
sive sale.  This  was  followed  by  volume  after  volume,  until  he  had 
published  editions,  with  like  commentaries,  of  every  book  of  the  New 
Testament.  These  works  are  eminently  practical,  and  doubtless  the 
best  of  the  kind  in  our  language.  The  high  estimation  in  which 
they  are  held  by  the  religious  world  is  clearly  evinced  by  the  nume- 
rous editions  which  have  been  published  in  England  aa  well  as  in  this 
country. 

In  1836,  Rev.  Dr.  Junkin  preferred  against  Mr.  Barnes,  before  his 
Presbytery,  charges  of  heresy,  based  on  his  commentaries  on  the 
Epistle  to  the  Romans.  The  Presbytery  sustained  Mr.  Barnes,  and 
Dr.  Junkin  appealed  to  the  Synod  of  Pennsylvania,  soon  to  meet  at 
York.  The  Synod  sustained  the  appeal,  and  suspended  Mr.  Barnes 
from  the  ministry  "  until  he  should  give  evidence  of  repentance  I " 
Mr.  Barnes,  in  his  turn,  appealed  to  the  General  Assembly,  that  met 
at  Pittsburgh,  in  May,  1836,  and  the  Assembly  restored  him  to  his 
clerical  functions,  by  a  large  majority,' 

'  Before  leaving  Morristown,  he  had  preached  a  very  able  sermon,  entitled 
"The  Way  of  Salvation,"  which,  on  his  being  settled  in  Philadelphia,  was 
attacked  by  the  "Philadelphian,"  then  edited  by  Rev.  William  P.  Ingall?. 
The  learned  and  venerable  Dr.  James  Wilson  replied  to  this  attack,  fully 
and  ably  sustaining  all  the  theological  views  of  the  sermon. 

*  Some  time  after  Mr.  Barnes'  suspension,  and  when  he  was  accustomed 
to  sit  meekly  in  his  own  pulpit  and  listen  to  others,  the  Rev.  George  Dnffield, 
D.  D.  (now  of  Detroit),  the  author  of  the  able  and  profound  work  on  "Re- 
generation," was  invited  to  preach  for  him.  Always  happy  in  the  selection 
of  his  text«  upon  special  occaMons,  he  was,  in  this  instance,  pre-eminently 
so ;  for,  after  reading  it,  there  seemed  hardly  any  need  of  the  sermon,  it 
being  so  pregnant  with  meaning  itself.     Isaiah  Ixvi.  5:  "Hear  the  word  of 
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Soon  after  Mr.  Barnes  had  finished  his  "Notes"  on  the  New  Tes- 
tament, he  began  a  series  of  commentaries  upon  the  Old  Testamant. 
Isaiah  first  appeared,  in  three  volnmes ;  then  Job,  in  two  Tolnmes; 
then  Daniel,  in  one  Tolnme ;  whtoh  have  giren  him  a  still  higher 
reputation  for  profound  and  varied  scholarship.  He  has  also  pub- 
lished an  edition  of  "  Butler's  Analogy,"  with  an  able  "  Introdaetioa ;" 
a  volume  of  "  Practioal  Sermons,"  richlj  prized  in  manj  a  Christaao 
household;  and  an  able  treatise  entitled  '^Bpiscopaoj  Tested  by 
Scripture."  Another  volume  of  his  sermons,  entitled  "  The  Way  of 
Salvation,"  has  recently  been  published. 

But  Mr.  Barnes  is  something  more  than  a  learned  theologian ;  he  Is 
a  conscientious,  God-fearing  man,  haviiig  the  moral  oourage  to  otter 
freely  his  convictions  upon  all  moral  questions ;  taking,  of  course,  Uie 
unpopular  side.  He  early  became  interested  in  the  Temperaaoe 
reformation,  and  his  sermon  upon  that  subject  is  one  of  the  best  and 
fullest  tracts  that  have  yet  appeared  upon  it.  He  also  came  out  very 
early,  and  with  decided  power,  against  the  crime  and  curse  of  Slaverr, 
and  was  almost  the  only  one  among  his  ministerial  brethren  ^*  faith- 
ful found  among  the  faithless,"  on  what  has  become  thb  great  ques- 
tion of  the  day.  From  the  very  commencement  of  his  ministry,  he 
lifted  up  his  voice  against  our  great  national  sin,  and  in  his  pubhe 
prayers,  did  not  conveniently  forget  to  "  remember  those  that  are  in 
bonds  as  bound  with  them."  In  1838,  when  the  yells  of  the  mob 
that  burned  Pennsylvania  Hall  had  scarce  died  away,  he  preached  a 
noble  sermon  on  "  The  Supremacy  of  the  Laws."'  In  1846,  appeared 
"  An  Inquiry  into  the  Scriptural  Views  of  Slavery ;"  a  treatise  so  fall 
and  so  faithful  upon  the  whole  subject,  that  to  them  who  can  read  it, 
and  then  apologize  for  slavery  on  Bible-grounds,  must  be  applied  the 
words  of  the  Saviour  to  the  morally  obtuse  Jews :  "  Having  eyes  ye 

the  Lord,  ye  that  tremble  at  his  word :  Tour  brethren  that  bated  yon,  and 
cast  you  out  for  my  name's  sake,  said,  Let  the  Lord  be  glorified :  but  he 
shall  appear  to  your  joy,  and  they  shall  be  ashamed."  Time  has  proved,  I 
believe,  that  what  was  then  propheoy  has  become  history. 

*  On  the  night  of  the  17th  of  May,  1838,  that  noble  strnotnre  In  Eizth 
Street,  Philadelphia — Pennsylvania  Hall — erected  for  the  purpoee  of  free  di*- 
cnssion,  and  especially  for  the  free  discussion  of  slavery,  was  burnt  by  a 
mob.  On  the  evening  of  the  next  regular  monthly  evening  service,  this  able 
and  fearless  discourse  was  delivered.  It  was  a  sight  bordering  certainly 
upon  the  moral  sublime  to  witness  the  meek  and  modest  pastor,  while  the 
whole  city  was  still  deeply  moved  by  the  scenes  that  had  occurred  less  tliaa 
a  month  before,  rise  in  his  place  calmly,  yet  firmly,  and  with  no  fear  but  the 
fear  of  God  before  his  eyes,  utter  such  words  of  majestic,  mob-defying  truth. 
Those  who  were  present  on  the  occasion  wiU  never  forget  the  sensation,  the 
suppressed  feelings  of  fear  and  wonder  that  prevailed  throu^hoiU  the 
church — feelings,  too,  of  admiration  with  some,  of  anger  with  more. 
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see  not,  and  having  ears  hear  not."  Mr.  Barnes  has  also  pnblished 
an  excellent  Tolume,  entitled  "The  Church  and  Slavery,"  showing,  by 
ju^tunents  unanswerable,  the  duty  of  the  whole  Christian  church  to 
^come  out  and  not  touch  the  unclean  thing." 

it  is  truly  wonderful  how  Mr.  Barnes,  with  such  laborious  pastoral 
duties,  has  been  able  to  prepare  for  the  press  so  many  works,  and  of 
Bucli  depth  of  learning.  The  secret  lies  in — method.  He  has  always 
lieen  a  very  early  riser,  and  most  of  his  works  have  been  written 
while  the  greater  part  of  his  congregation  were  taking  their  morning 
slumbers.*  So  much  may  be  accomplished  by  devoting  a  few  hours, 
statedly,  every  day  to  one  fixed  purpose !  What  a  lesson  for  every 
young  man  t  As  to  his  character — this  is  not  the  place  to  eulogize 
the  living.  But  we  must  say,  that  few,  if  any,  preachers  of  the  gospel 
have  ever  lived,  who  have  united  so  much  meekness,  simplicity  of 
character,  and  sincere,  unobtrusive  piety,  to  profound  and  varied 
learning. 

The  following  extracts  will,  I  believe,  fairly  represent  his  various 
styles  in  all  the  subjects,  theological  and  philanthropical,  on  which  he 
has  employed  his  pen. 


A  MOTHER^S  LOVE — HOME. 

Many  of  us — most  of  us  who  are  advanced  beyond  tbe  period 
of  childhood — went  oat  frpm  that  home  to  embark  on  the  stormy 
Bea  of  life.  Of  the  feelings  of  a  father,  and  of  his  interest  in 
our  welfare,  we  have  never  entertained  a  doubt,  and  our  home 
was  dear  because  he  was  there;  but  there  was  a  peculiarity  in 
the  feeling  that  it  was  the  borne  of  our  mother.  While  she 
lived  there,  there  was  a  place  that  we  felt  was  home.  There 
was  one  place  where  we  would  always  be  welcome ;  one  place 
where  we  would  be  met  with  a  smile ;  one  place  where  we  would 
be  sure  of  a  friend.  The  world  might  be  indifferent  to  us.  We 
might  be  unsuccessful  in  our  studies  or  our  business.  The  new 
friends  which  we  supposed  we  had  made  might  prove  to  be  false. 
The  honor  which  we  thought  we  deserved  might  be  withheld 
from  us.  We  might  be  chagrined  and  mortified  by  seeing  a 
rival  outstrip  us,  and  bear  away  the  prize  which  we  sought. 
But  there  was  a  place  where  no  feelings  of  rivalry  were  found, 
and  where  those  whom  the  world  overlooked  would  be  sure  of 

<  The  moment  the  clock  strnck  nine,  in  the  morning,  he  laid  aside  his 
labors  on  his  commentaries,  and  devoted  his  time  to  his  ministerial  dnties. 
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a  friendly  greetiog.     Whether  pale  and  wan  by  study,  cslk,  or 
sickness,  or  flushed  with  health  and  flattering  success,  we  were 
sure  that  we  should  be  welcome  there.     Though  the  world  was 
cold  towards  us,  yet  there  was  one  who  always  rejoiced  in  oar 
success,  and  always  was  affected  in  our  reverses;  and  there  wu 
a  place  to  which  we  might  go  back  from  the  storm  which  htg»n 
to  pelt  us,  where  we  might  rest,  and  become  encouraged  and 
invigorated  for  a  new  conflict.     So  have  I  seen  a  bird,  in  iU 
first  efforts  to  fly,  leave  its  nest,  and  stretch  its  wings,  and  go 
forth  to  the  wide  world.     But  the  wind  blew  it  back,  and  the 
rain  began  to  fall,  and  the  darkness  of  night  began  to  draw  on, 
and  there  was  no  shelter  abroad,  and  it  sought  its  way  back  to 
its  nest,  to  take  shelter  beneath  its  mother's  wings,  and  to  be 
refreshed  for  the  struggles  of  a  new  day;  but  then  it  flew  awaj 
to  think  of  its  nest  and  its  mother  no  more.     But  not  thus  did 
we  leave  our  home  when  we  bade  adieu  to  it  to  go  forth  alooe 
to  the  manly  duties  of  life.     Even  amidst  the  storms  that  then 
beat  upon  us,  and  the  disappointments  that  we  met  with,  and 
the  coldness  of  the  world,  we  felt  still  that  there  was  one  there 
who  sympathized  in  our  troubles,  as  well  as  rejoiced  in  oot 
success,  and  that,  whatever  might  be  abroad,  when  we  entered 
the  door  of  her  dwelling,  we  should  be  met  with  a  smile.    We 
expected  that  a  mother,  like  the  mother  of  Sisera,  as  she  "looked 
out  at  her  window,"  waiting  for  the  coming  of  her  son  lad» 
with  the  spoils  of  victory,  would  look  out  for  our  coming,  and 
that  our  return  would  renew  her  joy  and  ours  in  our  earlier  days. 

''Oh !  in  our  sterner  manhood,  when  no  raj 
Of  earlier  sunshine  glimmers  in  oar  waj. 
When  girt  with  sin,  and  sorrow,  and  the  toil 
Of  cares,  which  tear  the  bosom  that  they  soil ; 
Oh !  if  there  be  in  retrospection's  chain 
One  link  that  knits  as  with  young  dreams  again, 
One  thought  so  sweet,  we  scarcely  dare  to  muse. 
On  all  the  hoarded  raptures  it  reviews, 
Which  seems  each  instant,  in  its  backward  range. 
The  heart  to  soften,  and  its  ties  to  change. 
And  every  spring  untouched  for  years,  to  move, 
It  is — ^The  Memobt  of  ▲  Mother's  Love  I" 

It  makes  a  sad  desolation  when  from  such  a  place  a  mother 
is  taken  away;  and  when,  whatever  may  be  the  sorrows  or  the 
successes  in  life,  she  is  to  greet  the  returning  son  or  daughter 
no  more.  The  home  of  our  childhood  may  be  still  lovely.  The 
old  family  mansion — the  green  fields — the  running  stream — 
the  moss-covered  well — the  trees — the  lawn — the  rose — the 
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sweetbrier — may  be  there.  Perchance,  too,  there  may  be  an 
aged  father,  with  venerable  locks,  sitting  in  his  loneliness,  with 
everything  to  command  respect  and  love,  but  she  is  not  there. 
Her  familiar  voice  is  not  heard.  The  mother  has  been  borne 
forth  to  sleep  by  the  side  of  her  children  who  went  before  her, 
and  the  place  is  not  what  it  was.  There  may  be  those  there 
whom  we  much  love,  bnt  she  is  not  there.  We  may  have  formed 
new  relations  in  life,  tender  and  strong  as  they  can  be;  we  may 
have  another  home  dear  to  ns  as  was  the  home  of  oar  child- 
hood, where  there  is  all  in  affection,  kindness,  and  religion,  to 
make  ns  happy,  but  that  home  is  not  what  it  was,  and  it  will 
never  be  what  it  was  again.  It  is  a  loosening  of  one  of  the 
cords  which  bound  ns  to  earth,  designed  to  prepare  us  for  our 
eternal  flight  from  everything  dear  here  below,  and  to  teach  us 
that  there  is  no  place  here  that  is  to  be  our  permanent  ^pme. 


THE  TRAFFIC  IN  ARDENT  SPIRITS. 

Every  man  is  bound  to  pursue  such  a  business  as  to  render 
a  valuable  consideration  for  that  which  he  receives  from  others. 
A  man  who  receives  in  trade  the.  avails  of  the  industry  of 
others,  is  under  obligation  to  restore  that  which  will  be  of  real 
value.  He  receives  the  fruit  of  toil;  he  receives  that  which  is 
of  value  to  himself;  and  common  equity  requires  that  he  return 
a  valuable  consideration.  Thus,  the  merchant  renders  to  the 
farmer,  in  exchange  for  the  growth  of  his  farm,  the  produc- 
tions of  other  climes ;  the  manufacturer,  that  which  is  needful 
for  the  clothing  or  comfort  of  the  agriculturist;  the  physician, 
the  result  of  his  professional  skill.  All  these  are  valuable  con- 
siderations, which  are  fair  and  honorable  subjects  of  exchange. 
They  are  a  mutual  accommodation;  they  advance  the  interest 
of  both  parties.  But  it  is  not  so  with  the  dealer  in  ardent 
spirits.  He  obtains  the  property  of  his  fellow-men ;  and  what 
does  he  return  ?  That  which  will  tend  to  promote  his  real 
welfare?  That  which  will  make  him  a  happier  man?  That 
which  will  benefit  his  family  ?  That  which  diffuses  learning 
and  domestic  comfort  around  his  family  circle  ?  None  of  these 
things.  He  gives  him  that  which  will  produce  poverty,  and 
want,  and  cursing,  and  tears,  and  death.  He  asked  an  egg, 
and  he  receives  a  scorpion.  He  gives  him  that  which  is  esta- 
blished and  well  known  as  a  source  of  no  good,  but  as  tending 
to  produce  beggary  and  wretchedness.  The  dealer  may  look 
on  his  gains  in  this  matter — on  his  houses,  or  mortgages,  or 
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lands,  obtaiDed  as  the  result  of  this  business — with  sometUag 
like  these  reflections: — 

**  This  property  has  been  gained  from  other  men.  It  mu 
theirs,  honestly  acquired,  and  was  necessary  to  promote  tbtir 
own  happiness  and  the  happiness  of  their  families.  It  has  be- 
come mine  by  a  traffic  which  has  not  only  taken  it  away  froa 
them,  but  which  has  mined  their  peace,  corrupted  their  morak, 
sent  woe  and  discord  into  their  families,  and  consigned  ih«fli, 
perhaps,  to  an  early  and  most  loathsome  grave.  This  pro- 
perty has  come  from  the  hard  earnings  of  other  men;  bai 
passed  into  my  hands  without  any  valuable  compensation  ro- 
dered ;  but  has  been  obtained  only  while  I  have  been  diffooog 
want,  and  woe,  and  death,  through  their  abodes."        *       * 

A  man  is  bound  to  pursue  such  a  course  of  life  as  not  $uee$- 
sarily  to  increase  the  burdens  and  the  taxes  of  the  communitj. 
The  pauperism  and  crimes  of  this  land  grow  out  of  this  vice, 
as  an  overflowing  fountain.  Three-fourths  of  the  taxes  for 
prisons,  and  houses  of  refuge,  and  almshouses,  would  be  cut 
off,  but  for  this  traffic  and  the  attendant  vices.  Nine-tentbs 
of  the  crimes  of  the  country,  and  of  the  expenses  of  litigation 
for  crime,  would  be  prevented  by  arresting  it. 

What  is  done  then  in  this  traffic?  You  are  filling  oar  alms- 
houses, and  jails,  and  penitentiaries,  with  victims  loathsome 
and  burdensome  to  the  community.  Ton  are  engaged  in  a 
business  which  is  compelling  your  fellow-citizens  to  pay  taxes 
to  support  the  victims  of  your  employment  You  are  filling 
up  these  abodes  of  wretchedness  and  guilt,  and  then  asking 
your  fellow-citizens  to  pay  enormous  taxes  indirectly  to  sup- 
port this  traffic.  For,  if  every  place  where  ardent  spirits  can 
be  obtained,  were  closed  in  this  city  and  its  suburbs,  how  lonj^ 
might  your  splendid  palaces  for  the  poor  be  almost  untenanted 
pUes;  how  soon  would  your  jails  disgorge  their  inmates,  and 
be  no  more  filled ;  how  bOon  would  the  habitations  of  guilt 
and  infamy  in  every  city  become  the  abodes  of  contentment 
and  peace;  and  how  soon  would  reeling  loathsomeness  and 
want  cease  to  assail  your  doors  with  importunate  pleading! 
for  charity  1 

Now  we  have  only  to  ask  our  fellow-citizens,  what  right  they 
have  to  pursue  an  employment  tending  thus  to  burden  the 
community  with  taxes,  and  to  endanger  the  dwellings  of  their 
fellow-men,  and  to  send  to  my  door,  and  to  every  other  man's 
door,  hordes  of  beggars  loathsome  to  the  sight;  or  to  compel 
the  virtuous  to  seek  out  their  wives  and  children,  amidst  the 
squalidness  of  poverty,  and  the  cold  of  winter,  and  the  pinch- 
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ings  of  honger,  to  stipply  their  wants?  Conld  impartial  jus- 
tice be  done  in  the  world,  an  end  would  soon  be  pnt  to  the 
traffic  in  ardent  spirits.  Were  every  man  bound  to  alleviate 
a]l  the  wretchedness  which  his  business  creates,  to  snpport  all 
the  poor  which  his  traffic  causes,  an  end  would  soon  be  made 
of  this  employment.  But,  alas,  you  can  diffuse  this  poison  for 
gain,  and  then  call  on  your  industrious  and  virtuous  country- 
men to  alleviate  the  wretchedness,  to  tax  themselves  to  build 
gr^ite  prisons  for  the  inmates  which  your  business  has  made; 
and  splendid  palaces,  at  an  enormous  expense,  to  extend  a 
shelter  and  a  home  fbr  those  whom  your  employment  has  turned 
from  their  own  habitations.  Is  this  a  moral  employment? 
Would  it  be  well  to  obtain  a  living  in  this  way  in  any  other 
business? 

MOSAIC  SBRYITUBE. 

It  now  remains  to  ask,  what  sanction  the  Mosaic  laws  give 
to  servitude  as  it  exists  in  the  United  States  ?  Scarcely  any 
two  systems  could  possibly  be  more  directly  in  contrast ;  and 
how  can  it  then  be  inferred  that  the  Mosaic  enactments  are 
either  proofs  that  Moses  regarded  slavery  as  desirable  in  order 
to  promote  the  best  interests  of  society,  or  that  his  institutions 
give  a  sanction  to  it  as  it  exists  in  the  United  States  ?  The 
sanction  of  Moses  could  be  adduced  only  in  favor  of  the  system 
which  he  established,  and  not  in  favor  of  one  which  has  scarcely 
a  feature  in  common  with  his.  The  operation  of  his  laws  was 
to  modify  a  system  which  he  found  in  existence,  and  which 
conld  not  at  once  be  extirpated  ;  to  soften  all  its  hard  features ; 
to  bring  it  as  far  as  possible  into  conformity  with  the  privileges 
of  freedom,  and  as  soon  as  practicable  to  abolish  it  altogether. 
The  operation  of  the  system  here  is  to  rivet  the  fetters  of  the 
slave  ;  to  deny  to  him  all  the  privileges  and  rights  of  an  in- 
tellectual and  a  moral  being,  and  to  perpetuate  the  system  for 
ever.  The  application  of  the  laws  of  Moses  to  this  country 
would  make  servitude  at  once  a  mild  and  gentle  institution, 
and  would  abolish  it  wholly  in  half  a  century ;  the  regular 
operation  of  the  laws  now  existing  here  would  perpetuate  it 
for  ever.  Here  are  no  laws  designed  to  modify  and  ameliorate 
the  system  ;  there  are  none  which  contemplate  emancipation. 
Of  all  the  abuses  ever  applied  to  the  Scriptures,  the  most  in- 
tolerable and  monstrous  are  those  which  pervert  them  to  the 
snpport  of  American  slavery.  Sad  is  it  that  the  mild  and 
benignant  enactments  of  the  Hebrew  legislator  should  ever  be 
46 
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appealed  to,  to  sanction  the  wrongs  and  outrages  of  the  poor 
African  in  "  this  land  of  freedom ;"  sad,  that  the  ministers  ci 
religion  should  ever  prostitute  their  high  office  to  give  cou- 
tenance  to  such  a  system,  by  maintaining  or  even  conceding  for 
a  moment  that  the  Mosaic  laws  sanction  the  oppressions  and 
wrongs  existing  in  the  United  States ! 


THB  0HT7R0H  TO  DETACH  ITSELF  FBOM  BLAYERT.  ^ 

The  defence  of  slavery  from  the  Bible  is  to  be,  and  will  soon 
be  abandoned,  and  men  will  wonder  that  any  defence  of  such 
a  system  could  have  been  attempted  from  the  word  of  God. 
If  the  authors  of  these  defences  could  live  a  little  longer  than 
the  ordinary  term  of  years  allotted  to  man,  they  would  them- 
selves wonder  that  they  could  ever  have  set  up  such  a  defence. 
Future  generations  will  look  upon  the  defences  of  slavery 
drawn  from  the  Bible,  as  among  the  most  remarkable  instances 
of  mistaken  interpretation  and  unfounded  reasoning  furnished 
by  the  perversities  of  the  human  mind. 

From  the  whole  train  of  reasoning  which  I  have  pursued,  I 
trust  it  will  not  be  considered  as  improper  to  regard  it  as  a 
position  clearly  demonstrated,  that  the  fair  influence  of  the 
Christian  religion  would  everywhere  abolish  slavery.  Let  its 
principles  be  acted  out ;  let  its  maxims  prevail  and  rule  in  the 
hearts  of  all  men,  and  the  system,  in  the  language  of  the 
**  Princeton  Repertory,"  *'  would  speedily  come  to  an  end.'' 
In  what  way  this  is  to  be  brought  about,  and  in  what  manner 
the  influence  of  the  church  may  be  made  to  bear  upon  it,  are 
points  on  which  there  may  be  differences  of  opinion.  But 
there  is  one  method  which  is  obvious,  and  which,  if  everywhere 
practised,  would  certainly  lead  to  this  result.  It  is,  for  ike 
Christian  Church  to  cease  all  connection  with  slavery. 

Let  every  religious  denomination  in  the  land  detach  itself 
from  all  connection  with  slavery,  without  saying  a  word  against 
others ;  let  the  time  come  when,  in  all  the  mighty  denomina- 
tions of  Christians,  it  can  be  announced  that  the  evil  has  ceased 
with  them  FOR  EVER ;  and  let  the  voice  from  each  denomination 
be  lifted  up  in  kind,  but  firm  and  solemn  testimony  against  the 
system ;  with  no  ''mealy"  words ;  with  no  attempt  at  apology; 
with  no  wish  to  blink  it;  with  no  effort  to  throw  the  sacred 
shield  of  religion  over  so  great  an  evil,  and  the  work  is  done. 
There  is  no  public  sentiment  in  this  land,  there  could  be  none 
created,  that  would  resist  the  power  of  such  testimony.    There 
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is  HO  power  out  of  the  chafch  that  could  sustain  slavery  an 
honr  if  it  were  not  sustained  in  it.  Not  a  blow  need  be  struck. 
Not  an  unkind  word  need  be  uttered.  No  man's  motive  need 
be  impugned  ;  no  man's  proper  rights  invaded.  All  that  is 
needful  is,  for  each  Christian  man,  and  for  every  Christian 
chnrch,  to  stand  up  in  the  sacred  majesty  of  such  a  solemn 
testimony;  to  free  themselves  from  all  connection  with  the 
evil,  and  utter  a  calm  and  deliberate  voice  to  the  world,  and 

TUB  WORK  WILL  BE  DONE. 


WAR. 

Who  has  ever  told  the  evils,  and  the  curses,  and  the  crimes 
of  war  ?  Who  can  describe  the  horrors  of  the  carnage  of  bat- 
tle ?  Who  can  portray  the  fiendish  passions  which  reign  there? 
Who  can  tell  the  amount  of  the  treasures  wasted  and  of  the 
blood  that  has  flowed,  and  of  the  tears  that  have  been  shed 
over  the  slain  ?  Who  can  register  the  crimes  which  war  has 
originated  and  sustained?  If  there  is  any  thing  in  which 
earth,  more  than  in  any  other  resembles  hell,  it  is  in  its  wars. 
And  who,  with  the  heart  of  a  man — of  a  lover  of  human  hap- 
piness— of  a  hater  of  carnage  and  crime — can  look  but  with 
pity,  who  can  repress  his  contempt  in  looking  on  all  the  trap- 
pings of  war — ^the  tinsel — the  nodding  plumes — even  the  ani- 
mating music-^designed  to  cover  over  the  reality  of  the  con- 
templated murder  of  fathers,  and  husbands,  and  sons? 


INVITATIONS  TO  THE  GOSPEL. 

The  "bride"  says,  "  Come."  But  what  is  this  ?  "  I,  John," 
said  the  disciple  in  Patmos,  "saw  the  holy  city.  New  Jeru- 
salem, coming  down  from  God  out  of  heaven,  prepared  as 
a  bride  for  her  husband."  It  is  the  voice  of  the  bride,  "the 
Lamb's  wife" — of  the  church  triumphant,  the  church  in  heaven 
— ^that  speaks  and  invites  you  to  come.  It  is  not  merely  that 
the  church,  by  her  ministry,  her  ordinances,  and  her  friends ; 
by  her  appeals  and  persuasions  in  the  sanctuary  invites — though 
that  is  true;  it  is  that  the  church  redeemed,  the  church  in 
heaven,  the  church  in  white  robes  before  the  throne,  the 
church  now  adorned  in  heaven  as  a  bride,  invites  you  to  come. 
And  what  is  that  church  that  thus  invites  you  ?  What  claims 
has  she  on  your  attention  ?    Why  should  her  voice  be  heard  ? 
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Who  compose  the  church  ?  The  church  in  heaven  is  composed 
of  those  who  on  earth  tried  both  religion  and  the  world ;  mud 
who  can  now  speak  from  deep  experience  alike  of  the  trials  aad 
the  jojs  of  the  Christian  faith.  It  is  a  triomphant  church  thit 
has  been  exposed  to  fiery  persecutions,  and  that  has  soiriTed 
them  all.  A  church  that  has  known  what  it  is  to  be  poor  and 
persecuted  on  earth,  and  what  it  is  in  heayen  to  be  blessed — 
and  that  as  the  result  of  all  now  invites  you  to  come  and  share 
its  triumphs  and  its  joys  bought  with  blood.  Whom  does  the 
eye  of  faith  see  in  that  church  in  heaven  that  invites  you  ?  A 
father  may  be  there ;  a  mother;  a  sister;  a  lovely  babe.  That 
venerated  father,  whose  cold  remains  you  bedewed  with  tears, 
and  over  whose  grave  you  still  go  to  weep,  is  there,  and  says : 
"  Come,  my  son,  and  take  the  water  of  life  freely."  That  teod^ 
mother,  that  often  spoke  to  you  in  childhood  of  Jesus  and  of 
heaven,  still  says:  *'  Come,  my  daughter,  and  take  the  water  of 
life  freely."  That  much-loved  sister,  now  clothed  in  white,  and 
walking  beside  the  river  of  salvation,  says  still :  "  Come,  my 
brother,  and  take  the  water  of  life  freely."  That  sweet  smiling 
babe  stretches  out  its  hands  from  the  world  of  glory,  and  speaks 
and  says:  ''Come,  father,  mother,  come  and  take  the  water  of 
life  freely."  All  that  church  redeemed — that  church  made  up 
of  prophets,  apostles,  confessors,  martyrs — that  church  that  is 
now  amidst  the  glories  of  heaven — still  says :  "  Come,  there  yet 
is  room.  Heaven's  ample  mausious  shall  furnish  other  places 
of  rest.  There  are  harps  unstrung  which  your  hands  may  strike. 
There  are  eternal  fountains  where  you  may  drink.  There  are 
blest  spirits  there  that  will  hail  your  coming,  and  rejoice  in  yoor 
joy."  All  heaven  invites.  The  Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy 
Ghost — the  one  living  and  one  blessed  God — says,  "  Come." 
The  angels,  the  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect,  and  all  yoor 
departed  pious  kindred,  all  unite  in  the  invitation,  and  say, 
''Come,  come,  and  take  the  water  of  life  freely." 

Need  I  say  that  this  voice  of  invitation  is  echoed  back  io 
your  ears  from  this  world  ?  So  speaks  to  you  a  pious  father, 
a  tender  mother,  a  sister,  a  friend.  So  speak  the  living  to  yoo, 
and  so  addresses  you  the  remembered  voice  of  the  dead.  Go 
walk  among  the  graves.  Beneath  your  feet,  in  the  sacred  sweet 
slumbers  of  a  Christian's  death,  lies  a  much-loved  mother.  How 
still  I  How  lovely  a  mother's  grave  I  How  the  memory  de- 
lights to  go  back  to  the  nursery ;  the  fireside ;  the  sick-bed ;  the 
anxious  care  of  a  mother  I  How  it  loves  to  recall  the  gentle 
look ;  the  eye  of  love ;  the  kiss  at  night  of  a  mother.  She 
sleeps  now  in  death,  but  from  that  grave  is  it  fancy  that  we 
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still  hear  a  voice,  "My beloved  son  1  my  mnch-loved  danghterl 
Come — come,  and  take  the  water  of  life  freely."  No-.  Of  all 
the  departed  pious  dead,  of  every  living  Christian,  of  all  holy 
beings,  there  is  not  one  who  does  not  invite  yon  to  come. 
There  is  not  one  who  wonld  not  rejoice  in  seeing  you  clothed 
in  white,  and  with  palms  of  victory  in  yonr  hands  in  heaven. 
Yea,  in  their  hearts,  and  in  their  eternal  dwelling-places,  there 
yet  is  room — ^room — ample  room  for  all  to  come. 


GEORGE  WASHINGTON  DOANE. 

Gboroi  Washihgtoit  Doanb,  D.  D.,  LL.  D.,  Bishop  of  the  Protestant 
Episcopal  Church  of  the  Diocese  of  New  Jersey,  was  bom  in  Trenton, 
New  Jersey,  on  the  27th  of  Maj,  1799.  At  the  age  of  nineteen,  he 
g^radoated  at  Union  College,  and  soon  after,  commenced  the  stndj  of 
theology.  He  officiated,  for  four  years,  as  assistant  minister  in  Trinity 
Chnroh,  and,  in  1824,  was  appointed  Professor  of  Belles  Lettres  and 
Oratory  in  Washington  College,  Hartford,  Connecticut.  This  chair 
he  resigned  in  1828,  and  accepted  an  invitation  from  Trinity  Church, 
Boston,  as  an  assistant  minister.  The  next  year,  he  was  married  to 
Mrs.  Eliza  Oreene  Perkins,  and.  In  1830,  was  elected  the  rector  of  the 
church  in  which,  for  two  years,  he  had  officiated  as  assistant.  On  the 
31st  of  October,  1832,  he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  the  Protestant 
Epi8ooi>al  Church  of  New  Jersey,  and  the  next  year  became  rector  of 
St.  Mary's  Church,  Burlington,  where  he  now  resides. 

Besides  attending  to  the  arduous  duties  of  his  official  position.  Dr. 
Doane  has  interested  himself  very  much  in  the  cause  of  education, 
and  has  labored  assiduously  to  promote  its  best  interests.  In  1837,  he 
founded  St.  Bfary*s  Hall,  Burlington — a  school  for  young  ladies  of  a 
high  character;  and,  in  1846,  Burlington  College,  both  of  which  are 
highly  flourishing. 

Dr.  Doane  has  published  no  large  work  upon  any  one  subject,  and 
yet  his  publications  have  been  numerous ;  consisting  mostly  of  ser- 
mons, charges,  and  literary  addresses.  In  1824,  he  published  a  small 
volume  of  poetry,  entitled  "  Songs  by  the  way,  chiefly  devotional," 
and,  from  time  to  time,  occasional  pieces  of  singular  beauty.  Indeed, 
throughout  all  his  writings,  both  prose  and  poetry,  there  is  seen  a 
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pare  taste  and  a  classic  finish,  that  give  him  a  rank  among  oar 
purest  writers. 

ON  AN  OLD  WEDDING-RING. 

The  Device. — ^Two  hearts  united. 

The  Motto. — Deftr  lore  of  mine,  thj  heart  is  mine. 

I  like  that  ring — that  ancient  ring, 

Of  massive  form,  and  virgin  gold, 
As  firm,  as  free  from  base  alloy. 

As  were  the  sterling  hearts  of  old. 
I  like  it — for  it  wafts  me  back. 

Far,  far  along  the  stream  of  time. 
To  other  men,  and  other  days. 

The  men  and  days  of  deeds  sublime. 

But  most  I  like  it,  as  it  tells 

The  tale  of  well-reqnited  love  ; 
How  youthful  fondness  i)er8evered. 

And  youthful  faith  disdain'd  to  rove — 
How  warmly  Ac  his  suit  preferred, 

Though  skCf  unpi tying,  long  denied. 
Till,  softened  and  subdued,  at  last. 

He  won  his  "  fair  and  blooming  bride." — 

How,  till  the  appointed  day  arrived, 

They  blamed  the  lazy-footed  hours — 
How,  then,  the  white-robed  maiden  train 

Strew'd  their  glad  way  with  freshest  flowers — 
And  how,  before  the  holy  man, 

They  stood,  in  all  their  youthful  pride, 
And  spoke  those  words,  and  vow*d  tliose  vows, 

Which  bind  the  husband  to  his  bride  : 

All  this  it  tells  ;  the  plighted  troth — 

The  gift  of  every  earthly  thing — 
Tlie  hand  in  hand — the  heart  in  heart — 

For  this  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 
I  like  its  old  and  qnaint  device ; 

"  Two  blended  hearts" — though  time  may  wear  thera, 
No  mortal  change,  no  mortal  chance, 

"  Till  death,"  shall  e'er  in  sunder  tear  them. 

Year  after  year,  *neath  sun  and  storm, 

Their  hopes  in  heaven,  their  trust  in  God, 
In  changeless,  heartfelt,  holy  love, 

These  two  the  world's  rough  patliway  trod. 
Age  might  impair  their  youthful  fires, 

Tlieir  strength  might  fail,  mid  life's  bleak  weather, 
Still,  hand  in  hand,  they  travelled  on — 

Kind  souls !  they  slumber  now  together. 
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I  like  its  simple  poesy  too : 

**  Mine  own  dear  love,  this  heart  is  thine  1 " 
Thine,  when  the  dark  storm  howls  along, 

As  when  the  cloudless  sunbeams  shine. 
"  This  heart  is  thine,  mine  own  dear  love ! " 

Thine,  and  thine  only,  and  forever ; 
Thine,  till  the  springs  of  life  shall  fail, 

Thine,  till  the  cords  of  life  shall  sever. 

Remnant  of  dajs  departed  long, 

Emblem  of  plighted  troth  unbroken. 
Pledge  of  devoted  faithfulness, 

Of  heartfelt,  holj  love  the  token : 
What  varied  feelings  round  it  cling  1 — 
For  these  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 


THE  WATBUS  OF  BiABAH. 

Bv  Marah's  stream  of  bitterness 

When  Moses  stood  and  cried, 
Jehovah  heard  his  fervent  prayer, 

And  instant  help  supplied : 
The  prophet  sought  the  precious  tree 

With  prompt,  obedient  feet ; 
'Twas  cast  into  the  fount,  and  made 

The  bitter  waters  sweet. 

Whene'er  affliction  o*er  thee  sheds 

Its  influence  malign, 
Then,  sufferer,  be  the  prophet's  prayer 

And  prompt  obedience,  thine  : 
*Tis  but  a  Marah's  fount,  ordain'd 

Thy  faith  in  (Jon  to  prove, 
And  prayer  and  resignation  shall 

Its  bitterness  remoye* 


WHAT  IS  THAT,  MOTHBR? 

What  is  that,  Mother  ?— The  lark,  my  child ! — 
The  mom  has  but  just  look'd  out,  and  smiled, 
When  he  starts  from  his  humble  grassy  nest. 
And  is  up  and  away,  with  the  dew  on  his  breast, 
And  a  hymn  in  his  heart,  to  yon  pure,  bright  sphere. 
To  warble  it  out  in  his  Maker's  ear. 

Ever,  my  child,  be  thy  mom's  first  lays 
Tuned,  like  the  lark's,  to  thy  Maker's  praise. 

What  is  that.  Mother  ?— The  dove,  my  son : —  ^ 
And  that  low,  sweet  voice,  like  a  widow's  moan. 
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Tg  flowing  out  from  her  gentle  breast. 
Constant  and  pare,  by  that  lonely  nect. 
Ah  the  wave  is  ponr'd  from  some  crystal  am. 
For  her  distant  dear  one's  quick  retnm : 
Ever,  mj  son,  be  thoa  like  the  dore. 
In  friendship  as  faithful,  as  constant  in  love. 

What  is  that.  Mother  f — The  eagle,  boy  !— 
Proudly  careering  his  course  of  joy ; 
Finn,  on  his  own  mountain  vigor  relying. 
Breasting  the  dark  storm,  the  red  bolt  defying. 
His  wing  on  the  wind,  and  his  eye  on  the  sun. 
He  swerves  not  a  hair,  but  bears  onward,  right  on« 
Boy,  may  the  eagle's  flight  ever  be  thine. 
Onward,  and  upward,  and  true  to  the  line. 

What  is  that,  Mother  T — The  swan,  my  love ! — 
He  is  floating  down  from  his  native  grove ; 
No  loved  one  now,  no  nestling  nigh, 
He  is  floating  down,  by  himself  to  die ; 
Death  darkens  his  eye,  and  unplnmes  his  wings. 
Yet  his  sweetest  song  is  the  last  he  sings. 

Live  so,  my  lore,  that  when  death  shall  come. 
Swan-like  and  sweet,  it  may  waft  thee  home. 


THE  CHKISTIAN'S  DEATH. 

Lift  not  thou  the  wailing  voice. 
Weep  not,  'tis  a  Christian  dieth — 

Up,  where  blessed  saints  rejoice, 
Ransom 'd  now,  the  spirit  llieth  ; 

High,  in  heaven  s  own  light,  she  dwelleth. 

Full  the  song  of  triumph  swelleth ; 

Freed  from  earth,  and  earthly  failing, 

Lift  for  her  no  voice  of  wailing  t 

Pour  not  thou  the  bitter  tear ; 

Heaven  its  book  of  comfort  opeth  ; 
Bids  thee  sorrow  not,  nor  fear, 

But,  as  one  who  alway  hopeth. 
Humbly  here  in  faith  relying, 
Peacefully  in  Jbsus  dying, 
Heavenly  joy  her  eye  is  flushing — 
Why  should  thine  with  tears  be  gushing  f 

They  who  die  in  Christ  are  bless'd — 
Ours  be,  then,  no  thought  of  grieving  I 

Sweetly  with  their  God  they  rest, 
All  their  toils  and  troubles  leaving : 

So  be  ours  the  faith  that  savetb, 

Hope  that  every  trial  braveth. 
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hove  that  -to  the  end  endoreth, 

And,  through  Christ,  the  crown  Becureth  t 


THOU  ART  THE  WAY. 

Thon  art  the  way — to  thee  alone 

From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 

Must  seek  him,  Lord,  bj  thee. 

Thou  art  the  truth — thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  Impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind 

And  purify  the  heart. 

Thou  art  the  lifb — ^the  rending  tomb 
Proclaims  thy  conqueriug  arm, 

And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

Thon  art  the  way — the  truth — ^the  uvm ; 

Grant  us  that  way  to  know, 
That  TRUTH  to  keep— that  life  to  win, 

Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 


LYDIA  MARIA  CHILD. 

Ltma  Maria  Frakois,  though  bom  in  Massachusetts,  spent  the  early 
portion  of  her  youth  in  Maine.  Being  on  a  visit  to  her  brother,  the 
Rer.  Conyers  Francis,  of  Watertown,  In  the  latter  part  of  1828,  she 
was  inspired  to  write  her  first  work  by  reading,  in  a  number  of  the 
"  North  American  Review,"  by  Rev.  Dr.  Palfrey,  an  article  on  Yamoy- 
den,  in  which  he  eloquently  describes  the  adaptation  of  early  New 
BngUnd  history  to  the  purposes  of  flctioa:  and  in  lees  than  two 
months  her  first  work,  "  Hobomok,"  appeared— a  tale  founded  upon 
the  early  history  of  New  England.  It  was  received  with  very  great 
favor,  for  it  contains  passages  of  pathos  and  power  which  are  certainly 
extraordinary,  coming  from  so  young  and  untried  a  hand.  The  next 
year  appeared  the  "  Rebels,"  a  tale  of  the  Revolution.  In  1826  she  was 
married  to  David  Lee  Child,  Esq.,  a  lawyer  of  Boston,  and  subsequently 
the  editor  of  the  *'  National  Anti-Slavery  Standard."  In  1827,  she  com- 
menced the  "Juvenile  Miscellany,"  a  monthly  magazine  for  ohildren. 
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It  was  an  admirable  work,  and  some  of  Mrs.  Child's  best  pieces  are  to 
be  found  in  it.  She  next  issued  the  ''  Fmgal  Housewife,"  a  work  on 
domestic  economj,  designed  for  families  of  limited  means,  and  a  most 
nseful  book  for  all.  In  1831,  appeared  "  The  Mother's  Book,"  fall  of 
excellent  counsel  for  training  children;  and,  in  1832,  ''The  Girl's 
Book."  Boon  after,  she  prepared  the  lives  of  Madame  de  Stael, 
Madame  Roland,  Madame  Gujon,  and  Ladj  Russell,  for  the  *'  Ladles' 
Family  Library,"  which  were  followed  by  the  "  Biography  of  Good 
Wives,"  and  ''The  History  of  the  Condition  of  Women  in  all  Ages," 
in  two  volumes. 

The  year  1833  is  an  important  era  in  the  history  of  this  accomplished 
lady,  as  in  it  she  took  her  stand,  nobly  and  ably,  upon  the  side  of  the 
great  anti-slavery  movement,  and  published  "  An  Appeal  for  that  Class 
of  Americans  called  Africans,"  a  work  of  great  power,  and  which  pro- 
duced much  sensation.  In  doing  this,  she  acted  according  to  the 
generous  impulses  and  conscientious  convictions  of  her  own  pore 
heart,  and  high-toned  moral  principle,  instead  of  being  governed  by 
those  base  motives  of  interest  which  rule  the  actions  of  too  many 
women  as  well  as  men.'  In  1835,  appeared  "  Philothea,"  a  classical 
romance  of  the  days  of  Pericles  and  Aspasia.  This  is  the  mo8t» 
scholarly  and  elaborate  of  her  productions,  and  shows  an  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  history  and  the  literature  of  that  age. 

In  1841,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Child  removed  from  Boston  to  New  York,  and 
became  the  editors  of  the  "  National  Anti-Slavery  Standard."  It  need 
hardly  be  said  that  the  paper  was  conducted  with  signal  ability,  as 
well  as  faithfulness  to  the  righteous  cause.  But  in  this  wicked  world 
the  righteous  cause  has  never  been,  and  probably  never  will  be,  the 
popular  one.  In  the  same  year  she  commenced  a  series  of  letters  for 
the  "Boston  Courier,"  which  were  afterwards  republished  in  two 
volumes,  with  the  title  of  "Letters  from  New  York;"  a  pleasant 
series  of  descriptions  of  every-day  life  in  thai  great  city,  and 
abounding  with  philosophical  and  thoughtful  truth.  In  1846,  Mrs. 
Child  published  a  collection  of  her  magazine  stories  under  the  title  of 
"  Fact  and  Fiction."  Her  last  work,  one  of  the  most  elaborate  she 
has  undertaken,  is  entitled  "  The  Progress  of  Religious  Ideas,  em- 
bracing a  view  of  every  form  of  belief;  from  the  most  ancient  Hindoo 
records,  to  the  complete  establishment  of  the  Papal  Church." 

Of  Mrs.  Child's  writings,  an  English  reviewer  thus  speaks :  "  What- 
ever comes  to  her  from  without,  whether  through  the  eye  or  the  ear, 

*  When  this  work  of  Mrs.  Child's-  appeared,  Dr.  ChanniDg,  it  is  said,  wh 
so  delighted  with  it  that  he  at  onoe  walked  from  Boston  to  Boxbuxy  to  see 
ths  author,  though  a  stranger  to  him,  and  thank  her  for  it. 
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^^w^lietlier  in  natnre  or  art,  is  reflected  in  her  writings  with  a  halo  of 
l>eaut7  thrown  aboat  it  by  her  own  fancy ;  and  thns  presented,  it 
appeals  to  onr  sympathies  and  awakens  an  interest  which  carves  it 
xLpon  the  memory  in  letters  of  gold.  But  she  has  yet  loftier  claims 
'io  respect  than  a  poetical  nature.  She  is  a  philosopher,  and,  better 
still,  a  religions  philosopher.  Every  page  presents  to  us  scraps  of 
^ivisdom,  not  pedantically  put  forth,  as  if  to  attract  admiration,  but 
tlirown  out  by  the  way  in  seeming  unconsciousness,  and  as  part  of 
lier  ordinary  thoughts.** 


MABIU8. 
Suggested  bj  a  p&intlng  hj  Y&nderljn,  of  Mariiu  seated  among  the  ruins  of  Carthage. 

Pillars  are  fallen  at  thy  feet,  i 

Fanes  quiver  in  the  air, 
A  prostrate  city  is  thy  seat — 

And  thou  alone  art  there. 

No  change  comes  o*er  thy  noble  brow, 

Though  ruin  is  around  thee, 
Thine  eye-beam  bums  as  proudly  now, 

As  when  the  laurel  crowned  thee. 

It  cannot  bend  thy  lofty  soul. 

Though  friends  and  fame  depart ; 
The  car  of  fate  may  o'er  thee  roll, 

JNor  crush  thy  Roman  heart. 

And  Genius  hath  electric  power. 

Which  earth  can  never  tame ; 
Bright  suns  may  scorch,  and  dark  clouds  lower — 

Its  flash  is  still  the  same. 

The  dreams  we  loved  in  early  life 

May  melt  like  mist  away ; 
High  thoughts  may  seem,  *mid  passion's  strife. 

Like  Carthage  in  decay. 
* 

And  proud  hopes  in  the  human  heart 

May  be  to  ruin  hurled, 
Like  mouldering  monuments  of  art 

Heaped  on  a  sleeping  world. 

Yet  there  is  something  will  not  die. 

Where  life  hath  once  been  fair ; 
Some  towering  thoughts  still  rear  on  high. 

Some  Roman  lingers  there  I 
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LIMBS 

On  hearing  a  Bojr  moek  the  tonnd  of  a  aock  in  a  Cbnrch-Steeple,  as  it  rnag  tb» 
honr  of  tir«lTe. 

Aye,  ring  thy  slioat  to  the  merrj  lioars : 

Well  maj  ye  part  in  glee  ; 
From  their  snnny  wings  they  scatter  flowers. 

And,  laughing,  look  on  thee. 

Thy  thrilling  Toioe  has  started  tears : 

It  hrings  to  mind  the  day 
When  I  chased  butterflies  and  years — 

And  both  flew  fast  away. 

Then  my  glad  thoughts  were  few  and  free  ; 

They  came  but  to  depart, 
And  did  not  ask  where  heaTen  c<nild  be-* 

'Twas  in  my  little  heart. 

I  since  have  sought  the  meteor  crown, 

Which  fame  bestows  on  men : 
How  gladly  would  I  throw  it  down, 

To  be  BO  gay  again ! 

But  youthful  Joy  has  gone  away ; 

In  vain  His  now  pursued  ; 
Such  rainbow  glories  only  stay 

Around  the  simply  good. 

I  know  too  much  to  be  as  blessed 

As  when  I  was  like  thee : 
My  spirit,  reasoned  into  rest, 

Hat  lost  ita  buoyancy. 

Yet  still  I  love  the  winged  hours  : 

We  often  part  in  glee — 
And  sometimes,  too,  are  fragrant  flowers 

Their  farewell  gifts  to  me. 


A  8TREBT  SCENE. 

The  other  day,  as  I  came  down  Broome  Street,  I  saw  a 
street  mnsician  playing  near  the  doOr  of  a  genteel  dwelling. 
Che  organ  was  ancommonly  sweet  and  mellow  in  its  tones,  the 
tunes  were  slow  and  plaintive,  and  I  fancied  that  I  saw  in  the 
Roman's  Italian  face  an  expression  that  indicated  sufficient  re- 
knement  to  prefer  the  tender  and  the  melancholy  to  the  lively 
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*'  trainer  tones"  in  vogne  with  the  populace.     She  looked  like 
one  who  had  suffered  mnch,  and  the  sorrowful  rouRic  seemed 
lier  own  appropriate  voice.     A  little  girl  clung  to  her  scanty 
l^rments,  as  if  afraid  of  all  things  but  her  mother.     As  I 
looked  at  them,  a  young  lady  of  pleasing  countenance  opened 
the  window,  and  began  to  sing  like  a  bird,  in  keeping  with  the 
street  organ.     Two  other  young  girls  came  and  leaned  on  her 
shoulder;  and  still  she  sang  on.     Blessings  on  her  gentle 
heart !     It  was  evidently  the  spontaneons  gush  of  human  love 
and  sympathy.    The  beauty  of  the  incident  attracted  attention, 
A  ^oup  of  gentlemen  gradually  collected  round  the  organist ; 
and  ever  as  the  tune  ended,  they  bowed  respectfully  toward  the 
window,  waved   their  hats,  and  called   out,  '*More,  if  you 
please  1"    One,  whom  I  knew  well  for  the  kindest  and  truest 
Bonl,  passed  round  his  hat ;  hearts  were  kindled,  and  the  silver 
fell  in  freely.     In  a  minute,  four  or  five  dollars  were  collected 
for  the  poor  woman.     She  spoke  no  word  of  gratitude,  but 
she  gave  s^ich  a  look  1     ''  Will  yon  go  to  the  next  street,  and 
play  to  a  friend  of  mine  ?"  said  my  kind-hearted  friend.     She 
answered,  in  tones  expressing  the  deepest  emotion :  "  No,  sir, 
God  bless  yon  all ;  God  bless  you  a2/,"  (making  a  courtesy  to 
the  yonng  lady,  who  had  stepped  back,  and  stood  sheltered  by 
the  curtain  of  the  window;)  "I  will  play  no  more  to-day ;  I 
will  go  home,  now."    The  tears  trickled  down  her  cheeks, 
and,  as  she  walked  away,  she  ever  and  anon  wiped  her  eyes 
with  the  comer  of  her  shawl.     The  group  of  gentlemen  lin- 
gered a  moment  to  look  after  her,  then,  turning  toward  the 
now  closed  window,  they  gave  three  enthusiastic  cheers,  and 
departed,  better  than  they  came.     The  pavement  on  which 
they  stood  had  been  a  church  to  them  ;  and  for  the  next  hour, 
at  least,  their  hearts  were  more  than  usually  prepared  for  deeds 
of  gentleness  and  mercy.    Why  are  such  scenes  so  uncommon  ? 
Why  do  we  thus  repress  our  sympathies,  and  chill  the  genial 
enrrent  of  nature,  by  formal  observances  and  restraints  ? 


UNSELFISHNESS. 

I  found  the  Battery  unoccupied,  save  by  children,  whom  the 
weather  made  as  merry  as  birds.  Everything  seemed  moving 
to  the  vernal  tune  of 

"  Brignal  bankg  are  fresh  and  fair, 
And  Gretna  woods  are  green." 

47 
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To  one  who  was  chasing  her  hoop,  I  said,  smiling,  "Yon 
are  a  nice  little  girl."  She  stopped,  looked  up  in  my  face,  so 
rosy  and  happy,  and  laying  her  hand  on  her  brother's  shool- 
der,  exclaimed  earnestly,  *' And  he  is  a  nice  little  boy,  too!" 
It  was  a  simple,  child-like  act,  but  it  brought  a  warm  gnsh 
into  my  heart.  Blessings  on  all  unselfishness!  on  all  that 
leads  us  in  lore  to  prefer  one  another.  Here  lies  the  secret  of 
universal  harmony;  this  is  the  diapason  which  would  bring  us 
all  into  tune.  Only  by  losing  ourselves  can  we  find  ourselves. 
How  clearly  does  the  divine  voice  within  us  proclaim  this,  by 
the  hymn  of  joy  it  sings,  whenever  we  witness  an  unselfish  deed, 
or  hear  an  unselfish  thought.  Blessings  on  that  loving  little 
one  1  She  made  the  city  seem  a  garden  to  me.  I  kissed  my 
hand  to  her,  as  I  turned  off  in  qnest  of  the  Brooklyn  ferry. 
The  sparkling  waters  swarmed  with  boats,  some  of  which  had 
taken  a  big  ship  by  the  hand,  and  were  leading  her  out  to  sea, 
as  the  prattle  of  childhood  often  guides  wisdom  into  the  deepest 
and  broadest  thought. 


POLITENESS. 

In  politeness,  as  in  many  other  things  connected  with  the 
formation  of  character,  people  in  general  begin  outside,  when 
they  should  begin  inside ;  instead  of  beginning  with  the  heart, 
and  trusting  that  to  form  the  manners,  they  begin  with  the 
manners,  and  trust  the  heart  to  chance  influences.  The  golden 
rule  contains  the  very  life  and  soul  of  politeness.  Children 
may  be  taught  to  make  a  graceful  courtesy,  or  a  gentlemanly 
bow  ;  but,  unless  they  have  likewise  been  taught  to  abhor  what 
is  selfish,  and  always  prefer  another's  comfort  and  pleasure  to 
their  own,  their  politeness  will  be  entirely  artificial,  aod  used 
only  when  it  is  their  interest  to  use  it.  On  the  other  hand,  a 
truly  benevolent,  kind-hearted  person  will  always  be  distin- 
guished for  what  is  called  native  politeness,  though  entirely 
ignorant  of  the  conventional  forms  of  society. 


BBAUTT. 

Perhaps  there  is  no  gift  with  which  mortals  are  endowed, 
that  brings  so  much  danger  as  beauty,  in  proportion  to  the 
usefulness  and  happiness  it  produces.     It  is  so  rare  for  a  belie 
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to  be  happy,  or  even  contented,  after  the  season  of  yonth  is 
past,  that  it  is  considered  almost  a  miracle.  If  yonr  danghter 
is  handsome,  it  is  peculiarly  necessary  that  she  should  not  be 
taog>ht  to  attach  an  nndae  importance  to  the  dangerous  gift ; 
and  if  she  is  plain,  it  certainly  is  not  for  her  happiness  to  con- 
sider it  as  a  misfortune. 

It  certainly  is  natural  to  admire  beauty,  whether  it  be  in 
human  beings,  animals,  or  flowers  ;  it  is  a  principle  implanted 
within  the  human  mind,  and  we  cannot  get  rid  of  it.  Beauty 
IS  the  outward  form  of  goodness ;  and  that  is  the  reason  we 
love  it  instinctively,  without  thinking  why  we  love  it.  The 
tmth  is,  beauty  is  really  of  some  consequence ;  but  of  very 
small  consequence  compared  with  good  principles,  good  feel- 
ings, and  good  understanding.  In  this  manner  children  ought 
to  hear  it  spoken  of.  There  should  be  no  affected  indifference 
on  this  or  any  other  subject.  If  a  child  say,  "Everybody  loves 
Jane  Snow — she  is  so  pretty ;"  I  would  answer,  "  Is  Jane 
Snow  a  good,  kind  little  girl  ?  I  should  be  pleased  with  her 
pretty  face,  and  should  want  to  kiss  her,  when  I  first  saw  her ; 
bat  if  I  found  she  was  cross  and  selfish,  I  should  not  love  her; 
and  I  should  not  wish  to  have  her  about  me."  In  this  way 
the  attention  will  be  drawn  from  the  subject  of  beauty,  to  the 
importance  of  goodness ;  and  there  is  no  affectation  in  the 
business — the  plain  truth  is  told.  We  do  love  beauty  at  first 
sight ;  and  we  do  cease  to  love  it,  if  it  is  not  accompanied  by 
amiable  qualities. 

OLD  AGE. 

Childhood  itself  is  scarcely  more  lovely  than  a  cheerful,  kind, 
sunshiny  old  age. 

How  I  love  the  mellow  sage. 
Smiling  through  the  veil  of  age  ! 
And  whene'er  this  man  of  years 
In  the  dance  of  joy  appears, 
Age  is  on  his  temples  hung, 
But  his  heart — his  heart  U  young  t 

Here  is  the  great  secret  of  a  bright  and  green  old  age. 
When  Tithonus  asked  for  an  eternal  life  in  the  body,  and  found, 
to  his  sorrow,  that  immortal  youth  was  not  included  in  the 
bargain,  it  surely  was  because  he  forgot  to  ask  the  perpetual 
gift  of  loving  and  sympathizing. 

Next  to  this,  is  an  intense  affection  for  nature,  and  for  all 
simple  things.    A  human  heart  can  never  grow  old,  if  it  takes 
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a  liyelj  interest  in  the  pairing  of  birds,  the  reprodoctioD  of 
flowers,  and  the  changing  tints  of  aatnron  ferns.  Nature,  un- 
like other  friends,  has  an  ezhanstless  meaning,  which  one  aees 
and  hears  more  distinctly,  the  more  they  are  enamored  of  her. 
Blessed  are  they  who  hear  it ;  for  through  tones  come  the  most 
inward  perceptions  of  the  spirit.  Into  the  ear  of  the  sodI, 
which  reyerently  Usiens,  Nature  whispers,  speaks,  or  warbles, 
most  heayenly  arcana. 

And  eyen  they  who  seek  her  only  through  science,  receire  a 
portion  of  her  own  tranquillity  and  perpetual  youth.  The 
happiest  old  man  I  eyer  saw  was  one  who  knew  how  the 
mason-bee  builds  his  cell,  and  how  eyery  bird  lines  her  nest ; 
who  found  pleasure  in  a  sea-shore  pebble,  as  boys  do  in  new 
marbles ;  and  who  placed  eyery  glittering  mineral  in  a  focns 
of  light,  under  a  kaleidoscope  of  his  own  construction.  The 
effect  was  like  the  imagined  riches  of  fairy  land ;  and  when  an 
admiring  group  of  happy  young  people  gathered  round  it,  the 
heart  of  the  good  old  man  leaped  like  the  heart  of  a  child.  The 
laws  of  nature,  as  manifested  in  her  infinitely  yarious  opera- 
tions, were  to  him  a  perennial  fountain  of  delight ;  and,  like 
her,  he  offered  the  joy  to  all.  Here  was  no  admixture  of  the 
bad  excitement  attendant  upon  ambition  or  controyersy ;  but 
all  was  serenely  happy,  as  are  an  angePs  thoughts,  or  an  in- 
fant's dreams. 

Age,  in  its  outward  senses,  returns  again  to  childhood  ;  and 
thus  should  it  do  spiritually.  The  little  child  enters  a  rich 
man's  house,  and  loyes  to  play  with  the  things  that  are  new 
and  pretty,  but  lie  thinks  not  of  their  market  value,  nor  does 
he  pride  himself  that  another  child  cannot  play  with  the  same. 
The  farmer's  home  will  probably  delight  him  more ;  for  he  will 
loye  Hying  squirrels  better  than  marble  greyhounds,  and  the 
merry  bob-o'-lincoln  better  than  stuffed  birds  from  Araby  the 
blest ;  for  they  cannot  sing  into  his  heart.  What  he  wants  is 
life  and  loye— the  power  of  giying  and  receiying  joy.  To  this  • 
estimate  of  things,  wisdom  returns,  after  the  intuitions  of  child- 
hood are  lost.  Virtue  is  but  innocence  on  a  higher  plane,  to 
be  attained  only  through  seyere  conflict.  Thus  life  completes 
its  circle ;  but  it  is  a  circle  that  riies  while  it  reyolves ;  for 
the  path  of  spirit  is  eyer  spiral,  qontaining  all  of  truth  and 
loye  in  each  revolution,  yet  ever  tending  upward.  The  virtue 
which  brings  us  back  to  innocence,  on  a  higher  plane  of  wis- 
dom, may  be  the  childhood  of  another  state  of  existence ;  and 
through  successive  conflicts  we  may  again  complete  the  ascend- 
ing circle,  and  find  it  holiness. 
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The  ages,  too,  are  rising  spirally ;  each  containing  all,  yet 

ever  ascending.     Hence,  all  our  new  things  are  old,  and  yet 

they  are  new.     Some  truth  kno^rn  to  the  ancients  meets  us  on 

wk  higher  plane,  ai)d  we  do  not  recognize  it,  because  it  is  like 

a    child  of  earth  which  has  passed  upward  and  become  an 

angel.     Nothing  of  true  beauty  ever  passes  away.     The  youth 

of  the  world,  which  Greece  embodied  in  immortal  marble,  will 

return  in  the  circling  Ages,  as  innocence  c<^e8  back  in  yirtue; 

but  it  shall  return  filled  with  a  higher  life ;  and  that,  too,  shall 

point  upward.     Thus  shall  the  Arts  be  glorified.     Beethoven's 

masic  prophesies  all  this,  aud  struggles  after  it  continually ; 

therefore,  whosoever  hears  it  (with  the  inward,  as  well  as  the 

outward  ear)  feels  his  soul  sprmd  its  strong  piaions,  eager  to 

pass  "the  flaming  bounds  of  time  and  space»''  and  cirele  all 

the  infinite. 


GEORGE  BANCROFT. 

This  distinguiahed  historian  was  born  at  Worcester,  Massachaseits, 
in  the  year  1800.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Aaron  Bancroft,  was  the  minis- 
t^  of  a  oongregational  charch,  in  that  town,  for  more  than  half  a 
oentnry,  and  had  a  high  reputation  as  a  theologian  of  learning  and 
piety.  At  the  early  age  of  thirteen,  Mr.  Bancroft  entered  Harvard 
College,  and  graduated  in  1817,  with  the  highest  honors  of  his  olass. 
His  first  inclinations  were  to  stady  theology;  bnt  in  the  following 
year  he  went  to  Germany,  and  spent  two  years  at  Gottingen,  in  the 
■tudy  of  history  and  philology,  and  obtained  the  degree  of  Doctor 
of  Philosophy.  He  then  visited  in  succession  Berlin,  Heidelberg, 
Italy,  France,  and  London^  and  retonied  home,  in  1822,  one  of  the 
most  accomplished  scholars  for  his  age  our  country  had  produced. 
He  was  at  once  appointed  tutor  of  Greek  in  Harvard  College,  and 
those  who  had  the  benefit  of  his  instructions  remember  well  his  seal 
and  faithfulness,  and  varied  learning  as  a  teacher.  Desirous,  how- 
ever, to  introduce  into  our  country  the  system  of  education  that 
obtained  at  the  German  gymnasia,  he  established,  in  conjunction  with 
Joseph  G.  Cogswell,'  a  school  of  a  high  classical  character  at  "  Round 

•  Now  the  learned  librarian  of  the  Aster  Library,  and  one  of  the  first 
bibliographers  in  our  country. 
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Hill,''  Northampton,  Massachii8«tt8.  Here  he  prepared  many  admi- 
rable Latin  text-books  for  schools,  much  in  advance  of  anjthing  then 
used  in  oar  couDtry.  In  1828,  he  gave  to  the  public  a  translation  of 
Heeren*B  "  Histories  of  the  States  of  Antiquity."  Before  this  be  had 
given  some  attention  to  politics,  and  ranked  himself  with  the  Whig 
part/,  bat  he  now  went  over  to  the  Democratic  parij,  and  was  in  the 
high  road  to  political  preferment. 

In  1834,  Mr.  Bancroft  published  the  first  volume  of  **  The  Historj  of 
the  United  States,"  a  work  to  which  he  had  long  devoted  his  thoughts 
and  researches.  The  first  and  two  succeeding  volumes  of  the  work, 
comprising  the  colonial  history  of  the  country,  were  reoetved  with 
great  satisfaction  by  the  public,  as  being  in  advance  of  anything  that 
had  been  written  on  the  subject  in  brilliancy  of  style,  picturesque 
s^tches  of  character  4nd  incident,  oompass  of  erudition,  and  gene- 
rally fair  reasoning.  We  must,  however,  express  the  doubt  whether, 
for  a  siern  recital  of  fkcts,  it  will  be  considered  as  the  history  of  our 
country. 

In  1838,  Mr.  Bancroft  received  from  President  Van  Buren  the  ap- 
pointment of  Collector  of  the  Port  of  Boston,  which  situation  he 
retained  till  1841.  During  this  time  he  was  busily  engaged  upon  the 
third  volume  of  his  history,  which  was  published  in  1842.  In  1844, 
he  was  the  '*  Democratic"  candidate  for  Governor  of  Massachusetts, 
but  was  unsuccessfuL  In  the  fall  of  that  year,  Mr.  Polk  was  elected 
President,  who,  early  the  next  year,  appointed  him  Secretary  of  the 
Navy.  In  1846,  he  was  iqtpointed  minister  plenipotentiary  to  Oraai 
Britain,  and  there  represented  the  United  States  until  succeeded  by 
Mr.  Abbott  Lawrence,  in  1849.  On  his  return,  this  year,  to  his  coun- 
try, he  made  New  York  his  place  of  residence,  and  resumed  more 
actively  the  prosecution  of  his  historical  labors.  The  fourth  volume 
of  his  history,  which  appeared  in  1852,  includes  the  opening  scenes 
of  the  great  drama  of  American  Independence :  the  fifth  aud  sixth  vo- 
lumes were  published  in  1854,  and  fully  sustain  the  character  of  the 
previous  portions  of  the  work.' 


*  I  regret  that  Mr.  Banoroft,  in  the  third  edition  of  his  history,  after  he  hsd 
entered  upon  the  line  of  political  preferment,  should  step  aside  from  the  eslm 
dignity  of  history,  and  introdace  six  new  pages,  prefatory  to  the  colonisation 
of  Virginia,  apologetical  of  ilavery . 
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CHARACTER  OF  ROGER  W1LUAM8. 


^hile  tbe  state  was  tbas  coDnecting  by  tbe  closest  bonds 
llie  eoergj  of  its  faith  with  its  form  of  govern meot,  there  ap- 
peared in  its  midst  one  of  those  clear  minds  which  sometimes 
l>les8  tbe  world  by  their  power  of  receiving  moral  truth  in  its 
purest  light,  and  of  reducing  the  just  conclusions  of  their  prin- 
ciples to  a  happy  and  consistent  practice.     In  February  of  the 
first  year  of  the  colony,  but  a  few  months  after  the  arrival  of 
Winthrop,  and  before  either  Cotton  or  Hooker  had  embarked 
for  New  England,  there  arrived  at  Nantasket,  after  a  stormy 
passage  of  sixty-six  days, ''  a  young  minister,  godly  and  zealous, 
having  precious"  gifts.     It  was  Roger  Williams.     He  was 
tben  but  a  little  more  than  thirty  years  of  age ;  but  his  mind 
had  already  matured  a  doctrine  which  secures  him  an  immor- 
tality of  fame,  as  its  application  has  given  religious  peace  to 
the  American  world.     He  was  a  Puritan,  and  a  fugitive  from 
English  persecution ;  but  his  wrongs   had  not   clouded  his 
accurate  understanding ;  in  the  capacious  recesses  of  his  mind 
he  bad  revolved  the  nature  of  intolerance,  i^nd  he,  and  he  alone, 
had  arrived  at  the  great  principle  which  is  its  sole  effectual 
remedy.     He  announced  his  discovery  under  the  simple  pro- 
position of  the  sanctity  of  conscience.     The  civil  magistrate 
should  restrain  crime,  but  never  control  opinion;  should  punish 
guilt,  but  never  violate  the  freedom  of  the  soul.    The  doctrine 
contained  within  itself  an  entire  reformation  of  theological 
jurisprudence ;  it  would  blot  from  the  statute-book  the  felony 
of  non-conformity ;  would  quench  the  fires  that  persecution 
had  so  long  kept  burning ;  would  repeal  every  law  compelling 
attendance  on  public  worship ;  would  abolish  tithes  and  ail 
forced  contributions  to  tbe  maintenance  of  religion ;  would 
give  an  equal  protection  to  every  form  of  religious  faith  ;  and 
never  suffer  tbe  authority  of  the  civil  government  to  be  enlisted 
against  the  mosque  of  the  Mussulman  or  the  altar  of  the  fire- 
worshipper,  against  the  Jewish    synagogue  or  the  Roman 
cathedral.     It  is  wonderful  with  what  distinctness  Roger  Wil- 
liams dedaced  these  inferences  from  his  great  principle;  the 
consistency  with  which,  like  Pascal  and  Edwards,  those  bold 
and  profound  reasoners  on  other  subjects,  he  accepted  every 
fair  inference  from  his  doctrines ;  and  the  circumspection  with 
which  he  repelled  every  unjust  imputation.     In  the  unwaver- 
ing assertion  of  his  views  he  never  changed  his  position ;  the 
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sanctity  of  conscience  was  the  great  tenet  which,  with  all  its 
consequences,  he  defended,  as  he  first  trod  the  sliores  of  Ne» 
Etigland  ;  and  in  his  extreme  old  age  it  was  the  last  polsaUo* 
of  his  heart.  Bat  it  placed  the  young  emigrant  in  direct  op- 
position to  the  whole  system  on  which  Massaehnsetts  vss 
founded  ;  and  gentle  and  forgiving  as  was  his  temper,  prompt 
as  he  was  to  concede  everything  which  honesty  permitted,  he 
always  asserted  his  belief  with  temperate  firmness  and  unbend- 
ing benevolence. 


THE  PEOPLB  CALLED  QUAKERS. 

The  nobler  instincts  of  humanity  are  the  same  in  erery  ag« 
and  in  every  breast.  The  exalted  hopes  that  have  dignified 
former  generations  of  men  will  be  renewed  as  long  as  the 
human  heart  shall  throb.  The  visions  of  Plato  are  but  revived 
in  the  dreams  of  Sir  Thomaa  More.  A  spiritual  unity  binds 
together  every  member  of  the  human  family :  and  every  hetrt 
contains  an  incorruptible  seed,  capable  of  springing  np  and 
producing  all  that  man  can  know  of  God,  and  duty,  and  the 
soul.  An  inward  voice,  uncreated  by  schools,  independent  of 
refinement,  opens  to  the  unlettered  mind,  not  less  than  to  the 
polished  scholar,  a  sure  pathway  into  the  enfrandiisements  of 
immortal  truth.  This  is  the  faith  of  the  people  called  Qnakers. 
Their  rise  is  one  of  the  memorable  events  in  the  history  of 
man.  It  marks  the  moment  when  intellectnal  freedom  was 
claimed  unconditionally  by  the  people  as  an  inalienable  birth- 
right. To  the  masses  in  that  age,  all  reflection  on  politics  «nd 
morals  presented  itself  under  a  theological  form.  The  Quaker 
doctdne  is  philosophy,  summoned  from  the  cloister,  the  college, 
and  the  saloon,  and  planted  among  the  most  despised  of  the 
people.  As  poetry  is  older  than  critics,  so  philosophy  is  older 
than  metaphysicians.  The  mysterions  question  of.the  purpose 
of  our  being  is  always  before  us  and  within  us:  and  the  little 
child,  ad  it  begins  to  prattle,  makes  inquiries  which  the  pride  of 
learning  cannot  solve.  The  method  of  the  solution  adopted  by 
the  Qnakers  was  the  natural  consequence  of  the  origin  of  their 
sect.  The  mind  of  George  Fox  had  the  Mghest  systematic 
sagacity:  and  his  doctrine,  developed  and  rendered  illnstrioos 
by  Barclay  and  Penn,  was  distinguished  by  its  simpKeity  and 
nnity.  The  Quaker  has  but  one  word — The  Inner  Light,  the 
voice  of  God  in  the  soul.  That  light  is  a  reality,  and  therefore 
in  its  fk^eedom  the  highest  revelation  of  truth :  it  is  kindred 
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^with  the  Spirit  of  God,  and  therefore  merits  dominioD  as  the 
l^uide  to  virtue :  it  shines  in  everj  man's  breast,  and  therefore 
joins  the  whole  hnman  race  in  the  nnity  of  equal  rights.  In-* 
telleetnal  freedom,  the  supremacy  of  mind,  universal  enfran- 
chisement— ^these  three  points  include  the  whole  of  Quakerism, 
as  far  as  it  belongs  to  civil  history. 


CHIVALRY  AND  PURITANISM. 

Historians  have  loved  to  eulogize  the  manners  and  virtues, 
the  glory  and  the  benefits,  of  chivalry.     Puritanism  accom- 
plished for  mankind  far  more.     If  it  had  the  sectarian  crime 
of  intolerance,  chivalry  had'  the  vices  of  dissoluteness.     The 
knights  were  brave  from  gallantry  of  spirit ;  the  Puritans  from 
the  fear  of  God.     The  knights  were  proud  of  loyalty ;  the 
Paritans  of  liberty.     The  knights  did  homage  to  monarcbs,  in 
whose  smile  they  beheld  honor,  whose  rebuke  was  the  wound 
of  disgrace ;  the  Puritans,  disdaining  ceremony,  would  not 
how  at  the  name  of  Jesus,  nor  bend  the  knee  to  the  King 
of  kings.     Chivalry  delighted  in  outward  show,  favored  plea- 
Bore,  multiplied  amusement,  and  degraded  the  hnman  race  by 
an  exclusive  respect  for  the  privileged  classes  ;  Puritanism 
hridled  the  passions,  commanded  the  virtues  of  self-denial,  and 
rescaed  the  name  of  man  from  dishonor.     The  former  valued 
courtesy  ;  the  latter,  justice.     The  former  adorned  society  by 
graceful  refinements  ;  the  latter  founded  national  grandeur  on 
universal  education.     The  institutions  of  chivalry  were  sub- 
Terted  by  the  gradually  increasing  weight,  and  knowledge,  and 
opulence  of  the  industrious  classes ;  the  Puritans,  rallying  upon 
those  classes,  planted  in  their  hearts  the  undying  principles  of 
democratic  liberty. 


THE  POSITION  OP  THE  PURITANS. 

To  the  colonists  the  maintenance  of  their  religious  unity 
seemed  essential  to  their  cordial  resistance  to  English  attempts 
at  oppression.  And  why,  said  they,  should  we  not  insist  upon 
this  union  ?  We  have  come  to  the  outside  of  the  world  for 
the  privilege  of  living  by  ourselves ;  why  should  we  open  our 
asylum  to  those  in  whom  we  can  repose  no  confidence  ?  The 
world  cannot  call  this  persecution.  We  have  been  banished 
to  the  wilderness ;  is  it  an  injustice  to  exclude  our  oppressors, 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


562  GEOROE  P.  M0REI8. 

and  those  whom  we  dread  as  their  allies,  from  the  place  whicb 
is  to  shelter  us  from  their  intolerance  ?  Is  it  a  great  crnelty 
to  expel  from  oar  abode  the  enemies  of  onr  peace,  or  even  the 
donbtfal  friend  ?  Will  any  man  complain  at  being  driven  from 
among  banished  men,  with  whom  he  has  no  fellowship ;  of 
being  refused  admittance  to  a  gloomy  place  of  exile  ?  The 
wide  continent  of  America  invited  colonization ;  they  claimed 
their  own  narrow  domains  for  **  the  brethren."  Their  religion 
was  their  life  :  they  welcomed  none  but  its  adherents ;  they 
could  not  tolerate  the  scoffer,  the  infidel,  or  the  dissenter;  and 
the  presence  of  the  whole  people  was  required  in  their  con- 
gregation. Such  was  the  system  inflexibly  established  and 
regarded  as  the  only  adjequate  guarantee  of  the  rising  liberlies 
of  Massachusetts. 


QEORGE  P.  MORRIS. 

Gbobob  p.  Moeris,  "  to  whom  the  common  voice  of  the  cotinUy  has 
given  the  title  of  thb  Sono-wbitkb  of  America,"  was  bom  in  the  city 
of  New  York,  in  1802.  He  early  commenced  his  literary  career,  and 
in  1822  became  the  editor  of  "  The  New  York  Mirror,"  which  remained 
under  his  control  till  1843,  when  pecuniary  difficulties,  occasioned  by 
the  storm  of  financial  embarrassment  which  had  but  shortly  before 
passed  over  the  country,  compelled  him  to  relinquish  its  publication. 
During  this  long  period,  this  periodical  was  very  ably  conducted,  and 
became  the  vehicle  of  introduction  to  the  public  of  some  of  the  best 
writers  in  the  conntry.  In  1844,  he  established  "The  New  Mirror,** 
in  conjunction  with  his  friend  N.  P.  Willis,  which  was  soon  after 
changed  into  "  The  Evening  Mirror."  This,  after  being  continued  a 
year  as  a  daily  paper,  with  great  spirit  and  taste,  was  sold  out,  and  in 
November,  1846,  these  two  gifted  authors  started  a  weekly  paper, 
called  "  The  Home  Journal,"  which  has  been  continued  from  year  to 
year  with  increasing  popularity — a  popularity  richly  deserved  from, 
the  taste,  elegance,  and  enterprise  with  which  it  is  conducted. 

General  Morris  (for  so  he  is  generally  called,  as  holding  the  rank  of 
brigadier-general)  has  published  the  following  works :  "The  Deserted 
Bride,  and  other  Poems,"  1843;  "The  Whip-poor-will,  a  Poem;" 
"  American  Melodies ;"  two  or  three  Dramas ;  and  in  conjunction  with 
his  friend  Willis,  an  admirable  book  entitled  "  The  Prose  and  Poetry 
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of  £nrope  and  America.**  Bat  it  is  as  a  writer  of  Songs,  which  exert 
so  'vride  an  influence  upon  national  character  and  uanners,  and  of  a 
fe-vr  short  pieces  which,  by  their  elevated  moral  sentiment  and  touch- 
ing pathos,  go  right  to  the  heart,  that  Mr.  Morris  (for  we  love  better 
tike  plain  citizen's  title)  will  hold  an  enduring  plaoe  in  American 
literature.' 


LIFE  IN  THE  WEST. 

Ho !  brothers — come  hither  and  list  to  my  story — 

Merry  and  brief  will  the  narrative  be : 
Here,  like  a  monarch,  I  reign  in  my  glory — 

Master  am  I,  boys,  of  all  that  I  see. 
Where  once  frown 'd  a  forest  a  garden  is  smiling — 

The  meadow  and  moorland  are  marshes  no  more ; 
And  there  curls  the  smoke  of  my  cottage,  beguiling 

The  children  who  cluster  like  grapes  at  the  door. 
Then  enter,  boys  ;  cheerly,  boys,  enter  and  rest. 
The  land  of  the  heart  is  the  land  of  the  west. 
Oho,  boys  I — oho,  boys  I — oho ! 

Talk  not  of  the  town,  boys — give  me  the  broad  prairie, 

Where  man  like  the  wind  roams  impulsive  and  free ; 
Behold  how  its  beautiful  colors  all  vary. 

Like  those  of  the  clouds,  or  the  deep-rolling  sea. 
A  life  in  the  woods,  boys,  is  even  as  changing ; 

With  proud  independence  we  season  our  cheer. 
And  those  who  the  world  are  for  happiness  ranging 

Won't  find  it  at  all,  if  they  don't  find  it  her«. 


«  **  General  Morris's  fame  as  *  The  Song-writer  of  America'  belongH  to  two 
hemispheres,  and  is  greater  now  than  it  has  ever  been  before.  '  You  af^k  me/ 
says  a  reoent  letter  from  an  English  gentleman,  now  representing  in  the 
House  of  Commons  one  of  the  mot^t  ancient  of  the  English  boroughs,  *  whether 
I  have  seen  Gen.  Morris's  last  song,  *  Jenny  Marsh  of  Cherry  Valley.'  You 
can  hardly  know,  when  yon  pat  snch  a  question,  the  place  he  has  built  him- 
self in  the  hearts  of  all  classes  here.  His  many  songs  and  ballads  are  house- 
bold  words  in  every  home  in  England,  and  have  a  dear  old  chair  by  every 
eircle  in  which  kindly  friends  are  gathered ;  and  parents  smile  with  pleasure 
to  see  brothers  and  sisters  join  their  voices  in  the  erening  song,  and  twine 
closer  those  loving  chords*— the  tenderest  of  the  human  heart.  It  is  no  mean 
reward  to  feel  that  the  child  of  one's  brain  has  a  chair  in  such  circles,  and 
that  the  love  for  the  child  passes  in  hundreds  of  hearts  into  love  for  its  unseen 
parent.  After  all,  whst  arc  all  the  throat-warblings  in  the  world  to  one  such 
neart-song  as  'My  Mother's  Bible?'  It  possesses  the  true  test  of  genius, 
touching  with  sympathy  the  human  heart,  equally  in  the  palace  and  the 
cottage." 

For  a  most  beaatif ally  written  critical  essay  upon  Mr.  Morris's  genius  and 
poems,  read  '*  Literary  Criticisms  and  other  Papers,  by  the  late  Horace  Bin- 
ney  Wallace,  Esq..  of  Philadelphia" — a  volume  which  does  the  highest  credit 
io  the  author  as  himself  a  man  of  true  taste,  correct  judgment,  and  finished 
scholarship. 
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THen  enter,  boys ;  cheerlj,  boys,  enter  and  re«t ; 
ru  show  you  tbe  life,  bojrs,  we  live  in  the  west. 
Oho,  boys ! — oho,  bojs  I— oho ! 

Here,  brothers,  secure  from  all  turmoil  and  danger. 

We  reap  what  we  sow,  for  the  soil  is  our    :7n ; 
We  spread  hospitality's  board  for  the  stran 

And  care  not  a  fig  for  the  king  on  his  thioue. 
We  never  know  want,  for  we  live  by  our  labor, 

And  in  it  contentment  and  happiness  find ; 
We  do  what  we  can  for  a  friend  or  a  neighbor, 

And  die,  boys,  in  peace  and  good-will  to  mankind. 
Then  enter,  boys ;  cheerly,  boys,  enter  and  rest ; 
You  know  how  we  live,  boys,  and  die  in  the  west ! 
Oho,  boys  1 — oho,  boys  I — oho  I 


I  LOVE  THE  NIGHT. 

I  love  the  night  when  the  moon  streams  bright 

On  flowers  that  drink  the  dew, 
When  cascades  shout  as  the  stars  peep  out, 

From  boundless  fields  of  blue  ; 
But  dearer  far  than  moon  or  star, 

Or  flowers  of  gaudy  hue, 
Or  murmuring  trills  of  mountain  rills, 

I  love,  I  love,  love — ^you  I 

I  love  to  stray  at  the  close  of  day. 

Through  groves  of  linden  trees, 
When  gushing  notes  from  song-birds'  throats, 

Are  vocal  in  the  breeze. 
I  love  the  night — the  glorious  night! 

When  hearts  beat  warm  and  true  ; 
But  far  above  the  night  I  love, 

I  love,  I  love,  love — ^you  1 


FT*  WITH  THE  SIGNAL. 

Up,  up  with  the  ^gnal !    The  land  is  in  sight ! 
We'll  be  happy,  if  never  again,  boys,  to-night! 
The  cold,  cheerless  ocean  in  safety  we've  passed. 
And  the  warm  genial  earth  glads  our  vision  at  last. 
In  the  land  of  the  stranger  true  hearts  we  shall  find. 
To  soothe  us  in  absence  of  those  left  behind. 
Land  I — land-ho  I   All  hearts  glow  with  joy  at  the  sight  I 
We'll  be  happy,  if  never  again,  boys,  to-night ! 

The  signal  is  waving!     Till  mom  we'll  remain. 
Then  part  in  the  liope  to  meet  one  day  again 
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Round  the  hearth-stone  of  home  in  the  land  of  our  birth, 

The  holiest  spot  on  the  face  of  the  earth  I 

Dear  country  !  our  thoughts  are  as  constant  to  thee 

As  the  steel  to  the  star,  or  the  stream  to  the  sea. 

Ho ! — land-ho !    We  near  it — we  bound  at  the  sight. 

Then  Uti  happj,  if  neyer  again,  boys,  to-night  t 

The  t,*yKal  is  answer'' d!    The  foam-sparkles  rise 
Like  tears  from  the  fountain  of  joy  to  the  eyes ! 
May  rain-drops  that  fall  from  the  storm-clouds  of  care 
Melt  away  in  the  sun-beaming  smiles  of  the  fair ! 
One  health,  as  chime  gayly  the  nautical  bells, 
To  woman — God  bless  her ! — wherever  she  dwells ! 
The  pilot's  on  board  !-^and,  thank  Heaven,  all's  right ! 
So  be  happy,  if  never  again,  boys,  to-night  I 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT  TREE.' 

Woodman,  spare  that  tree ! 

Touch  not  a  single  bough 
In  youth  it  shelter 'd  me, 

And  I'll  protect  it  now. 
'Twas  my  forefather's  hand 

That  placed  it  near  his  cot ; 
There,  woodman,  let  it  stand, 

Thy  axe  shall  harm  it  not ! 

That  old  familiar  tree, 

Whose  glory  and  renown 
Are  spread  o'er  land  and  sea. 

And  wouldst  thou  hew  it  down  ? 
Woodman,  forbear  thy  stroke  ! 

Cut  not  its  earth-bound  ties  ; 
Oh  spare  that  aged  oak, 

Now  towering  to  the  skies ! 

When  but  an  idle  boy , 

I  sought  its  grateful  shade ; 
In  all  their  gushing  joy,    , 

Here  too  my  sisters  pi  /M. 
My  mother  kiss'd  me  here  ; 

My  father  press 'd  my  hand — 
Forgive  this  foolish  tear, 

But  let  that  old  oak  stand  ! 

'  •*  After  I  h»d  sung  the  noble  ballad  of  Woodman^  spare  that  trf€,  at 
Bonlogne,"  sayn  Mr.  Henry  Rassell,  the  vocalist,  **an  old  gentlemaD,  amon^ 
the  andience,  who  was  greatly  moved  by  the  pimple  and  touching  beauty  of 
the  words,  rose  and  said,  '  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Russell ;  but  was  the  tree 
really  spared?'  'It  wns,'  paid  I.  'I  am  very  glad  J-o  hear  it,'  said  he, 
as  he  took  his  seat  amidst  the  unanimous  applause  of  the  whole  assembly. 
I  never  saw  such  excitement  in  a  concert-room." 

48 
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M7  heart-strings  round  thee  oling, 

Close  as  thj  bark,  old  friend  t 
Here  shall  the  wild-bird  sing, 

And  still  thy  branches  bend. 
Old  tree  I  the  storm  still  brave  ? 

And,  woodman,  leave  the  spot ; 
While  I've  a  hand  to  save, 

Thj  axe  shall  harm  it  not. 


MY  mother's  bible. 

This  book  is  all  that's  left  me  now ! 

Tears  will  unbidden  start — 
With  faltering  lip  and  throbbing  brow, 

I  press  it  to  my  heart. 
For  mauj  generations  past, 

Here  is  our  family  tree  ; 
My  mother's  hands  this  Bible  clasped  ; 

She,  dying,  gave  it  me. 

Ah !  well  do  I  remember  those 

Whose  names  these  records  bear, 
Who  round  the  hearth-stone  used  to  close 

After  the  evening  prayer. 
And  speak  of  what  these  pages  said. 

In  tones  my  heart  would  thrill  1 
Though  they  are  with  the  silent  dead, 

Here  are  they  living  still  I 

My  father  read  this  holy  book 

To  brothers,  sisters  dear ; 
How  calm  was  my  poor  mother's  look, 

Who  lean'd  God's  word  to  heart 
Her  angel  face — I  see  it  yet ! 

What  thronging  memories  come ! 
Again  that  little  group  is  met 

Within  the  halls  of  home ! 

Thou  truest  friend  man  ever  knew. 

Thy  constancy  I've  tried  ; 
Where  all  were  false  I  found  thee  true. 

My  counsellor  and  guide. 
The  mines  of  earth  no  treasure  give 

That  could  this  volume  buy : 
In  teaching  me  the  way  to  live, 

It  taught  me  how  to  die. 
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LEONARD  BACON. 

Hev.  Leoxabd  Bacon,  D.  D.,^  was  bom  in  Detroit,  Michigan,  on  the 
19th  of  February,  1802.  His  father  was,  for  several  years,  a  missionary 
to  the  Indians,  and  in  the  new  settlements,  sent  by  the  Missionary 
Society  of  Connectiont.  He  died  in  1817,  leaving  three  sons  and  four 
daughters.  At  the  age  of  ten,  Dr.  Bacon  was  sent  to  Hartford,  to 
prepare  for  college,  and  in  the  fall  of  1817  he  entered  the  sophomore 
class  in  Yale  College,  where  ho  so  distinguished  himself  as  a  scholar 
and  writer,  that  a  high  position  was  predicted  for  him  in  the  profession 
lie  had  chosen,  that  of  the  ministry..  In  the  autumn  of  1820,  he  en- 
tered the  theological  seminary  at  Andover,  Massachusetts,  where  he 
prosecuted  his  studies  for  four  years.  Soon  after  leaving  Andover,  he 
was  invited  by  the  First  Congregational  Church  of  New  Ilaven,  whose 
bnilding  is  known  by  the  name  of  the  "Centre  Church,"  to  preach  to 
them  ;  and  over  this  church  he  was  ordained  pastor  in  March,  1825, 
wben  he  was  but  twenty-three  years  of  age ;  and  at  this  important 
post  he  has  remained  ever  since. 

Though  Dr.  Bacon's  life  has  been  a  quiet  one,  and  barren  of  inci- 
dent, he  has  filled  a  large  space  in  the  eye  of  the  Christian  public, 
especially  of  the  Congregational  Church  in  New  England ;  and  the 
high  estimation  in  which  he  is  there  held  is  evident  from  the  fre- 
quency with  which  he  is  invited  to  deliver  addresses  before  literary 
societies  or  sermons  at  ordinations.  '  As  has  been  well  said,  he  em- 
bodies to  a  remarkable  degree  the  distinctive  features  of  New  England 
character  and  New  England  theology,  having  the  New  England  self- 
reliance,  energy,  and  adaptation.  He  turns  his  hand,  or  rather  his 
bead,  to  a  variety  of  topics,  and  is  successful  in  all.  He  has  the 
New  England  firmness  and  compactness  of  mental  structure,  while 
susceptible  of  the  highest  polish.  If  a  congress  of  representative  men 
were  to  assemble  in  London,  New  England  might  well  send  Leonard 
Bacon  of  New  Haven.* 

*  For  a  fuller  account  of  this  diBtingutsbed  clergyman,  read  *'  Fowler's 
American  Pulpit" — an  excellent  work. 

*  The  following  are  Dr.  Bacon's  chief  published  works  :  "  Select  Practical 
Writings  of  Richard  Baxter,  with  a  Life  of  the  Author,"  2  vols.  8vo.,  New 
Haven,  1831;  "Manual  for  Young  Church  Members,"  18mo.,  New  Haven, 
18.33.  This  i?  an  exposition  of  the  principles  of  Oongrepationnl  Church  order. 
•'Thirteen  Historical  Discourses  on  the  Completion  of  Two  Hundred  Years, 
from  the  beginning  of  the  First  Church  in  New  Haven,"  8vo.,  New  Haven, 
1839.    Besides  these  volumes,  about  twenty-five  of  his  sermons  and  addresses 
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JOHN  DAVENPORT'S*  INFLUENClK  UPON  NEW  HAVEN. 

If  we  of  this  city*  enjoy,  in  this  respect,  any  peculiar  privi- 
leges— if  it  is  a  privilege  that  any  poor  man  here,  with  ordi- 
nary health  in  his  family,  and  the  ordinary  blessing  of  God 
upon  his  industry,  may  give  to  his  son,  without  sendingr  him 
away  from  home,  the  best  education  which  the  country  affords 
— if  it  is  a  privilege  to  us  to  live  in  a  city  in  which  learning, 
sound  and  thorough  education,  is,  equally  with  commerce  and 
the  mechanic  arts,  a  great  public  interest — if  it  is  a  privilege 
to  us  to  record  among  our  fellow-citizens  some  of  the  brightest 
names  in  the  learning  and  science,  not  of  our  country  only, 
but  of  the  age,  and  to  be  conversant  with  such  men,  and  sub- 
ject to  their  constant  influence  in  the  various  relations  of  so- 
ciety— if  it  is  a  privilege  that  our  young  mechanics,  in  their 
associations,  can  receive  instruction  in  popular  lectures  from 
the  most  accomplished  teachers'* — if,  in  a  word,  there  is  any 

hare  been  published,  delivered  on  various  public  oeeasions,  SQcb  as  ordina- 
tions, meetings  of  temperance  societies,  literary  societies,  Ac.,  among  which 
are  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  at  Yale  and  at  Harvard.  His  first  contribution  to 
the  "Christian  Spectator,"  on  "  The  Peculiar  Characteristics  of  the  Bene- 
volent Spirit  of  our  Age,"  was  in  March,  1822,  when  he  was  a  student  at 
Andover ;  and  for  every  year  down  to  1838,  there  was  scarcely  a  number  of 
that  celebrated  magazine  that  was  not  enriched  by  his  pen.  To  the  "  New 
Englander,"  also,  since  its  commencement  in  1843,  he  ha«  been  a  constant 
contributor,  and  all  his  papers  are  marked  with  an  ability,  earnestness,  and 
directness  that  make  them  among  the  most  readable  articles  of  that  able 
review. 

*  This  holy  and  fearless  man  of  God  was  not  afraid  of  "  pre'hching  polities," 
nor  of  counselling  his  people  to  give  succor  to  the  fugitive  from  tyranny  and 
oppression.  Among  those  who  signed  the  death-warrant  of  Charles  I.,  found 
puilty  of  treason  against  his  people,  were  Edward  Whalley  and  William 
Ch)ffe.  On  the  Restoration  they  fled  to  this  country,  and  came  first  to  Boston 
and  then  to  New  Haven.  On  the  Sunday  after  they  arrived  at  the  latter 
place,  Mr.  Davenport,  knowing  that  they  would  be  pursued  by  the  kin|'8 
officers,  boldly  went  into  the  pulpit,  and  instructed  his  people  in  their  duties 
in  the  matter,  from  the  following  text — a  text  which  was  of  itoelf  a  sermon 
for  the  occasion:  "Take  counsel,  execute  judgment;  make  thy  shadow  as 
the  night  in  the  midst  of  the  noonday ;  hide  the  outcasts ;  bewray  not  him 
that  wandereth  :  let  mine  outcasts  dwell  with  thee,  Hoab ;  be  thou  a  covert 
to  them  from  the  face  of  the  spoiler." — Isaiah  zvi.  3,  4. 

*  New  Haven. 

'  This  alludes  to  the  munificence  of  James  Brewster,  Esq.,  of  New  Haven, 
whose  heart  to  do  good  equals  his  means  of  doing  it — a  rare  union  in  men  of 
wealth.  He  founded  with  his  own  means  an  institute  for  popular  instruction 
—comprising  a  lecture-room  of  fine  dimensions,  a  chemical  laboratory,  a 
mineralogical  cabinet,  and  a  collection  of  shells  scientifically  arranged — all 
designed  for  the  intellectual  and  moral  improvement  of  the  mechanics  of  the 
place. 
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privilege  in  having  cor  home  at  one  of  the  fonutains  of  light 
for  this  vast  confederacy — the  privifege  may  be  traced  to  the 
infiuence  of  John  Davenport,  to  the  peculiar  character  which 
be,  more  than  any  other  man,  gave  to  this  community  in  its 
very  beginning.  Every  one  of  us  is  daily  enjoying  the  effect* 
of  bis  wisdom  and  public  spirit.  Thus  he  is  to-day  our  bene- 
factor; and  thus  he  is  to  be  the  benefactor  of  our  posterity 
through  ages  to  come.  How  aptly  might  that  beautiful  apos- 
trophe of  one  of  our  poets  have  been  addressed  to  him: — 

"  The  good  begun  hy  thee  shall  onward  flow- 
In  many  a  branching  stream,  and  wider  grow ; 
The  seed  that  in  these  few  and  fleeting  hours, 
Thy  hands,  unsparing  and  unwearied,  sow, 
Shall  deck  thy  grave  with  amaranthine  flowers, 
And  yield  thee  fruit  divine  in  heaven's  immortal  bowers. '^ 


NCW  ENGLAND. 

What  then  do  we  claim  for  the  Pilgrims  of  Plymouth — what 
for  the  stern  old  Puritans  of  the  Bay  and  of  Connecticut — 
what  for  the  founders  of  New  Ilaven  ?  Nothing,  but  that  you 
look  with  candor  on  what  they  have  done  for  their  posterity 
and  for  the  world.  Their  labors,  their  principles,  their  insti- 
tutions, have  made  New  England,  with  ita  hard  soil  and  its 
cold  long  winters,  "the  glory  of  all  lands."  The  thousand 
towns  and  villages — the  decent  sanctuaries  not  for  show  but  for 
use,  crowning  the  hill -tops,  or  peering  out  from  the  valleys — 
the  means  of  education  accessible  to  every  family — the  uni- 
versal diffusion  of  knowledge — the  order  and  thrift,  the  general 
activity  and  enterprise,  the  unparalleled  equality  in  the  distri- 
bution of  property,  the  general  happiness  resulting  from  the 
diffusion  of  education  and  of  pure  religious  doctrine — the 
safety  in  which  more  than  half  the  population  sleep  nightly 
with  unbolted  doors — the  calm,  holy  Sabbaths,  when  mute 
nature  in  the  general  silence  becomes  vocal  with  praise,  when 
the  whisper  of  the  breeze  seems  more  distinct,  the  distant 
waterfall  louder  and  more  musical,  the  carol  of  the  morning 
birds  clearer  and  sweeter — this  is  New  England;  and  where 
will  you  find  the  like,  save  where  you  find  the  operation  of 
New  England  principles  and  New  England  infiuenoe?  This 
is  the  work  of  our  fathers  and  ancient  lawgivers.  They  came 
hither,  not  with  new  theories  of  government  from  the  labora- 
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tories  of  political  alcby mists;  not  to  try  wild  experiments  npoa 
human  nature,  but  only  to  found  a  new  empire  for  God,  for 
truth,  for  virtue,  for  freedom  guarded  and  bounded  by  jostiee. 
To  have  failed  in  such  an  attempt  had  been  glorioas.  Their 
glory  is  that  they  succeeded. 


THE  PRESENT  AOE. 

The  present  age  is  eminently  an  age  of  progress,  and  there- 
fore of  excitement  and  change.  It  is  an  age  in  which  the  great 
art  of  printing  is  beginning  to  manifest  its  energy  in  the  diffiH 
sion  of  knowledge  and  the  excitement  of  bold  inquiry ;  aud 
therefore  it  is  an  age  when  ail  opinions  walk  abroad  in  qoest 
of  proselytes.  It  is  an  age  of  liberty,  and  therefore  of  the 
perils  incidental  to  liberty.  It  is  an  age  of  peace  and  enter- 
prise, and  therefore  of  prosperity,  and  of  all  the  perils  inci- 
dental to  prosperity.  It  is  an  age  of  great  plans  and  high 
endeavors  for  the  promotion  of  human  happiness ;  and  there- 
fore it  is  an  age  in  which  daring  but  ill-balanced  minds  are 
moved  to  attempt  impracticable  things,  or  to  aim  at  practice 
ble  ends  by  impracticable  measures.  If  we  conld  exorcise  the 
spirit  that  moves  men  to  do  good  by  associated  effort  on  the 
grandest  scale,  perhaps  we  might  be  rid  of  some  few  ill-con- 
certed enterprises  that  importune  us  for  co-operation.  If  we 
had  war  instead  of  peace,  and  robbery  instead  of  commerce,  we 
should  soon  be  rid  of  the  evils  attendant  on  national  prosperity 
and  this  vast  accumulation  of  the  outward  means  of  hnmao 
happiness.  If  our  liberty  were  abolished,  our  free  schools, 
our  equal  rights,  our  elective  government,  we  should  be  rid  of 
the  perils  of  this  constant  political  agitation.  If  the  aniTerBal 
circulation  of  books  and  newspapers  were  taken  away,  and  the 
waking  up  of  mind  in  all  directions  were  quieted,  if  all  reli- 
gious worship  and  instrnction  were  regnlated  by  the  sovereign 
and  made  to  conform  to  one  standard,  if  intellectual  cultare  and 
general  knowledge  could  be  confined  to  the  ''better  classes," 
and  they  would  be  content  to  take  everything  by  tradition ; 
we  might  have  a  very  tranquil  state  of  things — all  calm  as 
the  sea  of  Sodom.  But  so  long  as  we  have  liberty,  civil, 
intellectual,  and  religious ;  so  long  as  we  have  enterprise  and 
prosperity;  so  long  a«  the  public  heart  is  warm  with  solici- 
tude for  human  happiness;  so  long  we  roust  make  up  onr 
minds  to  encounter  something  of  error  and  extravagance ;  and 
our  duty  is  not  to  complain  or  despair,  but  to  be  thankful  that 
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inre  live  in  times  so  aospicious,  and  to  do  what  we  can  in  pa- 
tience aud  love,  to  guide  the  erring  and  check  the  extravagant. 
When  the  car  rashes  with  swift  motion,  he  who  looks  only 
downward  upon  the  track,  to  catch  if  he  can  some  glimpses 
of  the  glowing  wheel,  or  to  watch  the  rocks  by  the  wayside, 
that   seem  whirling  from  their  places,  soon  grows  sick  and 
faint.     Look  up,  man  I     Look  abroad  I     The  earth  is  not  dis- 
solved, not  yet  dissolving.     Look  on  the  tranquil  heavens, 
and  the  blue  mountains.     Look  on  all  that  fills  the  range  of 
Tisioo — the  bright,  glad  river,  the  smooth  meadow,  the  village 
spire  with  the  clustering  homes  around  it,  and  yonder  lonely, 
quiet  farmhouse,  far  up  among  the  hills.     Yon  are  safe ;  all  is 
safe;  and  the  power  that  carries  you  is  neither  earthquake  nor 
tempest,  but  a  power  than  which  the  gentlest  palfrey  that  ever 
bore  a  timid  maiden,  is  not  more  obedient  to  the  will  that 
guides  it. 

What  age,  since  the  country  was  planted,  has  been  more 
favorable  to  happiness  or  to  virtue  than  the  present  ?  Would 
you  rather  have  lived  in  the  age  of  the  revolution  ?  If  in  this 
age  you  are  frightened,  in  that  age  you  would  have  died  with 
terror.  Would  you  rather  have  lived  in  the  age  of  the  old 
French  wars,  when  religious  enthusiasm  and  religious  conten- 
tion ran  so  high,  that  ruin  seemed  impending?  How  would 
your  sensibilities  have  been  tortured  in  such  an  age  I  Would 
you  rather  have  lived  in  those  earlier  times,  when  the  savage 
still  built  his  wigwam  in  the  woody  valleys,  and  the  wolf 
prowled  on  our  hills  ?  Those  days,  so  Arcadian  to  your  fancy, 
were  days  of  darkness  and  tribulation.  The  'temptations  in 
the  wilderness"  were  as  real  and  as  terrible  as  any  which  your 
virtue  is  called  to  encounter. 

The  scheme  of  Divine  Providence  is  one,  from  the  begin- 
ning to  the  end,  and  is  ever  in  progressive  development. 
Every  succeeding  age  helps  to  unfold  the  mighty  plan.  There 
are,  indeed,  times  of  darkness ;  bat  even  then  it  is  light  to 
faith,  and  lighter  to  the  eye  of  Qod ;  and  even  then  there  is 
progress,  though  to  sense  and  fear  all  motion  seems  retrograde. 
To  despond  now,  is  not  cowardice  merely,  but  atheism ;  for 
DOW,  as  the  world  in  its  swift  progress  brings  us  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  latter  day,  faith,  instructed  by  the  signs  of  the 
times,  and  looking  up  in  devotion,  sees  on  the  blushing  sky 
the  promise  of  the  morning. 
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caaisriANiTT  in  history. 


The  more  we  stady  Christ  and  the  inflaence  of  Christfanitj 
in  history,  the  deeper,  also,  and  more  cheering  will  be   oar 
conviction  that  Christianity,  as  one  of  the  forces  that  coDtrol 
the  progress  of  nations  and  of  the  human  race,  has  never  de- 
monstrated all  its  efficacy.     In  the  ages  past,  the  rarioas  and 
complicated  moral  forces  that  move  the  world  have  been   in 
opposition  to  its  influence,  or  have  acted  to  corrupt  it.     Its 
mission  in  the  world  is  to  work  itself  free  from  the  corruptions 
that  have  soiled  its  purity  and  impaired  its  efficacy,  and  min- 
gling itself  with  all  that  acts  on  human  character— literature, 
art,  philosophy,  education,  law,  statesmanship,  commerce — to 
bring  all  things  into  subordination  to  itself,  and  to  sway  sU 
the  complicated  elements  of  poww  for  the  renovation  of  tbe 
world. 

We,  brethren  in  the  commonwealth  of  letters,  all  of  ii«, 
from  the  most  gifted  to  the  humblest,  are  workers  in  history. 
Christianity,  if  we  are  true  to  our  position  and  our  nurture, 
is  working  through  us  upon  the  destinies  of  our  country  and 
of  our  race.     Not  the  missionary  only  who  goes  forth,  in  the 
calm  glow  of  apostolic  seal,  to  labor  and  to  die  in  barbarous 
lands  for  the  extension  of  Christ's  empire—not  the  theologian 
only  who  devotes  himself  to  the  learned  investigation  and  the 
scientific  exposition  of  tbe  Christian  faith — not  the  preacher 
and  the  pastor  only — but  all  who  act  in  any  manner,  or  in  any 
measure,  on  the  character  and  moral  destiny  of  their  fellow- 
men,  are  privileged  to  be  the  organs  and  the  functionaries  of 
Christianity.     The  senator,  whose  fearless  voice  and  vote  turn 
back  from  the  yet  uncontaminated  soil  of  his  country  the  pol- 
luting and  blighting  barbarism  of  slavery,  and  consecrate  that 
soil  eternally  to  freedom — the  patriot  statesman,  who,  in  defi- 
ance of  the  ardor  ctvium  prava  jubentium,  lifts  up  his  voice 
like  a  prophet's  cry  against  the  barbarous  and  pagan  policy  of 
war  and  conquest — ^the  jurist,  who,  like  Granville  Sharp,  by 
long  and  patient  years  of  toil,  forces  the  law  to  recognize  at 
last  some  disregarded  principle  of  justice^ — the  teacher,  the 
author,  the  artist,  the  physician,  and  the  man  of  bnsineffl,  who, 
in  their  various  places  of  duty  and  of  inflaence,  are  serving 
their  generation  under  the  influence  of  Christian  principles — 
these  all  are  in  their  several  functions  the  anointed  ministers 
of  Christianity,  **  kings  and  priests  to  God." 
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In  the  all-embracing  scheme  of  the  eternal  Providence,  no 
act,  or  effort,  or  aspiration  of  goodness  shall  be  in  vain.  No 
rain-drop  mingles  with  the  ocean,  or  falls  opon  the  desert  sand, 
no  particle  of  dew  moistens  the  loneliest  and  baldest  cliff,  bat 
Qod  sees  it  and  saves  it  for  the  uses  of  his  own  beneficence. 
The  vanished  aspirations  of  the  youth  who  fell  and  was  for- 
protten — whose  early  promise  sparkled  for  a  moment  and  ex- 
haled— are  not  wholly  lost ;  he  has  not  lived  nor  died  in  vain. 

Let  these  thoughts  cheer  us  as  we  labor,  and  bear  us  up  in 
oar  discouragements. 

"  Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow 
Is  oar  destined  end  or  way, 
But  to  act  that  each  to-morrow 
Find  us  farther  than  to-day. 

"  Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing, 
With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing, 
Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait.*' 


RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

Ralph  Waldo  Embbson,  one  of  the  most  original  writers  in  our 
country,  was  bom  in  Boston  in  the  year  1803,  and  graduated  at 
Harvard  College  in  1821.  On  leaving  college,  he  devoted  his  time  to 
theological  studies,  and  was  settled  as  pastor  of  the  second  Unitarian 
church  in  his  native  city.  But  his  views  respecting  some  of  the 
Christian  ordinances  undergoing  a  change,  he  gave  up  the  ministry, 
and  retired  to  the  quiet  village  of  Concord,  Mass.,  devoting  himself 
to  his  favorite  studies — the  nature  of  man  and  his  relations  to  the 
universe. 

The  following  are  Mr.  Emerson's  chief  publications  :  "  Man  Think- 
ing," an  oration  delivered  before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  in  1837 ; 
"  Literary  Ethics,"  an  oration ;  and  "  Nature — an  Essay,"  in  1838  ; 
"  The  Dial,"  a  magazine  of  literature,  philosophy,  and  history,  which 
he  commenced  in  1840,  and  continued  for  four  years  ;  "The  Method 
of  Nature,"  "Man  the  Reformer,"  three  lectures  on  the  times,  and 
the  first  series  of  his  essays,  in  1841 ;  a  volume  of  poems,  in  1846, 
and  the  lectures,  delivered  during  his  visit  to  England  in  1849,  whic^ 
form  the  volume  called  "Representative  Men." 
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Soch  are  Mr.  Emerson*!  principal  writings.  As  an  aatbor  he  never 
can  be  popalar,  for  he  is  too  abetmse  and  too  metaphysical,  and  has 
too  little  of  human  sympathy  to  reach  the  heart ;  while  he  is  at  tisk«« 
so  quaint  or  so  obscure,  that  one  is  no  little  puzsled  to  find  Y>at  his 
exact  meaning.* 


THE  COMPENSATIONS  OP  CALAMITY. 

We  cannot  part  with  our  friends.  We  cannot  let  oar  angels 
go.  We  do  not  see  that  they  only  go  out,  that  archangels  may 
come  in.  We  are  idolaters  of  the  old.  We  do  not  believe  in 
the  riches  of  the  soul,  in  its  proper  eternity  and  omnipresence. 
We  do  not  believe  there  is  any  force  in  to-day  to  rival  or  re- 
create that  beautiful  yesterday.  We  linger  in  the  ruins  of  the 
old  tent,  where  once  we  had  bread  and  shelter  and  organs,  nor 
believe  that  the  spirit  can  feed,  cover,  and  nerve  as  again. 
We  cannot  again  find  aught  so  dear,  so  sweet,  so  graceful. 
But  we  sit  and  weep  in  vain.  The  voice  of  the  Almighty 
saith,  "Up  and  onward  for  evermore!"  We  cannot  stay  amid 
the  ruins.  Neither  will  we  rely  on  the  new ;  and  so  we  walk 
ever  with  reverted  eyes,  like  those  monsters  who  look  back- 
wards. 

And  yet  the  compensations  of  calamity  are  made  apparent 
to  the  understanding  also,  after  long  intervals  of  time.  A 
fever,  a  mutilation,  a  cruel  disappointment,  a  loss  of  wealth,  a 
loss  of  friends  seems  at  the  moment  unpaid  loss,  and  unpayable. 
But  the  sure  years  reveal  the  deep  remedial  force  that  under- 
lies all  facts.  The  death  of  a  dear  friend,  wife,  brother,  lover, 
which  seemed  nothing  but  privation,  somewhat  later  assumes 
the  aspect  of  a  guide  or  genius ;  for  it  commonly  operates  revo- 
lutions in  our  way  of  life,  terminates  an  epoch  of  infancy  or  of 
youth  which  was  waiting  to  be  closed,  breaks  up  a  wonted  occu- 

*  An  English  oritio  thas  speaks  of  bun  :  "  Mr.  Emerson  possesses  so  manj 
oharaoieristics  of  genius  that  his  want  of  universalis  is  the  more  to  be  re- 
gretied ;  the  leading  feature  of  his  mind  is  intensity ;  he  is  deficient  in  heart 
sympathy.  Full  to  overflowing  with  intelleotual  appreciation,  be  is  incapable 
of  that  embracing  reception  of  impulses  which  gives  to  Byron  so  large  a 
measure  of  influence  and  fame.  Emerson  is  elevated,  but  not  expansive  ; 
his  flight  is  high,  but  not  extensive.  He  has  a  magnificent  vein  of  tib«  purest 
gold ;  but  it  is  not  a  mine.  To  vary  our  illustration  somewhat,  he  is  not  a 
world,  but  a  district;  a  lofty  and  commanding  eminence  we  admit,  but  only 
a  very  email  portion  of  the  true  poet's  universe.  What,  however,  be  has 
done  is  permanent,  and  America  will  always  in  after  times  be  proud  of  Balph 
Waldo  Emerson,  and  consider  him  one  of  her  noblest  sons.'* 
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pation,  or  a  household,  or  style  of  living,  and  allows  the  forma* 
lion  of  new  ones  more  friendly  to  the  growth  of  character.  It 
permits  or  constrains  the  formatioo  of  new  acquaintances,  and 
th«  reception  of  new  influences  that  prove  of  the  first  import- 
aDce  to  the  next  years ;  and  the  man  or  woman  who  would 
have  remained  a  sunny  garden  flower,  with  no  room  for  its 
roots  and  too  much  sunshine  for  its  head,  by  the  falling  of  the 
walls  and  the  neglect  of  the  gardener,  is  made  the  banian  of 
the  forest,  yielding  shade  and  fruit  to  wide  neighborhoods  of 
men. 

TRAVELLING. 

I  have  no  churlish  objection  to  the  circumnavigation  of  the 
globe,  for  the  purposes  of  art,  of  study,  and  benevolence,  so 
that  the  man  is  first  domesticated,  or  does  not  go  abroad  with 
the  hope  of  finding  somewhat  greater  than  he  knows.  He  who 
travels  to  be  amused,  or  to  get  somewhat  which  he  does  not 
carry,  travels  away  from  himself,  and  grows  old  even  in  youth 
among  old  things.  In  Thebes,  in  Palmyra,  his  will  and  mind 
have  become  old  and  dilapidated  as  they.  He  carries  ruins  to 
ruins. 

Travelling  is  a  fooPs  paradise.  We  owe  to  our  first  journeys 
the  discovery  that  place  is  nothing.  At  home  I  dream  that  at 
Naples,  at  Rome,  I  can  be  intoxicated  with  beauty,  and  lose 
my  sadness.  I  pack  my  trunk,  embrace  my  friends,  embark  on 
the  sea,  and  at  last  wake  np  at  Naples,  and  there  beside  me  is 
the  stern  fact,  the  sad  self,  unrelenting,  identical,  that  I  fled 
from.  I  seek  the  Vatican,  and  the  palaces.  I  affect  to  be 
intoxicated  with  sights  and  suggestions,  but  I  am  not  intoxi- 
cated.    My  giant  goes  with  me  wherever  I  go. 

But  the  rage  of  travelling  is  itself  only  a  symptom  of  a 
deeper  unsoundness  affecting  the  whole  intellectual  action. 
The  intellect  is  vagabond,  and  the  universal  system  of  educa- 
tion fosters  restlessness.  Our  minds  travel  when  our  bodies 
are  forced  to  stay  at  home.  We  imitate;  and  what  is  imitation 
but  the  travelling  of  the  rftind  ?  Our  houses  are  built  with 
foreign  taste ;  our  shelves  are  garnished  with  foreign  orna- 
ments ;  our  opinions,  our  tastes,  our  whole  minds  lean,  and 
follow  the  past  and  the  distant,  as  the  eyes  of  a  maid  follow 
her  mistress.  The  soul  created  the  arts  wherever  they  have 
flourished.  It  was  in  his  own  mind  that  the  artist  sought  his 
model.  It  was  an  application  of  his  own  thought  to  the  thing 
to  be  done  and  the  conditions  to  be  observed.    And  why  need 
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we  copy  the  Doric  or  the  Gothic  model  ?  Beaotj,  conTeoieoce, 
grandeur  of  thoaght,  and  qaaint  expression  are  as  Dear  to  6< 
as  to  any,  and  if  the  American  artist  will  stady  with  hope  asd 
love  the  precise  thing  to  be  done  by  him,  consideriog  the  jcII- 
mate,  the  soil,  the  length  of  the  day,  the  wants  of  the  people, 
the  habit  and  form  of  the  government,  he  will  create  a  hooM 
in  which  all  these  will  find  themselves  fitted,  and  taste  aod 
sentiment  will  be  satisfied  also. 


SELF-RELIANCE. 

Insist  on  yourself;  never  imitate.  Your  own  gift  yon  can 
present  every  moment  with  the  cumulative  force  of  a  whole 
life's  cultivation ;  but  of  the  adopted  talent  of  another,  yoo 
have  only  an  extemporaneous,  half  possession.  That  which 
each  can  do  best,  none  but  his  Maker  can  teach  him.  No  maa 
yet  knows  what  it  is,  nor  can,  till  that  person  has  exhibited  it 
Where  is  the  master  who  could  have  taught  Shakspeare! 
Where  is  the  master  who  could  have  instrncted  Franklin,  or 
Washington,  or  Bacon,  or  Newton  ?  Every  great  man  is  a 
unique.  The  Scipionism  of  Scipio  is  precisely  that  part  he 
could  not  borrow.  If  anybody  will  tell  me  whom  the  great 
man  imitates  in  the  original  crisis  when  he  performs  a  great 
act,  I  will  tell  him  who  else  than  himself  can  teach  him.  Shak- 
speare will  never  be  made  by  the  study  of  Shakspeare.  Do 
that  whicjjk  is  assigned  thee,  and  thou  canst  not  hope  too  roach 
or  dare  too  much.  There  is  at  this  moment,  there  is  for  me 
an  utterance  bare  and  grand  as  that  of  the  colossal  chisel  of 
Phidias,  or  trowel  of  the  Egyptians,  or  the  pen  of  Moses,  or 
Dante,  but  different  from  all  these.  Not  possibly  will  the  soul 
all  rich,  all  eloquent,  with  thousand-cloven  tongue,  deign  to 
repeat  itself;  but  if  I  can  hear  what  these  patriarchs  say, 
surely  I  can  reply  to  them  in  the  same  pitch  of  voice :  for  the 
ear  and  the  tongue  are  two  organs  of  one  nature.  Dwell  np 
there  in  the  simple  and  noble  regions  of  thy  life,  obey  tlij 
heart,  and  thou  shalt  reproduce  the  Foreworld  again. 


QOOD-BYE,  PROUD  WORLD  I 

Good-bye,  proud  world !  Tm  going  borne  : 
Thou  art  not  my  friend,  and  Tin  not  tliine. 

Long  through  thy  weary  crowds  I  roam ; 
A  riv(»r-ark  on  the  ocean's  brine, 
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Long  Pre  been  tossed  like  the  driren  foam ; 
Bat  noiw,  prood  world  1  I'm  going  home. 

Good-bye  to  Flattery's  fawning  face ; 
To  Ghrandenr  with  his  wise  grimace ; 
To  upstart  Wealth's  arerted  eye ; 
To  supple  Office,  low  and  high ; 
To  crowded  halls,  to  conrt  and  street ; 
To  frozen  hearts  and  hasting  feet ; 
To  those  who  go,  and  those  who  come ; 
Qood-bye,  proad  world !  I'm  going  home. 

I  am  going  to  my  own  hearth-stone, 
Bosomed  in  yon  green  hills  alone— 
A  secret  nook  in  a  pleasant  land, 
Whose  groves  the  frolic  fairies  planned ; 
Where  arches  green,  the  live-long  day, 
Echo  the  bl|U)kbird's  roundelay, 
And  vulgar  feet  have  never  trod 
A  spot  that  is  sacred  to  thought  and  God. 

O,  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sylvan  home, 
I  tread  on  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome ; 
And  when  I  am  stretched  beneath  the  pines, 
Wliere  the  evening  star  so  holy  shines, 
I  laugh  at  the  lore  and  the  pride  of  man, 
At  the  sophist  schools,  and  the  learned  clan ; 
For  what  are  they  all,  in  their  high  conceit. 
When  man  in  the  bush  with  God  may  meet  f 


RUFUS  DAWES. 

Ruvim  Dawbb  was  bom  in  Boston,  on  the  26th  of  Januaiy,  1808. 
His  father,  Thomas  Dawes,  was  a  member  of  th^  6l»te  Conventioii, 
called  to  ratify  the  Constitution,*  and  was  for  many  years  one  of  ihi$ 

*  It  is  well  known  thftt,  in  many  of  the  conventions  called  to  ratify  the 
Constitution,  strong  objections  were  made  against  it,  beoaose  it  did  not  ooa- 
tain  a  distinct  clause  for  the  abolition  of  slavery.  To  meet  this  objection, 
Jndge  Dawes  referred  to  Article  1,  Section  IX.,  Clause  (1)—"  The  migration 
or  importation  of  such  persons  as  any  of  the  States  now  existing  shall  Uiink 
proper  to  admit,  shall  not  be  prohibited  by  Congress  prior  to  1808."  From 
this  he  went  to  show  that  by  **  importation"  was  intended  the  foreign  slave 
trade,  and  by  <*  migration"  the  domestic  slave  trade,  and  that  slavery  thus 
restricted  could  not  live.  He  dosed  his  speech  with  these  words:  "We 
may  say,  therefore,  that  although  slavery  is  not  smitten  by  an  apoplexy,  yet 
it  has  reoeived  a  mortal  wound,  and  will  die  of  consumption."  Jndge  Wfl* 
son,  in  the  Pennsylvania  Convention,  and  others,  took  the  same  ground  ,*  aa4 
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Judges  of  the  Si^»eiiie  Court  of  MaMAchusetta,  disiiiigiiisl&ed  for  las 
learning,  eloquence,  wit,'  and  ipotlees  integrity.  Our  poet  entered 
Harvard  College  in  1820.  On  learing  it,  he  entered  the  office  of  Oea. 
William  Sullivan  as  a  law  student,  and  after  completing  liis  atndies, 
was  admitted  a  member  of  the  Suffolk  Count j  bar.  The  professiGD,  bow- 
ever,  was  not  ocmgenial  to  his  feelings,  and  he  has  never  pursued  its 
practice.  Earlj  in  1828,  he  published  a  prospectus  of  "  The  Bmerald 
and  Baltimore  Literary  Gazette,"  of  which  he  was  to  be  the  editor, 
and  on  the  29th  of  March,  of  that  year,  appeared  the  first  number.  In 
1829,  he  was  married  to  a  daughter  of  Chief  Justice  Cranch,  of  Wash- 
ington. In  1830,  he  published  "  The  Valley  of  the  Nashanay,  and 
other  Poems;"  and  in  1839,  ^Atheniaof  Damascus,"  '^ Geraldine," 
and  his  miscellaneous  i>oetical  writings.  In  the  winter  of  1S40-41, 
he  delivered  a  course  of  literary  lectures  in  New  York,  before  the 
American  Institute. 


SPIRIT  OF  BEAUTY. 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty  unfurls  her  light. 

And  wheels  her  course  in  a  joyous  flight ; 

I  know  her  track  through  the  balmy  air, 

By  the  blossoms  that  cluster  and  whiten  there ; 

She  leaves  the  U^  of  tlie  mountains  green, 

And  gems  the  valley  with  crystal  sheen. 

At  mom,  I  know  where  she  rested  at  night. 
For  the  roses  are  gashing  with  dewy  delight ; 
Then  she  mounts  again,  and  round  her  flings 
A  shower  of  light  from  her  crimson  wings ; 
Till  the  spirit  is  drunk  with  the  music  on  high, 
That  silently  fills  it  with  ecstasy. 

At  noon  she  hies  to  a  cool  retreat. 

Where  bowering  elms  over  waters  meet ; 

She  dimples  the  wave  where  the  green  leaves  dip, 

As  it  smilingly  curls  IfA  a  maiden's  lip, 

no  one  who  reads  eareftilly  the  history  of  the  times  can  doubt  that  not  only 
the  great  and  leading  men  of  the  Revolution,  but  the  mass  of  the  people 
locked  forward  to  a  speedy  extinction  of  this  crime  and  onrse. 

*  He  wito  remarkable  for  his  qniokness  of  repartee.  He  was  very  short  in 
stature,  and  one  day  standing  in  State  Street,  Boston,  with  six  very  tall  men, 
among  whom  were  Harrison  Oray  Otis  and  JosSah  Quincy,  Mr.  Otis  said, 
*' Judge  Dawes,  how  do  yon  feel'*  (looking  down  on  him  at  the  same  time  very 
significantly)  "  when  in  the  company  of  sooh  great  men  as  we  ?''  **  Just  like 
a  four-penoe  half-penny*  among  six  cents, *'  was  his  prompt  reply. 

*  The  Kew  Bnslaod  '*lbnr-p«nee  half-penny"  is  the  York  "aixpenoeu"  or  the  PMa- 
•ylvanU'^ap." 
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"Wlieii  her  tremnlovs  bosom  would  lif do,  in  rsln, 

From  her  lover,  the  hope  that  she  loves  again. 

• 

At  eve  she  hangs  o'er  the  western  sky 
Dark  clonds  for  a  glorions  canopy, 
And  roond  the  skirts  of  their  deepened  fold 
She  paints  a  border  of  purple  and  gold, 
Where  the  lingering  sonbeams  love  to  stay, 
When  their  god  in  his  glory  has  passed  away. 

She  hovers  around  us  at  twilight  hour, 

When  her  presence  is  felt  with  the  deepest  power; 

She  silvers  the  landscape,  and  crowds  the  stream 

With  shadows  that  flit  like  a  fairy  dream; 

Then  wheeling  her  flight  through  the  gladden'd  air, 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty  is  everywhere. 


SUNRISE,  FROM  MOUNT  WA8HINQT0N. 

The  laughing  hours  have  chased  away  the  night, 
Plucking  the  stars  out  from  her  diadem : — 
And  now  the  blue-eyed  Mom,  with  modest  grace, 
Looks  through  her  half-drawn  curtains  in  the  east, 
Blushing  in  smiles  and  glad  as  infancy. 
And  see,  the  foolish  Moon,  but  now  so  vain 
Of  borrowed  beauty,  how  she  yields  her  charms. 
And,  pale  with  envy,  steals  herself  away  I 
The  clouds  have  put  their  gorgeous  livery  on, 
Attendant  on  the  day :  the  mountain  tops 
Have  lit  their  beacons,  and  the  vales  below 
Send  up  a  welcoming:  no  song  of  birds. 
Warbling  to  charm  the  air  with  melody, 
Floats  on  the  frosty  breeze ;  yet  Nature  hath 
The  very  soul  of  music  in  her  looks  1 
The  sunshine  and  the  shade  of  poetry. 

I  stand  upon  thy  lofky  pinnacle. 
Temple  of  Nature !  and  look  down  with  awe 
On  the  wide  world  beneath  me,  dimly  seen ; 
Around  me  crowd  the  gi&nt  sons  of  earth. 
Fixed  on  their  old  foundations,  unsubdued ; 
Firm  as  when  first  rebellion  bade  them  rise 
Unrifted  to  the  Thunderer :  now  they  seem 
A  family  of  mountains,  clustering  round 
Their  hoary  patriarch,  emulousl  v  watching 
To  meet  the  partial  glances  of  the  day. 
Far  in  the  glowing  east  the  flickering  light, 
Mellow*d  by  distance,  with  the  blue  sky  blending, 
Questions  Uie  eye  with  ever-varying  forms. 

The  sun  comes  up  f  away  the  shadows  fling 
From  the  broad  hills ;  and,  hurrying  to  the  West, 
Sport  in  the  sunshine  till  they  die  away. 
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The  many  beanteoxui  moantain  streams  leap  down. 

Out-welling  from  the  doads,  and  sparkling  light 

Dances  along  with  their  perennial  flow. 

And  there  is  beauty  in  yon  river's  path, 

The  glad  Connecticut  I  I  know  her  well, 

By  the  white  veil  she  mantles  o'er  her  charms : 

At  times  she  loiters  by  a  ridge  of  hills, 

Sportfully  hiding ;  then  again  with  glee; 

Out-rushes  from  her  wild-wood  lurkhig-place, 

Far  as  the  eye  can  bound,  the  ocean-waves, 

And  hills  and  rivers,  mountains,  lakes,  and  woods. 

And  all  that  hold  the  faculty  entranced, 

Bathed  in  a  flood  of  glory,  float  in  air. 

And  sleep  in  the  deep  quietude  of  Joy. 

There  is  an  awful  stillness  in  this  place, 
A  Presence  that  forbids  to  break  the  spell, 
Till  the  heart  pour  its  agony  in  tears. 
But  I  must  drink  the  vision  while  it  lasts  ; 
For  even  now  the  curling  vapors  rise. 
Wreathing  their  cloudy  coronals,  to  grace 
These  towering  summits — ^bidding  me  away ; 
But  often  shall  my  heart  turn  back  again. 
Thou  glorious  eminence  t  and  when  oppressed. 
And  aching  with  the  coldness  of  the  world, 
Find  a  sweet  resting-place  and  home  with  thee. 


TO  AN  INFANT  SLKEFINa  IN  A  QABDBN. 

Sleep  on,  sweet  babe  f  the  flowers  that  wake 
Around  thee  are  not  half  so  fair ; 

Thy  dimpling  smiles  unconscious  break, 
Like  sunlight  on  the  vernal  air. 

Sleep  on  I  no  dreams  of  care  are  thine. 
No  anxious  thoughts  that  may  not  rest ; 

For  angel  arms  around  thee  twine. 
To  nuke  thy  infant  slumbers  bless'd. 

Perchance  her  spirit  hovers  near. 
Whose  name  thy  infant  beauty  bears, 

To  guard  thine  eyelids  from  the  tear 
That  every  child  of  sorrow  shares. 

Oh !  may  thy  life  like  hers  endure. 

Unsullied  to  its  spotless  close ; 
And  bend  to  earth  as  calm  and  pure 

As  ever  bowed  the  summer  rose. 
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GBOROB  W.  BSTHUNK 

Thu  dktingnished  author  as  well  aa  eloqueBt  diviiM  was  born  in 
New  York,  on  the  18th  of  Maroh,  1805.  He  ia  the  only  son  of  Mr. 
DiTie  Bethone,  a  natire  of  Roes-shire,  Sootland;  who,  for  many 
years,  was  an  eminent  merehant  in  New  York— eminent  not  only 
for  business  qnalifioations,  bnt  for  an  intelligent,  erer-aotlve  piety, 
that  made  him  the  first,  or  among  the  first,  in  every  relif^ous  oharl- 
table  movement.* 

He  prepared  for  college  under  private  tntorship,  and  hi  1819  entered 
Colnmbia  College.  After  being  here  three  years,  he  entered  the  senior 
class  of  Dickinson  College,  Carlisle,  Penna.,  where  his  brother-in-law, 
the  Rev.  George  Dnffield,  had  been  for  some  years  settled  as  the  Pas- 
tor of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  in  thai  place.  Daring  that  yeai^ 
(1822)^  a  remarkable  revival  of  r^igion  took  place  in  Dickinson  C<d- 
lege,  of  which  he  was  a  snbjeot,  and  he,  therefore,  resolved  to  devote 
his  life  to  the  Christian  ministry.'  After  graduating,  he  entered 
Princeton  Theological  Seminary,  and,  in  1827,  was  ordained  by  the 
Second  Presbytery  of  New  York,  and  settled  over  the  Reformed  Dutch 
Church,  Rhinebeck,  Dutchess  County,  New  York.  In  1830,  he  was 
aetUed  at  Utioa,  over  the  new  Reformed  Dutch  Church,  which  he 
gathered  and  built  up ;  and  in  1834,  he  was  called  to  the  First  Reform- 
ed Dutch  Church,  Philadelphia.  After  laboring  in  this  field  two 
years,  a  number  of  his  friends  and  admirers  in  that  city  determined 
to  build  a  new  house  of  worship  for  him ;  and,  accordingly,  in  1837, 
he  was  settled  over  the  Third  Reformed  Dutch  Church,  worshipping 

1  Dr.  Bethnne'fl  mother,  Mrs.  Joanna  Bethun*,  wu  the  daughter  of  the 
celebrated  Isabella  Graham,  and  inherited  much  of  her  mother's  earnest 
philanthropy-.  She  was  very  active  in  founding  the  Widow's  Society 
and  Orphans'  Asylum  in  New  York,  and  was  among  the  first  in  lavlag  the 
foundation  of  many  benevolent  institutions,  such  as  the  Sundaj  School,  the 
Society  for  the  Promotion  of  Industry,  Ac.  Ao. 

*  Another  suhjeet  of  that  revival  was  the  late  distinguished  Brskine 
Uason,  D.D.,  for  twenty-one  years  pastor  of  the  Sleeker  Street  Church,  whq 
died  May  14,  1851.  His  sermons  were  distinguished  for  great  compactness 
of  thought,  and  severe  logical  arrangement,  united  to  a  fervid  and  often  im- 
passioned eloquence,  that  made  him  one  of  the  first,  if  not  tks  first  preacher 
ui  New  York.  An  octavo  volume  of  his  sermons,  entitled  *'The  Pastor's 
Legacy,"  has.been  published  since  his  death,  prefixed  to  which  is  an  excel- 
lent memoir,  by  Rev.  Wm.  Adams,  D.D.  Read  also  a  very  discriminating 
and  beautifully  written  article  on  his  character,  by  the  late  Rev.  R.  S.  Stcrrs 
Dickinson,  for  two  years  Assistant  Pastor  of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church, 
Philadelphia,  whose  early  death  was  a  great  loss  to  the  Christian  church. 
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at  the  oorner  of  Teuth  and  Filbert  Streets.  Here  lie  remained  twelre 
jean,  when  he  left  to  take  charge  of  the  Beformed  Dntoh  dmicb 
cm  Brooklyn  Heights,  New  York,  where  he  now  resides. 

From  his  varied  learning,  as  well  as  for  his  power  as  a  writer  and  an 
orator,  Dr.  Bethone  has  reoeiTed  many  inyitations  to  posts  of  high 
honor  and  tmst.  The  ohair  of  Moral  Philosophj  at  West  Fiolat  was 
ofliBred  to  him  by  Presidoit  P^k;  he  was  elected  Ghancellosr  of  t^ 
UniTorsity  of  New  York,  to  snooeed  Mr.  Frelinghnysen ;  and  bo  was 
iavUed  by  a  nnanimoos  vote  of  the  General  Synod  of  the  Befotmed 
Dntoh  Chnroh,  to  the  Professorship  of  Ecclesiastical  History  and 
PastMal  Theology  in  their  Theological  Seminary  at  New  Bninawiek, 
New  Jersey ;  bnt  he  declined  all  these  honors,  feeling  it  to  be  his  doty 
lo  remain  in  the  pulpit  as  the  pastcnr  of  a  people  who  are  derotadly 
attached  to  him. 

The  following  are  Dr.  Bethnne's  chief  pablications :  "  The  Fmits  of 
the  Spirit,'*  a  Tolnme  of  Christian  ethical  essays,  published  in  1839 ; 
"  Bariy  Lost  Barly  Saved,"  on  the  death  and  salvation  of  infants, 
1846 ;  a  volnme  of  **  Sermons,"  1847 ;  "  History  of  a  Penitent,  or  Guide 
to  an  Enquirer,"  1847 ;  an  edition  of  "  Walton's  Angler,"  with  capioos 
literary  and  bibliographical  notes,  1848 ;  "  Lays  of  Love  and  Faith, 
with  other  FugiUve  Poems,"  1848 ;  "  The  British  Female  Poets,"  with 
biographical  and  critical  notices,  1848. 

For  twenty  years  Dr.  Bethone  has  been  continually  invited  to 
deliver  orations  and  lectures  at  various  colleges,  and  before  societies 
in  diffBTent  parts  of  the  Union.    A  few  of  these  he  has  aoeepled,  and 
the  following  orations  and  lectures  have  been  published :  1837,  "  On 
Genius,"  delivered  at  Union  College ;   188i^,  <<  Leisure,  its  Uses  and 
Abuses,"  a  lecture  before  the  Mereantile  Library,  Philadeli^iia ;  and 
**The  Age  of  Pericles,"  befbre  the  Athenian  Institute,  Philadelphia; 
1840,  an  oration  before  the  literary  societies  of  the  University  of  Penn- 
sylvania ;  and  the  **  Prospects  of  Art  In  the  United  States,"  before  the 
ArtisU'  Fund  Society,  Philadelphia;  1842,  "The  Eloquence  of  the 
Pulpit,"  at  Andover  Theological  Seminary;    and  **The  Duties  of 
Educated  Men,"  at  Dickinson  College;  1845,  <* Discourse  on  the  Death 
of  Andrew  Jackson,"  PhUadelphia ;  and  "  A  Plea  for  Study,"  at  Ysle 
College ;  1849,  "  The  Claims  of  our  Countiy  on  its  Literaiy  Men," 
before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard  College. 

The  writings  of  this  eloquent  Christian  scholar  are  all  so  rich  snd 
instructive,  tl^at  it  is  difficult  to  make  selections ;  but  the  following,  I 
believe,  will  give  some  idea  of  his  power,  eloquence,  and  daasio  gmee 
of  style. 
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THE  NEW  ENOLANDEB. 


We  all  claim  a  common  history,  and,  whatever  be  our  im- 
mediate parentage,  are  proud  to  own  onrselves  the  grateful 
children  of  the  mighty  men  who  declared  onr  country's  inde> 
pendence,  framed  the  bond  of  our  Union,  and  bought  with 
their  sacred  blood  the  liberties  we  enjoy.     Nor  is  it  an  insin- 
cere compliment  to  assert,  that,  go  where  you  will,  New  Eng- 
land is  represented  by  the  shrewdest,  the  most  enlightened,  Uie 
most  successful,  and  the  most  religious  of  our  young  popular 
lion.     Nearly  all  our  teachers,  with  the  authors  of  our  sohool- 
books,  and  a  very  large  proportion  of  our  preachers,  as  well  aa 
of  our  editors  (the  classes  which  hare  the  greatest  control  over 
the  growing  character  of  our  youth),  come  from,  or  receiye 
their  education  in  New  England.     Wherever  the  New  Eng- 
lander  goes,  he  carries  New  England  with  him.     New  England 
is  his  boast,  his  standard  of  perfection,  and  "  So  they  do  in 
New  England  I"  his  confident  answer  to  all  objectors.     Great 
as  is  our  reverence  for  those  venerable  men,  he  rather  wearies 
us  with  his  inexhaustible  eulogy  on  the  Pilgrim  Fathers,  who, 
he  seems  to  think,  have  begotten  the  whole  United  States. 
Nay,  enlarging  upon  the  somewhat  complacent  notion  of  his 
ancestors,  Uiat  Ood  designed  for  them,  ''his  chosen  people," 
ibis  Canaan  of  the  aboriginal  heathen,  he  looks  upon  the  con- 
tinent as  his  rightful  heritage,  and  upon  the  rest  of  us  as  Hit- 
tites,  Jebusites,  or  people  of  a  like  termination,  whom  he  is 
commissioned  to  root  out,  acquiring  our  money,  sqaatUng  on 
our  wild  lands,  monopolizing  our  votes,  and  marrying  our 
heiresses.     Whence,  or  how  justly,  he  derived  his  popular 
sobriquet,  passes  the  guess  of  an  antiquary ;  but  certain  it  is, 
that,  if  he  meets  with  a  David,  the  son  of  Jesse  has  often  to 
take  up  the  lament  in  a  different  sense  from  the  original — ''I 
am  distressed  for  thee,  my  Brother  Jonathan  1"    JEktter  still, 
his  sisters,  nieces,  female  cousins,  flock  on  various  honorable 
pretexts  to  visit  him  amidst  his  new  possessions,  where  they 
own  with  no  Sabine  reluctance  the  constraining  ardor  of  our 
unsophisticated  chivalry;  and  happy  is  the  household  over 
which  a  New  England  wife  presides  I  blessed  the  child  whose 
cradle  is  rocked  by  the  hand,  whose  slumber  is  hallowed  by  the 
prayers  of  a  New  England  mother  I    The  order  of  the  Roman 
policy  is  reversed.    He  conquered,  and  then  inhabited;  the 
New  Englander  inhabits,  then  gains  the  mastery,  not  by  force 
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of  arms,  bat  by  mother- wit,  steadiness,  and  thrift.     That  there 
should  be,  among  ns  of  the  other  races,  a  little  occasional 

Petulance,  is  not  to  be  wondered  at ;  but  it  is  only  snperficiaL 
'he  New  Englander  goes  forth  not  as  a  spy  or  an^enemy,  and 
the  gifts  which  he  carries  excite  gratitude,  not  fear.     He  soon 
becomes  identified  with  his  neighbors,  their  interests  are  soon 
his,  and  the  benefits  of  his  enterprising  cleyemess  swell  the 
advantage  of  the  community  where  he  has  planted  himself, 
thus  tending  to  produce  a  moral  homogeneousness  throaghoot 
the  confederacy.     Yet  let  it  be  remembered  that  this  New 
England  influence,  diflTusing  itself,  like  noiseless  but  transform- 
ing leaTen,  through  the  recent  and  future  States,  while  it 
makes  them  precious  as  allies,  would  also  make  them  formida- 
ble as  nirals,  terrible  as  enemies.    The  New  Englander  loses 
little  of  his  main  characteristics  by  migration.     He  is  as 
shrewd,  though  not  necessarily  as  economical  a  calculator  in 
the  valley  of  the  Mississippi,  as  his  brethren  in  the  East,  and 
as  brave  as  his  fathers  were  at  Lexington  or  Gharlestown.     It 
were  the  height  of  suicidal  folly  for  the  people  of  the  maritime 
States  to  attempt  holding  as  subjects  or  tributaries,  directly  or 
indirectly,  the  people  between  the  Alleghanies  and  the  Rocky 
Mountains;  but  those  who  have  not  travelled  among  our 
prairie  and  forest  settlements  can  have  only  a  faint  idea  of  the 
filial  rererence,  the  deferential  respect,  the  yearning  love,  with 
which  they  turn  to  the  land  where  their  fathers  sleep,  and  to 
you  who  guard  their  sepulchres.     The  soul  knows  nothing  of 
distance;   and,  in  their  twilight  musings,  they  can  scarcely 
tell  which  is  dearer  to  their  hearts — ^the  home  of  the  kindred 
they  have  left  behind  them,  or  the  home  they  have  won  for 
their  offspring. 

Phi  Btia  Kappa  OroHtm, 

OTJK  OOUNTRT. 

What  has  God  done,  what  is  He  doing,  what  is  He  about 
to  do,  in  this  land  ?  He  has  set  it  far  away  to  the  west,  and 
made  it  so  circumstantially  independent,  that,  if  all  the  rest  of 
the  habitable  earth  w'ere  sunk,  we  should  feel  no  serious  cur- 
tailment of  our  comforts.  The  products  of  the  whole  world 
are,  or  may  soon  be,  found  within  our  confederate  limits.  He 
brought  here  first  the  sternest,  most  religious,  most  determined 
representatives  of  Europe's  best  blood,  best  faith,  best  Intel* 
lect;  men,  ay,  and  women  (it  is  the  mother  makes  the  child), 
who,  because  they  feared  Gfod,  feared  no  created  power— who, 
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bowing  before  His  absolute  sovereigntj,  would  kneel  to  no 
lord  spiritual  or  temporal  on  earth — and  who,  believing  the 
Bible  true,  demanded  its  sanction  for  all  law.     To  your  Pil- 
RTim  Fathers,  the  highest  place  may  well  be  accorded;  but 
n>rget  not  that,  about  the  time  of  their  landing  on  the  Rock, 
there  came  to  the  mouth  of  the  Hudson  men  of  kindred  fiekith 
and  descent — men  equally  loving  freedom — men  from  the  sea- 
wasbed  cradle  of  modem  constitutional  freedom,  whose  union 
of  free  burgher-cities  taught  us  the  lesson  of  confederate  inde* 
pendent  sovereignties,  whose  sires  were  as  free,  long  centuries 
before  Magna  Uharta,  as  the  English  are  now,  and  from  whose 
line  of  republican  princes  Britain  received  the  boon  of  religious 
toleration,  a  privilege  the  States-General  had  recognized  as  a 
primary  article  of  their  government  when  first  established;  men 
of  that  stock,  which,  when  offered  their  choice  of  favors  from 
a  grateful  monarch,  asked  a  University;^  men  whose  martyr- 
sires  had  baptized  their  land  with  their  blood ;  men  who  had 
flooded  it  with  ocean- waves  rather  than  yield  it  to  a  bigot- 
tyrant  ;  men,  whose  virtues  were  sober  as  prose,  but  sublime 
as  poetry; — the  men  of  Holland!     Mingled  with  these,  and 
still  farther  on,  were  heroic  Huguenots,  their  fortunes  broken, 
but  their  spirit  unbending  to  prelate  or  prelate-ridden  king. 
There  were  others  (and  a  dash  of  cavalier  blood  told  well  in 
battle-field  and  council); — but  those  were  the  spirits  whom 
God  made  the  moral  substratum  of  our  nationaJ  character. 
Here,  like  Israel  in  the  wilderness,  and  thousands  of  miles  off 
from  the  land  of  bondage,  they  were  educated  for  their  high 
calling,  until,  in  the  fulness  of  times,  our  confederacy  with  its 
Constitution  was  founded.    Already  there  had  been  a  salutary 
mixture  of  blood,  but  not  enough  to  impair  the  Anglo-Saxon 
ascendency.    The  nation  grew  morally  strong  from  its  original 
elements.     The  great  work  was  delayed  only  by  a  just  prepara- 
tion.    Now  God  is  bringing  hither  the  most  vigorous  scions 
from  all  the  European  stocks,  to  ''make  of  them  all  om  new 
man;"  not  the  Saxon,  not  the  German,  not  the  Gaul,  not  the 
Helvetian,  but  the  American.     Here  they  will  unite  as  one 
brotherhood,  will  have  one  law,  will  share  one  interest.    Spread 
over  Uie  vast  region  from  the  frigid  to  the  torrid,  from  Eastern 

i  After  the  eyentfal  iaane  of  the  siege  of  Leyden,  the  Prince  of  Orange  Mid 
the  States-Qeneral,  gratefal  to  the  heroic  defenders  of  that  city,  offered  them 
their  choice  of  an  Annual  Fair  or  a  Unirersity.  They  chose  the  Unirersity ; 
hat,  struck  with  the  nobleness  of  the  choice,  the  high  anthoritiet  granted 
them  both.  The  University  was  established  in  1675,  and  became  the  Alma 
MaUr  of  Qrotios,  Scaliger,  Boerhaaye,  and  many  other  renowned  men. 
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to  Western  ocean,  eyerj  rarietj  of  climate  giiing  them  cboice 
of  parsait  and  modification  of  temperament,  the  ballot-box 
fasing  together  all  rivalries,  they  shall  have  one  national  wilL 
What  is  wanting  in  one  race  will  be  supplied  bj  the  charac- 
teristic energies  of  the  others ;  and  what  is  excessive  in  either, 
checked  by  the  coanter-action  of  the  rest  Nay,  though  for  m 
time  the  newly  come  may  retain  their  foreign  vernacular,  onr 
tongue,  so  rich  in  ennobling  literature,  will  be  the  tongue  of 
the  nation,  the  language  of  its  laws,  and  the  accent  of  its  ma* 
jesty.  Etsenal  God  I  who  seest  the  end  with  the  beginning-, 
thou  alone  canst  tell  the  ultimate  grandeur  of  this  people  I 

Ibid. 
TICrOBY  OTEB  DEATH. 

As  the  Redeemer  is  glorified  in  his  flesh,  so  shall  the  be- 
liever be  raised  up  to  glory  at  the  last  day.  What  then  to 
him,  whose  faith  can  grasp  things  hoped  for  and  unseen,  are 
all  the  passing  ignominies,  and  pangs,  and  insults,  which  now 
afflict  the  follower  of  the  man  of  sorrows,  the  Lord  of  life  and 
glory?  Every  revolution  of  the  earth  rolls  on  to  that  fulness 
of  adoption,  "  when  this  mortal  shall  put  on  immortality,  and 
this  corruption  shall  put  on  incormption,  and  shall  be  brooght 
to  pass  this  saying.  Death  is  swallowed  up  in  victory;"  when 
these  eyes,  now  so  dim  and  soon  to  be  closed  in  dust,  shall  be- 
hold the  face  of  God  in  righteousness ;  when  these  hands,  now 
so  weak  and  stained  with  sin,  shall  bear  aloft  the  triumphant 
palm,  and  strike  the  golden  harp  that  seraphs  love  to  listen 
to ;  and  these  voices,  now  so  harsh  and  tuneless,  shall  swell  in 
harmony  ineffable  to  the  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb,  respon- 
sive to  the  Trisagion,  the  thrice  holy  of  the  angels.  Yes,  be- 
loved Master,  we  see  thee,  "who  wast  made  a  little  lower  than 
the  angels  for  the  snffering  of  death,  crowned  with  glory  and 
honor;"  and  thou  hast  promised  that  we  shall  share  thy  ^ory 
and  thy  crown  I 

"Thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory,  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ!"  "Us I"  And  who  are  included  in 
that  sublime  and  multitudinous  plural?  "Not  to  me  only," 
says  the  apostle,  "but  to  all  them  that  love  hi?  appearing." 
Te  shall  share  it,  ancient  believers,  who,  from  Adam  to  Christ, 
worshipped  by  figure,  and  under  the  shadow  I  Te  shall  share 
it,  ye  prophets,  who  wondered  at  the  mysterious  promises  of 
glory  following  suffering!  Ye  shall  share  it,  ye  mighty  apos- 
tles, though  ye  doubted  when  ye  heard  of  the  broken  tomb  \ 
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Y'e,  martyrs,  whose  howling  enemies  execrated  joa,  as  thej 
slew  joa  by  sword,  and  cross,  and  famine,  and  rack,  and  the 
wild  beast,  and  flame!  And  ye,  God's  hamble  poor,  whom 
men  despised,  bat  of  whom  the  world  was  not  worthy,  Ood's 
angels  are  watching,  as  they  watched  the  sepulchre  in  the 
^rden,  over  yonr  obscure  graves,  keeping  your  sacred  dnst 
till  the  morning  break,  when  it  shall  be  crowned  with  princely 
splendor!  Tes,  thou  weak  one,  who  yet  hast  str^gth  to  em- 
brace thy  Master's  cross!  Thou  sorrowing  one,  whose' tears 
fall  like  rain,  but  not  without  hope,  over  the  grave  of  thy  be- 
loved! Thou  tempted  one,  who,  through  much  tribulation, 
art  struggling  on  to  the  kingdom  of  God  I  Te  all  shall  be 
there,  and  ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  more  I  Hark  1  the 
trumpet!  The  earth  groans  and  rocks  herself  as  if  in  travail! 
They  rise,  the  sheeted  dead;  but  how  lustrously  white  are  their 
garments !  How  dazzling  their  beautiful  holiness !  What  a 
mighty  host!  They  fill  the  air;  they  acclaim  hallelujahs;  the 
heavens  bend  with  -shouts  of  harmony ;  the  Lord  comes  down, 
and  his  angels  are  about  him ;  and  he  owns  his  chosen,  and 
they  rise  to  meet  him,  and  they  mingle  with  cherubim  and 
seraphim,  and  the  shoutings  are  like  thunders  from  the  throne 
— thunderings  of  joy :  "  0  Death,  where  is  thy  sting !  0  Grave^ 
where  is  thy  victory !  Thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the 
victory,  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ!'^ 


CLINO  TO  THT  MOTHER. 

Cling  to  thy  mother ;  for  she  was  the  first 
To  know  thj  being,  and  to  feel  thy  life ; 

The  hope  of  thee  through  many  a  pang  she  nnrst ; 
And  when,  'midst  anguish  like  the  parting  strife, 

Her  babe  was  in  her  arms,  the  agony 

Was  all  forgot,  for  bliss  of  loving  thee. 

Be  gentle  to  thy  mother ;  long  she  bore 
lliine  infant  fretfulness  and  silly  youth ; 

Nor  rudely  soom  the  faithful  voice  that  o*er 
Thy  eradle  prayed,  and  taught  thy  lispings  truth. 

Tes,  she  is  old ;  yet  on  thine  adult  brow 

She  looks,  and  claims  thee  as  her  ohild  e*en  now. 

Uphold  thy  mother ;  close  to  her  warm  heart 
She  carried,  fed  thee,  lulled  thee  to  thy  rest ; 

Then  taught  thy  tottering  limbs  their  untried  art, 
Exulting  in  the  fledgling  from  her  nest : 

And,  now  her  steps  are  feeble,  be  her  stay. 

Whose  strength  was  thine  in  thy  most  feeble  day. 
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Cherisli  thy  mother ;  brief  x>erehance  the  time 
May  be  Uiat  she  will  olaim  the  care  she  gave ; 

Past  are  her  hopes  of  yoath,  her  harrert  prime 
Of  joy  on  earth ;  her  friends  are  in  the  grave : 

Bnt  for  her  children,  she  oonld  lay  her  head 

Gladly  to  rest  among  her  precious  dead.     - 

Be  tender  with  thy  mother ;  words  unkind, 
Or  light  neglect  from  thee,  will  give  a  pang 

To  that  fond  bosom,  where  thou  art  enshrined 
In  love  unutterable,  more  than  fang 

Of  venomed  serpent.'    Wound  not  that  strong  tmst. 

As  thou  wouldst  hope  for  peace  when  she  is  dust. 

O  mother  mine !  God  grant  I  ne'er  forget, 
Whatever  be  my  grief^  or  what  my  joy, 

The  unmeasured,  uneztinguishable  debt 
I  owe  thy  love ;  but  make  my  sweet  employ, 

Ever  through  thy  remaining  days  to  be 

To  thee  as  faithful,  as  thou  wert  to  me. 


SONG  OF  THE  TEE-TOTALLER. 

Let  others  sing  the  ruby  bright 

In  the  red  ^ne's  sparkling  glow ; 
Dearer  to  me  is  the  diamond  light 

In  the  fountain's  purer  flow. 
The  feet  of  earthly  men  have  trod 

The  juice  from  the  bleeding  vine, 
But  the  stream  comes  pure  from  the  hand  of  God, 

To  fill  this  cup  of  mine. 
Then  give  me  the  cup  of  cold  water. 

The  pure  sweet  cup  of  cold  water ; 
His  arm  is  strong,  though  his  toil  be  long. 

Who  drinks  but  the  clear  cold  water. 

The  dewdrop  lies  in  the  floweret's  cup, 

How  rich  is  its  perfume  now ! 
And  the  thirsty  earth  with  joy  looks  up, 

When  Heav'n  sheds  rain  on  her  brow. 
The  brook  goes  forth  with  a  cheerful  voice. 

To  gladden  the  vale  along ; 
And  the  bending  trees  on  her  banks  rcjoioe 

To  listen  her  quiet  song. 
Then  give  me  the  onp  of  oold  water. 

The  pure  sweet  cup  of  oold  water, 
For  bright  is  his  eye,  and  his  spirit  high, 

Who  drinks  but  the  clear  cold  water. 


'  How  sharper  than  a  eerpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  ohud  !^* — Lmr. 
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The  lark  springs  np  with  a  lighter  strain, 

When  the  wave  has  washed  her  wing ; 
And  the  steed  flings  back  his  thundering  mane 

In  the  might  of  the  crystal  spring. 
This  was  the  drink  of  Paradise, 

Ere  blight  on  its  beauty  fell ; 
And  the  buried  streams  of  its  gladness  rise 

In  every  moss-grown  well. 
Then  here's  for  the  cup  of  cold  water, 

The  pure  sweet  cup  of  cold  water ; 
Unto  all  that  live  will  Nature  give, 

But  a  drink  of  clear  cold  water. 


LIV«  TO  DO  GOOD. 

Live  to  do  good ;  but  not  with  thought  to  win 
From  man  return  of  any  kindness  done ; 

Remember  Him  who  died  on  cross  for  sin. 
The  merciful,  the  meek,  rejected  One ; 

When  He  was  slain  for  crime  of  doing  good, 

Canst  thou  expect  return  of  gratitude  ? 

Do  good  to  all ;  but  while  thou  servest  best. 
And  at  thy  greatest  cost,  nerve  thee  to  bear. 

When  thine  own  heart  with  anguish  is  opprest, 
The  cruel  taunt,  the  cold  averted  air, 

Prom  lips  which  thou  hast  taught  in  hope  to  pray. 

And  eyes  whose  sorrows  thou  hast  wiped  away. 

Still  do  thou  good  ;  but  for  His  holy  sake 
Who  died  for  thine ;  fixing  thy  purpose  ever 

High  as  His  throne  no  wrath  of  man  can  shake ; 
So  shall  He  own  thy  generous  ^ndeavor, 

And  take  thee  to  His  conqueror's  glory  up. 

When  thou  hast  shared  the  Saviour's  bitter  cup. 

Do  nought  but  good ;  for  such  the  noble  strife 
Of  virtue  is,  'gainst  wrong  to  venture  love. 

And  for  thy  foe  devote  a  brother's  life. 
Content  to  wait  the  recompense  above ; 

Brave  for  the  truth,  to  fiercest  insult  meek, 

In  mercy  strong,  in  vengeance  only  weak. 


EARLT  LOST,  XARLT  SAYID. 

Within  her  downy  cradle,  there  lay  a  little  child. 
And  a  group  of  hovering  angels  unseen  upon  her  smiled  ; 
When  a  strife  arose  among  them,  a  loving,  holy  strife. 
Which  should  shed  the  richest  blessing  over  the  newborn  life. 
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One  breathed  npon  hm  features,  and  the  babe  in  beaatj  grew. 
With  a  cheek  like  mominf 's  blnabee,  and  an  eye  of  ainre  hue ; 
Till  every  one  who  saw  her  was  thankful  for  the  sight 
Of  a  face  so  sweet  and  radiant  with  erer  fresh  delighu 

Another  gave  her  accents,  and  a  voice  as  mnsical 
As  a  spring-bird's  joyous  carol,  or  a  rippling  streamlet's  £sll ; 
Till  all  who  heard  her  laughing,  or  her  words  of  childish  grace. 
Loved  as  much  to  listen  to  her,  as  to  look  upon  her  face. 

Another  brought  from  heaven  a  elear  and  gentle  mind. 
And  within  the  lovely  casket  the  precious  gem  enshrined ; 
Till  all  who  knew  her  wondered  that  Ood  should  be  so  good 
As  to  bless  with  such  a  spirit  a  world  so  cold  and  rude. 

Thus  did  she  grow  in  beauty,  in  melody,  and  truth. 

The  budding  of  her  childhood  Just  opening  into  youth  ; 

And  to  our  hearts  yet  dearer,  every  moment  than  before. 

She  became,  though  we  thought  fondly  heart  could  not  love  her  more* 

Then  out  spake  another  angel,  nobler,  brighter  than  the  rest. 
As  with  strong  arm,  but  tender,  he  caught  her  to  his  breast : 
*'  Ye  have  made  her  all  too  lovely  for  a  child  of  mortal  race. 
But  no  shade  of  human  sorrow  shall  darken  o*er  her  face : 

'*  Te  have  tuned  to  gladness  only  the  accents  of  her  tongue. 
And  no  wail  of  human  anguish  shall  from  her  lips  be  wrung ; 
Nor  shall  the  soul  that  shineth  so  purely  from  within 
Her  form  of  earth-bom  frailty,  ever  know  a  sense  of  sin. 

*'  Lulled  in  my  faithful  bosom,  I  will  bear  her  far  away. 
Where  there  is  no  sin,  nor  anguish,  nor  sorrow,  nor  decay ; 
And  mine  a  boon  more  glorious  than  all  your  gifts  shall ' 
Lo  I  I  crown  her  happy  spirit  with  immortality ! " 

Then  on  his  heart  our  darling  yielded  up  her  gentle  breath. 
For  the  stronger,  brighter  angel,  who  loved  her  best,  was  Death  ! 


CAROLINE  M.  EIRKLAND. 

Cabolikb  M.  Kibklakd,  whose  maiden  name  was  Stansbury,  is  a 
native  of  the  city  of  New  York,  where  her  father  was  a  bookseller  and 
publisher.  After  his  death  the  family  removed  to  the  western  i>art 
of  the  State,  where  she  was  married  to  Mr.  William  Kirkland.'    After 

*  Mr.  Kirkland  was  the  sou  of  the  Hon.  Joseyh  Kirkland,  who  lived  ia 
New  Hartford,  near  UtioA,  New  York.  He  was  at  one  time  a  professor  in 
Hsmilton  College,  and  is  the  author  of  *' Letters  from  Abroad,"  written 
after  a  residence  in  Europe.  He  was  also  a  contributor  to  "  The  Columbian,'* 
and  to  '<  Hunt's  Merchants'  Magasine."     He  died  in  October,  1846. 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


OAROUNI  M.  KTBKLAND.  591 

r«sidiiig  in  Geneva  for  lome  years,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  ^rkland  removed  to 
I>^troit,  Miohigan,  where  thej  resided  for  two  years,  and  for  six 
xnonths  in*  the  interior,  abont  sixty  miles  west  of  Detroit.    This  gave 
oixr  authoress  an  opportunity  to  observe  Western  life  and  manners ; 
axid  how  well  she  improved  it  was  soon  seen  in  her  ''New  Home, 
\¥lio'll  Follow,  dr  Glimpses  of  Western  Life,  by  Mrs.  Mary  Clavers," 
pxiblished  in  1839,  which  made  an  immediate  impression  upon  the 
Xmblio,  by  its  keen  observation  and  delightful  hnmor.     In  1842,  ap- 
X>eared  **  Forest  Life,"  soon  after  which,  she  returned  with  her  hus- 
'band  to  New  York,  where  he  commenced,  in  conjunction  with  Rev. 
"Wm.  H.  Bellows,  a  weekly  Journal,  called  the  "  Christian  Inquirer," 
Trhile  she  received  into  her  family,  for  instruction,  a  small  class  of 
young  ladies.     Early  in  1846,  she  published  "  Western  Clearings,"  a 
collection  of  tales  and  sketches  illustrative  of  Western  life.     Losing 
lier  husband,  the  latter  part  of  this  year,  the  whole  care  and  educa- 
tion of  her  children  devolved  upon  herself^  and  her  energies  as  a 
writer  were  called  forth  in  a  new  manner.    After  publishing  ''An 
Basay  on  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Spenser,"  she  oommeneed,  in  July, 
1847,  the  editorship  of  the  "  Union  Magazine,"  which  the  next  year  was 
transferred  to  Philadelphia,  where  it  was  published  under  the  title  of 
**  Sartain's  Magazine,"  edited  jointly  by  Prot  John  S.  Hart  and  Mrs. 
Kirkland.    In  1848,  she  visited  Europe,  and  has  recorded  her  impres- 
mioBB  in  a  work  entitled  "  Holidays  Abroad,  or  Europe  £rom  the  West." 
In  18A3,  she  published  ''The  Evening  fiook;  or  Fireside  Talk,  on 
Morals  and  Manners,  with  Sketches  of  Western  Life ;"  and  the  same 
year  appeared  ''  The  Book  of  Home  Beauty,"  a  gift  for  the  holidays, 
containing  the  portraits  of  twelve  American  ladies ;  the  text  of  which, 
however,  has  no  reference  to  the  "  portraits,"  but  consists  of  a  story 
of  American  society,  with  occasional  poetical  quotations. 


ENGLAND. 

Who  shall  describe  the  exquisite  delight  with  which  the 
land  is  welcomed  at  the  termination  of  a  first  voyage  across 
the  ocean  I  To  see  mere  earth,  though  it  were  but  a  handful, 
enough  to  smell  and  to  feel,  were  something!  but  to  see  land, 
and  know  that  it  is  the  land  towards  which  your  curiosity,  gra- 
titude, and  affections,  your  nursery  songs,  your  school  stories, 
your  academic  education,  your  studies  in  history,  your  whole 
literary  experience,  have  been  directing  and  drawing  you  fipom 
your  cradle;  to  see  before  you  the  shores  of  "merry  England," 
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tbe  eonntiy  of  Alfred,  and  old  Cniiite,  sad  BobtQ  Hood,  and 
Mother  €k>o8e — the  land  whose  Cbn'stniafl  aad  Tweiftii-iiigto 
revels  Washington  Inring  made  so  nnspeakablj  faacinatiBg'  t0 
our  imagination — the  land  of  Shakspeare,  and  of  Shakspeare^ 
creatores — the  onlj  Englishmen  of  the  ages  gone  as  modi  aMve 
now  as  thej  ever  were;  England  1  the  coantrj  to  whidi  apper- 
tain the  glorious  agerof  Anne  and  Elizabeth,  and  the  splendki 
names  that  are  blazing  round  those  queens,  and  lending  tham 
a  more  substantial  royalty  in  the  imaginations  of  men,  than 
they  erer  exercised  in  their  own  right;  England  1  the  CHd- 
country,  the  Mother-country — land  of  our  Others — fouDtaln  of 
our  liberties — source  of  our  laws;  from  whose  full  bosom  we 
have  not  ceased  to  draw  the  milk  of  gentle  letters,  though  we 
spumed  her  maternal  claim  to  rule  us ;  England !  the  home  of 
the  noblest  race  earth  has  ever  borne ;  the  scene  of  a  ciTiliza- 
Uon  without  a  parallel  since  time  was.  What  educated  Ameri- 
can can  first  see  the  coast  of  England,  without  such  a  thnll  as 
life  is  too  short,  and  the  heart  too  narrow,  to  afford  many  as 
keen,  and  deep,  and  universal  1 


ENGLISH  LANDBOAPI« 

English  landscape  has  a  minutely-finished  look;  it  lacks 
gpnandeur;  its  features  are  delicate,  and  the  impression  left  is 
that  off  softness  and  genUe  beauty.  The  grass  grows  to  the 
very  rim  of  the  water,  like  carpet  to  a  rich  drawing-room, 
which  must  not  betray  an  inch  of  unadorned  floor.  The  fields 
are  rolled  to  a  perfect  smoothness;  the  hedges  look  as  if  thej 
had  no  use  but  beauty;  the  trees  and  multitudinous  vines  have 
a  draperied  air,  and  strike  Uie  eye  rather  as  part  of  the 
charming  whole  than  as  possessing  an  individual  interest  We 
have  seen  woodlands  in  the  far  west  that  were  far  more  grace- 
fully majestic  than  any  we  have  yet  seen  in  England ;  but  we 
have  no  such  miles  of  cultured  and  close-fitted  scenery.  Nature 
with  us  throws  on  her  clothes  negligently,  confident  in  beauty ; 
in  England  she  has  evidently  looked  in  the  glass  until  not  a 
curl  strays  from  its  fillet,  not  a  dimple  is  unschooled. 


A  TRULY  PKBMANENT  OOYXRMBiSNT — ^PARIS. 

It  must  be  allowed  that  soldiers,  puppets  as  they  are,  add 
much  to  the  mere  display  of  such  occasions,  and  the  presence 
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of  the  TarioDs  military  bands  is  verj  enliTening ;  but  when  we 
think  of  onr  French  brethren  as  being  in  the  midst  of  a  noble 
struggle  for  liberty,  and  desiroos  of  founding  their  Republic 
on  immntable  principles,  these  soldiers  are  the  most  disconrag- 
iDg  sight  that  meets  onr  eyes.  We  are  told  that  it  would  be 
exceedingly  unsafe  for  France  to  be  unarmed  in  the  midst  of 
the  nations  of  Europe,  who  would  be  Tery  likely  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  her  defenceless  state;  bat  without  quoting  the 
pacific  wisdom  of  Mr.  Gobden,  who  repudiates  this  bu'barous 
and  d^rading  notion,  we  reply,  that  no  republic  founded  upon 
military  force  will  stand.  The  idea  of  a  republic  is  the  result 
of  the  general  progress  of  the  world,  which  has  outlived  the 
monarchical  age;  further  progress  will  as  surely  leave  behind 
^e  idea  of  brute  force.  We  shall  never  see  a  permanent  go- 
Ternment  until  we  see  one  absolutely  Christian.  Christianity 
is  immntable,  mncompromising ;  and  He  who  has  said  that  by 
it  alone  the  world  shall  be  saved,  will  surely  overturn,  and 
overturn,  and  overturn,  till  mankind  shall  submit  in  truth,  as 
they  now  do  in  profession,  to  the  rule  of  Christ. 

Here  lies  our  chief  fear  for  the  new  French  Republic.  The 
accursed  military  spirit,  which  has  been  inbred  in  the  people 
for  generations,  is  still  predominant;  the  bayonet  may  be 
wreathed  with  flowers,  but  it  glitters  through  them ;  and  the 
world  applauds  the  folly  under  the  name  of  prudence.  The 
men  whose  counsels  have  prevailed,  though  wise  and  good,  are 
not  in  advance  of  their  age,  as  were  the  founders  of  our  Re- 
public. Their  sentiments  are  fine  in  the  way  of  poetry,  gene* 
rosity,  bravery;  but  fall  far  short  of  Christian  principle,  which 
leeeognises  no  modifying  power  in  expediency,  declines  all  com* 
promise  with  the  spirit  of  the  world,  sees  no  safety  but  in  a 
rigid  adherence  to  the  law  and  to  the  testimony.  Our  hopes 
proi^iesy  the  best  for  France;  our  fears  have  been  increased 
by  a  visit  to  Paris  at  this  juncture.  Every  third  man  is  a 
soldier ;  you  are  waked  in  the  morning  by  the  beat  of  the  drum 
and  the  trumpet  of  cavalry ;  in  every  street  is  a  corp$  de  garde; 
if  you  ask  the  name  of  a  fine  building,  ten  to  one  you  are  told 
it  is  a  coieme  (biurack)  or  a  military  hospital.  The  public 
reliance  is  not  on  wisdom,  on  virtue,  on  justice,  on  the  spirit 
of  peace ;  but  on  fighting,  a  quickness  to  resent,  and  ability 
to  revenge  an  injury.     Herein  is  fatal  weakness. 
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PATKIOnSM. 


From  this  aaspicioaB  commencement  maj  be  dated  Mr. 
Jenkins's  glowing  desire  to  serve  the  public.  Each  successive 
election-daj  saw  him  at  his  post.  From  eggs  he  advanced  to 
pies,  from  pies  to  almanacs,  whiskey,  powder  and  shot,  foot- 
balls, playing-cards,  and  at  length— for  ambition  ever  ''did 
grow  with  what  it  fed  on" — he  brought  into  the  6eld  a  laq^ 
tnrkey,  which  was  tied  to  a  post  and  stoned  to  death  at  twenty- 
five  cents  a  throw.  By  this  time  the  still  yoothfnl  aspirant  bad 
become  quite  the  man  of  the  world ;  conid  smoke  twenty^foor 
cigars  per  diem,  if  any  body  else  wonld  pay  for  them;  play 
cards  in  old  Horler's  shop  from  noon  till  day-break,  and  rise 
winner;  and  all  this  with  suitable  trimmings  of  gin  and  hard 
words.  But  he  never  lost  sight  of  the  main-chance.  He  had 
made  np  his  mind  to  serve  his  country,  and  he  was  all  this 
time  convincing  his  fellow-citizens  of  the  disinterested  pnritj 
of  his  sentiments. 


A  BRXAK7AST  IN  THE  "OPENINOS." 

She  soon  after  disappeared  behind  one  of  the  white  screens 
I  have  mentioned,  and  in  an  incredibly  short  time  emerged  in 
a  different  dress.  Then  taking  down  the  comb  I  have  fainted 
at,  as  exalted  to  a  juxtaposition  with  the  spoons,  she  seated 
herself  opposite  to  me,  unbound  her  very  abundant  brown 
tresses,  and  proceeded  to  comb  them  with  greAt  deliberateneas; 
occasionally  speering  a  question  at  me,  or  bidding  Miss  Irene 
(pronounced  Ireen)  "mind  the  bread."  When  she  had  fin- 
iished.  Miss  Irene  took  the  comb  and  went  through  the  same 
exercise,  and  both  scattered  the  loose  hairs  on  the  floor  with  a 
coolness  that  made  me  shudder  when  I  thought  of  my  dinner, 
which  had  become,  by  means  of  the  morning^  ramble,  a  sub- 
ject of  peculiar  interest.  A  little  iron  "wash-dish,"  such  as  I 
had  seen  in  the  morning,  was  now  produced ;  the  young  lady 
vanished — ^reappeared  in  a  scarlet  Circassian  dress,  and  more 
combs  in  her  hair  than  would  dress  a  belle  for  the  coart  of  St. 
James;  and  forthwith  both  mother  and  daughter  proceeded  to 
set  the  table  for  dinner. 

The  hot  bread  was  cut  into  huge  slices,  several  bowls  of  milk 
were  disposed  about  the  board,  a  pint  bowl  of  yellow  pickles, 
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lother  of  apple  saoce^  and  a  third  containing  mashed  pota- 
t^oes,  took  their  appropriate  stations,  and  a  dish  of  cold  fried 
X>ork  was  brought  ont  from  some  recess,  heated  and  redished, 
^nrhen  Miss  Irene  proceeded  to  blow  the  horn. 

The  sonnd  seemed  almost  as  magical  in  its  effects  as  the 
'vrhiatle  of  Roderick  Dhn ;  for,  solitary  as  the  whole  neighbor- 
liood  had  appeared  to  me  in  the  morning,  not  many  moments 
elapsed  before  in  came  men  and  boys  enough  to  fill  the  table 
completely.  I  had  made  sundry  resolutions  not  to  tou^h  a 
mouthful;  but  I  confess  I  felt  somewhat  mortified  when  I  found 
there  was  no  opportunity  to  refuse. 

After  the  ''  wash  dish?'  had  been  used  in  turn,  and  rarious 
liaodkercbiefs  had  performed,  not  for  that  occasion  only,  the 
part  of  towels,  the  lords  of  creation  seated  themsdyes  at  the 
table,  and  fairly  demolished  in  grave  silence  every  eatable 
thing  on  it  Then,  as  each  one  finished,  he  arose  and  walked 
off,  till  no  one  remained  of  all  this  goodly  company  but  the 
redfaced,  heavy-eyed  master  of  the  house.  This  personage 
used  his  privilege  by  asking  me  five  hundred  questions,  as  to 
my  birth,  parentage,  and  education ;  my  opinion  of  Michigan, 
ray  husband's  plans  and  prospects,  business  and  resources; 
and  then  said,  "he  guessed  he  must  be  off." 


BOBBOWnSfQ  "OUT  WEST.'' 

Tour  true  republican,  when  he  finds  that  yon  possess  any- 
thing which  would  contribute  to  his  convenience,  walks  in 
with,  "Are  yon  going  to  use  your  horses  to-day f"  if  horsea 
happen  to  be  the  thing  he  needs. 

"Tes,  I  shall  probably  want  them." 

"O,  well;  if  you  want  them 1  was  thinking  to  get  'em 

to  go  up  north  a  piece." 

Or,  perhaps,  the  desired  article  comes  within  the  female  de- 
partment 

"Mother  wants  to  get  some  butter:  that  'ere  butter  you 
bought  of  Miss  Barton  this  momin'." 

And  away  goes  your  golden  store,  to  be  repaid,  perhaps, 
with  some  cheesy,  greasy  stuffy  brought  in  a  dirty  pail,  with, 
"Here's  your  butter  I" 

A  girl  came  in  to  borrow  a  "wash-dish,"  "because  we've  got 
company."  Presently  she  came  back:  "Mother  says  you've 
forgot  to  send  a  towel." 

"  The  pen  and  ink,  and  a  sheet  o'  paper  and  a  wafer,"  is  no 
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annflnal  request ;  and  when  the  pen  is  rotanied,  yon  are  \ 
rally  informed  that  you  sent  ''an  awfol  bad  pea." 

I  have  been  freqaeaUy  remiaded  of  one  of  Johnson's  hooior- 
oas  sketches.  A  man  returning  a  broken  wheelbarrow  to  a 
Quaker  with,  ''Here,  I'?e  broke  your  rotten  wheelbarrow 
BfiiA'  on't  I  wi^  you'd  get  it  mended  right  off,  'cause  I  wast 
to  borrow  it  again  this  afternoon ;"  the  Quaker  is  nude  te 
reply,  ''Friend,  it  shall  be  done:"  and  I  wished  I  possessed 
more  of  his  spirit 


HOSFnPAUTT. 

Like  many  other  Tirtues,  hospitality  is  practised  io  its  per^ 
fection  by  the  poor.  If  the  rich  did  their  share,  how  would 
the  woes  of  this  world  be  lightened  1  how  would  the  difforive 
blessing  irradiate  a  wider  and  a  wider  circle,  until  the  vast 
eonfines  of  society  would  bask  in  the  reTiving  ray  I  If  eTeij 
forlem  widow  whose  heart  bleeds  oyer  the  recollection  of  past 
happiness  made  bitter  by  contrast  with  present  poverty  and 
sorrow,  found  a  comfortable  home  in  the  ample  estal^ishmeac 
of  her  rich  kinsman ;  if  every  young  man  stmg^iag  for  a 
foothold  on  the  slippery  soil  of  life  were  cheered  and  aided 
by  the  countenance  of  some  neighbor  whom  fortune  had  en- 
dowed with  the  power  to  confer  happiness ;  if  the  lovely  girls, 
shrinking  and  delicate,  whom  we  see  every  day  toiling  timidly 
for  a  mere  pittance  to  sustain  ^ail  life  and  guard  the  sacred 
remnant  of  gentility,  were  taken  by  the  hand,  invited  and 
encouraged,  by  ladies  who  pass  them  by  with  a  cold  nod — but 
where  shall  we  stop  in  enumerating  the  cases  in  which  true, 
genial  hospitality,  practised  by  the  rich  ungrudgingly,  without 
a  selfish  drawback — in  shorty  practised  as  the  poor  practise 
it — would  prove  a  fountain  of  blessedness,  almost  aa  antidote 
to  half  the  keener  miseries  under  which  society  groaas  1 

Tes :  the  poor — and  children — understand  hospitality  after 
the  pure  model  of  Ohrist  and  his  apostles. 

The  forms  of  society  are  in  a  high  degree  inimical  to  true 
hospitality.  Pride  hi^  crushed  genuine  social  feeling  out  of 
too  many  hearts,  and  the  consequence  is  a  cold  sterility  of  in- 
tercourse, a  soul-stifling  ceremoniousness,  a  sleei^bess  vigilaace 
for  self,  totally  incompatible  with  that  free,  flowing,  genial 
intercourse  with  humanity,  so  nouri^ing  to  all  the  b^ter  feel- 
ings. The  sacred  love  of  home — that  panacea  for  many  of 
life's  ills — suffers  with  the  test    Few  people  have  homes  now- 
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adays.  The  fine,  cheerfal,  everj-daj  parior,  with  its  Ukiit 
covered  with  the  implements  of  real  occopatioQ  and  real 
aoHisement — mamma  on  the  sofa,  with  her  needle — grand- 
mamma in  her  great  chair,  knitting — pnssj  winking  at  the  fire 
between  them,  is  gone.  In  its  place  we  have  two  gorgeous 
rooms,  arranged  for  company,  bot  empty  of  human  life ;  tables 
covered  with  gaudy,  ostentations,  and  useless  articles — a  very 
mockery  of  anything  like  rational  pastime — the  light  of  heaven 
as  cautiously  excluded  as  the  delicious  music  of  free,  childish 
voices ;  every  member  of  the  family  wandering  in  forlorn  lone- 
liness, or  huddled  in  some  ''back  room"  or  "basement,"  in 
which  are  collected  the  only  means  of  comfort  left  them  under 
this  miserable  arrangement  This  is  the  substitute  which 
hundreds  of  people  accept  in  place  of  home  I  Shall  we  look 
in  snch  places  for  hospitality?  As  soon  expect  figs  from 
thistles.  Invitations  there  will  be  occasionally,  doubtless,  for 
"  society"  expects  it;  but  let  a  country  cousin  present  himself, 
and  see  whether  he  will  be  put  into  the  state  apartments.  Let 
no  infirm  and  indigent  relative  expect  a  place  under  snch  a 
roof.  Let  not  even  the  humble  individual  who  placed  the 
stepping-stone  which  led  to  that  fortune  ask  a  share  in  the 
abundance  which  would  never  have  had  a  beginning  but  for 
his  timely  aid.     "  We  have  changed  all  that  1" 


ELIZABETH  OAKES  SMITH. 

This  acoompllBhed  female  writer,  whose  maiden  name  was  Prinoe, 
was  bom  in  a  village  near  Portland,  Maine,  and  traces  her  descent^ 
both  on  her  father's  and  mother's  side,  to  the  early  Puritans.  She 
earlj  showed  uncommon  powers  of  mind,  and  before  she  could  write 
she  wonld  compose  little  stories,  and  print  them  in  her  mde  waj. 
At  an  earlj  age  she  was  married  to  Mr.  Seba  Smith,  a  lawyer  and 
distinguished  scholar,  and  at  that  time  editor  of  the  *'  Portland  Ad- 
vertiser," but  since  then  better  known  thronghont  the  country  as  the 
original  "  Jack  Downing."  In  1839,  Mr.  Smith  removed  to  New  York, 
and  having  become  somewhat  embarrassed  in  his  business,  Mrs. 
Smith,  who  had  before  written  a  good  deal  anonymously,  now  entered 
upon  the  profession  of  authorship  openly,  as  the  means  of  supporting 
the  family.     Her  first  published  book  was  entitled  "  Riches  without 
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WingB,*'  written  for  the  jotuig,  but  interesting  to  leadew  of  all  tfet. 
In  1842,  she  published  a  norel,  **  The  Western  Ci^ve,"  foonded  «■ 
traditions  of  Indian  life.  In  1844,  appeared  "  The  Sinless  Child,  sad 
other  Poems,"  which  were  very  favorably  received,  and  passed  throvgli 
several  editions.  She  then  tamed  her  attention  to  traged/-,  and  pub- 
lished "  The  Roman  Tribute,"  founded  on  a  period  in  the  history  of 
Constantinople  when  Theodoeius  saved  it  from  being  sacked  hy  pajing 
its  price  to  Attila,  the  Hun ;  and  ''Jacob  Leisler,"  founded  upon  a  dim- 
matic  incident  in  the  colonial  history  of  New  York  in  1680.  In  1848, 
appeared  a  fanciful  prose  tale, ''  The  Salamander,  a  Legend  for  Christ- 
mas ;"  and  in  1851,  **  Woman  and  Her  Needs,"  a  volume  on  the  **  Wo- 
man's Rights"  question,  of  which  Mrs.  Smith  has  been  a  prominent 
advocate.  Her  last  publication,  entitled  "Bertha  and  Lily,  or  the 
Parsonage  of  Beech  Glen,  a  Romance,"  is  a  stoiy  of  American  country 
life.    Mrs.  Smith  now  resides  in  Brooklyn,  New  York. 


THE  DBOWNSD  MARINSR. 

A  mariner  sat  on  the  shrouds  one  night, 

The  wind  was  piping  free ; 
Now  bright,  now  dimm'd  was  the  moonlight  pale. 
And  the  phosphor  gleam'd  in  the  wake  of  the  whale, 

As  he  floundered  in  the  sea ; 
The  scud  was  flying  athwart  the  sky, 
The  gathering  winds  went  whistling  by. 
And  the  wave,  as  it  tower'd,  then  fell  in  spray, 
Look'd  an  emerald  wall  in  the  moonlight  ray. 

The  mariner  sway'd  and  rook'd  on  the  mast, 

But  the  tumult  pleased  him  well : 
Down  the  yawning  wave  his  eye  he  cast, 
And  the  monsters  watoh'd  as  they  hurried  past, 

Or  lighUy  rose  and  feU— 
For  their  broad,  damp  fins  were  under  the  tide, 
And  they  lash*d  as  they  passed  the  vessePs  side, 
And  their  filmy  ejes,  all  huge  and  grim, 
Glared  fiercely  up,  and  they  glared  at  him. 

Now  freshens  the  gale,  and  the  brave  ship  goes 

Like  an  uncurb'd  steed  along ; 
A  sheet  of  flame  is  the  spray  she  throws, 
As  her  gallant  prow  the  water  ploughs. 

But  the  ship  is  fleet  and  strong ; 
The  topsails  are  reef 'd,  and  the  sails  are  fnrVd, 
And  onward  she  sweeps  o*er  the  watery  world. 
And  dippeth  her  spars  in  the  surging  flood ; 
But  there  cometh  no  chill  to  the  mariner's  blood. 
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Wildlj  she  rooks,  bnt  lie  twlngeth  at  esse. 

And  holds  him  bj  the  shiond ; 
And  as  she  oareens  to  the  orowding  breese, 
The  gaping  deep  the  mariner  sees, 

And  the  surging  heareth  loud. 
Was  that  a  face,  looking  up  at  him, 
With  its  pallid  cheek,  and  its  oold  eyes  dim  f 
Did  it  beckon  him  down  ?    Did  it  call  his  name  f 
Now  rolleth  the  ship  the  wajr  whence  it  came. 

The  mariner  looked,  and  he  saw,  with  dread, 
A  face  he  knew  too  well ; 

And  the  cold  eyes  glared,  the  eyes  of  the  dead, 

And  its  long  hair  out  on  the  wave  was  spread- 
Was  there  a  tale  to  tell  ? 

The  stent  ship  rock'd  with  a  reeling  speed, 

And  the  mariner  groaned,  as  well  he  need — 

For  ever  down,  as  she  plunged  on  her  side. 

The  dead  face  gleam'd  from  the  briny  tide. 

Bethink  thee,  mariner,  well  of  the  past ; 

A  voice  calls  loud  fbr  thee : 
There's  a  stifled  prayer,  the  first,  the  last ; 
The  plunging  ship  on  her  beam  is  cast — 

O,  where  shall  thy  burial  be  ? 
Bethink  thee  of  oaths,  that  were  lightly  spoken ; 
Bethink  thee  of  vows,  that  were  lightly  broken ; 
Bethink  thee  of  all  that  is  dear  to  thee, 
For  thou  art  alone  on  the  raging  sea : 

Alone  in  the  dark,  alone  on  the  wave, 

To  buffet  the  storm  alone ; 
To  struggle  aghast  at  thy  watery  grave, 
To  struggle  and  feel  there  is  none  to  save  I 

Qod  shield  thee,  helpless  one  t 
The  stout  limbs  yield,  for  their  strength  is  past ; 
The  trembling  hands  on  the  deep  are  oast ; 
The  white  brow  gleams  a  moment  more. 
Then  slowly  sinks — the  struggle  is  o'er. 

Down,  down  where  the  storm  is  hush'd  to  sleep. 

Where  the  sea  its  dirge  shall  swell ; 
Where  the  amber-drops  for  thee  shall  weep. 
And  the  rose-lipp'd  shell  her  music  keep ; 

There  thou  shalt  slumber  well. 
The  gem  and  the  pearl  lie  heap'd  at  thy  side ; 
They  fell  from  the  neck  of  the  beautiful  bride, 
From  the  strong  man's  hand,  from  the  maiden's  brow, 
As  they  slowly  sunk  to  the  wave  below. 

A  peopled  home  is  the  ocean-bed ; 

The  mother  and  child  are  there : 
The  fervent  youth  and  the  hoary  head. 
The  maid,  with  her  floating  locks  outspread. 

The  babe,  with  its  silken  hair : 
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As  the  water  moretih,  thej  liglitlj  swaj, 
And  the  tranquil  lights  on  their  fealnree  plaj: 
And  there  is  each  cheriah'd  and  beantifnl  form. 
Away  from  decay,  and  away  from  the  storm. 


THE  WIFE. 

All  day,  like  some  sweet  bird,  content  to  sing 

In  its  small  cage,  she  moveth  to  and  fro— 
And  ever  and  anon  will  upward  spring 

To  her  sweet  lips,  fresh  from  the  fount  below, 
The  murmured  melody  of  pleasant  thought, 

Unconscious  uttered,  gentle-toned  and  low. 
Light  household  duties,  eyermore  inwrought 

With  placid  fancies  of  one  trusting  heart 
That  lives  but  in  her  smile,  and  turns 

From  life's  cold  seeming  and  the  busy  mart. 
With  tenderness,  that  hearenward  erer  yearns 
To  be  refreshed  where  one  pure  altar  bums. 

Shut  out  from  hence  the  mockery  of  life, 

Thus  liveth  she  content,  the  meek,  fond,  trusting  wife. 


THE  TJNATTAINED. 

And  is  this  life  7  and  are  we  bom  for  this  f 
To  follow  phantoms  that  elude  the  grasp, 
Or  whatsoe'er  secured,  within  our  clasp, 

To  withering  lie,  as  if  each  earthly  kiss 
Were  doomed  Death's  shuddering  touch  alone  to  meet. 

0  Life  t  hast  thou  reserved  no  cup  of  bUss  f 
Must  still  THB  UN ATTAiNKD  boguile  our  feet  f 

The  UNATTAiFBD  with  yearnings  fill  the  breast, 

That  rob,  for  aye,  the  spirit  of  its  rest  7 
Tes,  this  is  Life ;  and  everywhere  we  meet, 
Not  victor  crowns,  but  wailings  of  defeat ; 

Yet  faint  thou  not,  thou  dost  apply  a  test 
That  shall  incite  thee  onward,  upward  still — 
The  present  cannot  sate  nor  e'er  thy  spirit  lUL 


RSLIOION. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone,  the  heart  doth  brood 
With  a  sad  fondness  o'er  its  hidden  grief; 

Broods  with  a  miser's  Joy,  wherein  relief 
Comes  with  a  semblance  of  its  own  quaint  mood. 

How  many  hearts  this  point  of  life  have  passed  1 

And  some  a  train  of  light  behind  hare  oast, 
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To  shoir  us  what  liath  been,  and  what  maj  be ; 
That  thus  have  Boliered  all  the  wise  and  good, 
Thus  wept  and  prayed,  thus  struggled  and  were  free. 

So  doth  the  pilot,  trackless  through  the  deePt 

Unswerving  bj  the  stars  his  reckoning  keep ; 
He  moves  a  highway  not  untried  before, 

And  thenoe  he  courage  gains,  and  joy  doth  reap, 
Unfaltering  lays  his  course,  and  leaves  behind  the  shore. 


NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

This  popular  author  and  beautiful  writer  was  bom  in  Salem,  Massa- 
chusetts, about  the  year  1805.  He  was  educated  at  Bowdoin  College, 
and  graduated  there  in  1825,  Professor  Longfellow  being  one  of  his 
classmates.  In  1837,  he  published  the  first,  and  in  1842  the  second 
volume  of  his  "  Twice  Told  Tales,"  so  called  because  they  had  before 
appeared  in  annuals  and  periodicals.'  His  next  publication  was 
*'  The  Journal  of  an  African  Cruiser,"  which  he  prepared  and  edited 
from  the  manuscript  of  Horatio  Bridge,  of  the  United  States  Navy. 
In  1843,  he  went  to  reside  in  Concord,  in  the  "Old  Manse ;"  and,  in 
1846,  appeared  a  collection  of  his  papers,  which  he  wrote  during  his 
three  years'  residence  there,  for  several  magazines,  under  the  title  of 
**  Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse."  The  following  is  a  portion  of  the  In- 
troduction, describing 


THE  OLD  MAN8E. 

A  priest  had  bnilt  it ;  a  priest  had  socceeded  to  it ;  other 
priestly  men,  from  time  to  time,  had  dwelt  in  it ;  and  children, 
bora  in  its  chambers,  had  grown  np  to  assume  the  priestly 

1  Of  the  character  of  these  <<  Twice  Told  Tales,"  the  «  Christian  Examiner" 
thus  speaks :  "  These  tales  abound  with  beantifol  imagery,  sparkling  meta- 
phors, novel  and  brilliant  comparisons.  They  are  everywhere  fnll  of  those 
bright  gems  of  thought,  which  no  reader  can  ever  forget.  They  have  also  a 
high  moral  tone.  It  is  for  this,  for  their  reverence  for  things  sacred,  for 
their  many  touching  lessons  eonoeming  faith,  Providence,  oonsoienoe,  and 
duty,  for  the  beautiful  morals  so  often  spontaneously  conveyed,  not  with 

{mrpose  prepense,  but  from  the  fulness  of  the  author^s  own  heart,  that  we  are 
ed  to  notice  them  in  this  journal." — xzv.  188.  Bead  also  an  enthusiasUQ 
renew  of  them  in  the  ''North  American,'^  xlv.  59. 
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character.     It  was  awfol  to  reflect  bow  maoj  sermons  must 
have  been  written  there.     The  latest  inhabitant  alone — be,  bj 
whose  translation  to  Paradise  the  dwelling  was  left  racant — 
had  penned   nearly  three  thousand  discourses,   besides   the 
better,  if  not  the  greater  number,  that  gushed  living  from  bis 
lips.     How  often,  no  doubt,  had  he  paced  to  and  fro  along 
the  arenue,  attuning  his  meditations  to  the  sighs  and  gentle 
murmurs,  and  deep  and  solemn  peals  of  the  wind,  among  the 
lofty  tops  of  the  trees  I     In  that  variety  of  natural  utterances, 
he  could  find  something  accordant  with  every  passage  of  bis 
sermon,  were  it  of  tenderness  or  reverential  fear.    The  boogfas 
over  my  head  seemed  shadowy  with  solemn  thoughts,  as  well 
as  with  rustling  leaves.     I  took  shame  to  myself  for  having 
been  80  long  a  writer  of  idle  stories,  and  ventured  to  hope 
that  wisdom  would  descend  upon  me  with  the  falling  leares  of 
the  avenue ;  and  that  I  should  light  upon  an  intelleetna}  trea- 
sure in  the  Old  Manse,  well  worth  those  hoards  of  long  hidden 
gold,  which  people  seek  for  in  moss-grown  houses.     Profound 
treatises  of  morality — a  layman's  unprofessional,  and  therefore 
nnprejudiced  views  of  religion — histories  (such  as  Bancn^t 
might  have  written,  had  he  taken  np  his  abode  here,  as  he 
once  purposed)  bright  with  picture,  gleaming  over  a  depth  of 
philosophic  thought — ^these  were  the  works  that  might  fitly 
have  flowed  from  such  a  retirement.     In  the  humblest  event,  I 
resolved  at  least  to  achieve  a  novel,  that  should  evolve  some 
deep  lesson,  and  should  possess  physical  substance  enough  to 
stand  alone.     In  furtherance  of  my  design,  and  as  if  to  leave 
me  no  pretext  for  not  fulfilling  it,  there  was,  in  the  rear  of  the 
house,  the  most  delightful  little  nook  of  a  study  that  ever 
offered  its  snug  seclusion  to  a  scholar.     It  was  here  that 
Emerson  wrote  ''Nature;"  for  he  was  then  an  inhabitant  of 
the  Manse,  and  used  to  watch  the  Assyrian  dawn  and  the 
Paphian  sunset  and  moonrise,  from  the  summit  of  our  eastern 
hill. 

In  1846,  Mr.  Hawthorne  was  appointed  bj  the  President,  Mr.  Polk, 
irarveyor  in  the  onstom-honse  at  Salem,  which  post  he  held  for  a 
year,  discharging  its  duties  with  great  fidelity,  at  the  same  time  care- 
fally  observing  and  noting,  as  it  proved  for  fntare  use,  the  scenes  and 
characters  with  which  he  was  daily  conversant ;  for,  on  being  dis- 
missed from  that  post,  on  a  change  of  administration,  he  published 
**  The  Scarlet  Letter/'  in  the  preface  of  which  he  gives  some  of  his 
custom-house  experiences.    Soon  after  he  took  np  his  residence  in 
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Lenox,  Massaohosetts,  and,  in  1851,  appeared  his  "  Honse  with  Seven 
Gables,"  the  soene  of  which  is  laid  in  Salem,  and  connected  with  its 
earliest  history.  Since  that,  he  has  published  the  following  :  "  True 
Stories  from  History  and  Biography,''  1851;  "The  Blithedale  Ro- 
mance," 1852 ;  "A  Wonder  Book  for  Boys  and  Girls,"  1852;  "The 
Snow  Image,  and  other  Twice  Told  Tales,"  1862 ;  "  Tanglewood  Tales, 
for  Boys  and  Girls,"  1853. 

"  Hawthorne's  style  is  of  rare  beauty  and  finish.  He  writes  with 
perfect  correctness — hardly  any  living  writer,  English  or  American,  is 
equal  to  him  in  this  respect — and  yet  without  any  stifihess  or  appear- 
ance of  elaboration.  The  music  of  hia  delicious  cadence  never  palls 
upoii  the  ear,  because  it  is  always  natural,  and  never  monotonous. 
He  has  a  poet's  sense  of  beauty,  and  his  descriptions  of  natural  scenes 
hare  all  the  elements  of  poetry  except  the  garb  of  verse."* 


A  RILL  nunc  THE  TOWN  FVMP. 

,— Th«  eoraer  of  two  prinolpsl  itrMU.    Tke  Towir  Fvmt  Ulklng  thro«f  h 
its  nose. 

Noon,  hj  the  north  clock  I  Noon,  by  tke  east  I  High 
DOOD,  too,  by  these  hot  sanbeams,  which  &11,  scarcely  aslope, 
apon  my  head,  and  almost  make  the  water  bubble  and  smoke, 
In  the  trough  onder  my  nose.  Truly,  we  public  characters 
have  a  tough  time  of  it  1  And,  among  all  the  town  officers, 
chosen  at  March  meeting,  where  is  he  that  sustains,  for  a  sin- 
gle year,  the  burden  of  such  manifold  duties  as  are  imposed, 
in  perpetuity,  upon  the  Town  Pump?  The  title  of  "town 
treasurer"  is  rightfully  mine,  as  guardian  of  the  best  treasure 
that  the  town  has.  The  overseers  of  the  poor  ought  to  make 
me  their  chairman,  since  I  provide  bountifully  for  the  pauper, 
without  expense  to  him  that  pays  taxes.  I  am  at  the  head  of 
the  fire  department,  and  one  of  the  physicians  to  the  board  of 
health.  As  a  keeper  of  the  peace,  all  water-drinkers  will  con- 
fess me  equal  to  the  constable.  I  perform  some  of  the  duties 
of  the  town  clerk,  by  promulgating  pnblic  notices,  when  they 
are  posted  on  my  front  To  speak  within  bounds,  I  am  the 
ehief  person  of  the  municipality,  and  exhibit,  moreover,  an 
admirable  pattern  to  my  brother  officers,  by  the  cool,  steady, 
upright,  downright,  and  impartial  discharge  of  my  business, 
and  the  constancy  with  which  I  stand  to  my  post.     Summer 
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or  winter,  nobody  seeks  me  in  rain ;  for,  all  day  long,  I  am 
seen  at  the  bosiest  comer,  just  above  the  market,  stretching 
oat  my  arms,  to  rich  and  poor  alike ;  and  at  night,  I  hold  a 
lantern  over  mj  head,  both  to  show  where  I  am,  and  keep 
people  out  of  the  gutters. 

At  this  sultry  noontide,  I  am  cupbearer  to  the  parched 
populace,  for  whose  benefit  an  iron  goblet  is  chained  to  my 
waist.  Like  a  dramseller  on  the  mall,  at  muster  day,  I  cry 
aloud  to  all  and  sundry,  in  my  plainest  accents,  and  at  the 
very  tiptop  of  my  voice.  Here  it  is,  gentlemen  I  Here  is  the 
good  liquor  I  Walk  up,  walk  up,  gentlemen,  walk  up,  walk 
up  I  Here  is  the  superior  stuff  I  Here  is  the  unadulterated 
ale  of  father  Adam — better  than  Cognac,  Hollands,  Jamaica, 
strong  beer,  or  wine  of  any  price ;  here  it  is  by  the  hogshead 
or  the  single  glass,  and  not  a  cent  to  pay  I  Widk  up,  gentle- 
men, walk  up,  and  help  yourselves  I 

It  were  a  pity,  if  all  this  outcry  should  draw  no  customers. 
Here  they  come.     A  hot  day,  gentlemen  I    Quaff,  and  away 
again,  so  as  to  keep  yourselves  in  a  nice  cool  sweat.     Ton,  my 
friend,  will  need  another  capful,  to  wash  the  dust  out  of  your 
throat,  if  it  be  as  thick  there  as  it  is  on  your  cow-hide  shoes. 
I  see  that  you  have  trudged  half  a  score  of  miles  to-day;  and, 
like  a  wise  man,  have  passed  by  the  taverns,  and  stopped  at 
the  running  brooks  and  well-curbs.     Otherwise,  betwixt  heat 
without  and  fire  within,  you  would  have  been  burnt  to  a  cin- 
der, or  melted  down  to  nothing  at  all,  in  the  fashion  of  a  jelly- 
fish.    Drink,  and  make  room  for  that  other  fellow,  who  seeks 
my  aid  to  quench  the  fiery  fever  of  last  night's  potations,  which 
he  drained  from  no  cup  of  mine.     Welcome,  most  rubicund 
sir  I     You  and  I  have  been  great  strangers,  hitherto ;  nor,  to 
confess  the  truth,  will  my  nose  be  anxious  for  a  closer  intimacy, 
till  the  fumes  of  your  breath  be  a  little  le^  potent.     Mercy  on 
you,  maul   the  water  absolutely  hisses  down  your  red-hot 
gullet,  and  is  converted  quite  to  steam,  in  the  miniature  tophet, 
which  you  mistake  for  a  stomach.     Fill  again,  and  tell  me,  on 
the  word  of  an  honest  toper,  did  you  ever,  in  cellar,  tavern,  or 
any  kind  of  a  dram-shop,  spend  the  price  of  your  children's 
food  for  a  swig  half  so  delicious  ?    Now,  for  the  first  time 
these  ten  years,  you  know  the  flavor  of  cold  water.    Good-by; 
and,  whenever  you  are  thirsty,  remember  that  I  keep  a  con- 
stant supply,  at  the  old  stand.    Who  next  ?    Oh,  my  little 
friend,  yon  are  let  loose  from  school,  and  come  hither  to  scrub 
your  blooming  face,  and  drown  the  memory  of  certain  taps  of 
the  ferule,  and  other  schoolboy  troubles,  in  a  draught  from  the 
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Town  Pomp.  Take  it,  pure  as  the  current  of  jonr  young  Kfe. 
Take  it,  and  may  your  heaiit  and  tongue  never  be  scorched  with 
a  fiercer  thirst  than  now  I  There,  my  dear  child,  put  down  the 
cop,  and  yield  your  place  to  this  elderly  gentleman,  who  treads 
so  tenderly  over  the  paving-stones,  that  I  suspect  he  is  afraid 
of  breaking  them.  What  I  be  limps  by,  without  so  much  as 
thanking  me,  as  if  my  hospitable  offers  were  meant  only  for 
people  who  have  no  wine-cellars.  Well,  well,  sir — no  barm 
done,  I  hope t  Qo  draw  the  cork,  tip  ihe  decanter;  but,  when 
your  gpreat  toe  shall  set  you  a-roaring,  it  will  be  no  affair  of 
mine.  If  gentlemen  love  the  pleasant  titillation  of  the  gout, 
it  is  all  one  to  the  Town  Pump.  This  thirsty  dog,  with  his 
red  tongue  lolling  out,  does  not  scorn  my  hospitality,  but 
etands  on  his  hind  legs  and  laps  eagerly  out  of  the  trough. 
See  how  lightly  he  capers  away  again  1  Jowler,  did  your 
worship  ever  have  the  gout  ?  *  *  ♦ 

Your  pardon,  good  people  I  I  must  interrupt  my  stream 
of  eloquence,  and  spout  forth  a  stream  of  water,  to  replenish 
the  trough  for  this  teamster  and  his  two  yoke  of  oxen,  who 
bave  come  from  Topsield,  or  somewhere  along  that  way.  "No 
part  of  my  business  is  pleasanter  than  the  watering  of  cattle. 
Look !  how  rapidly  they  lower  the  water-mark  on  the  sides  of 
the  trough,  till  their  capacious  stomachs  are  moistened  with  a 
gaHon  or  two  apiece,  and  they  can  afford  time  to  breathe  it  in, 
witb  sighs  of  calm  enjoyment.  Now  they  roll  their  quiet  eyes 
around  the  brim  of  their  monstrous  drinking  vessel.  An  ox 
is  your  true  toper.    *  ♦  *  *  * 

But  I  perceive,  my  dear  auditors,  that  you  are  impatient  for 
the  remainder  of  my  discourse.  Impute  it,  I  beseech  you,  to 
no  defect  of  modesty,  if  I  insist  a  little  longer  on  so  fruitful  a 
topic  as  my  own  multifarious  merits.  It  is  altogether  for  your 
good.  The  better  you  think  of  me,  the  better  men  and  women 
will  you  find  yourselves.  I  shall  say  nothing  of  my  all-im« 
portant  aid  on  washing-days ;  though,  on  that  account  alone, 
I  might  call  myself  the  household  god  of  a  hundred  families. 
Far  be  it  from  me  also  to  hint,  my  reepeotable  friends,  at  the 
show  of  dirty  faces,  which  you  would  present,  without  my 
pains  to  keep  you  clean.  Nor  will  I  remind  you  how  often, 
when  the  midnight  bells  make  you  tremble  for  your  combustible 
town,  you  have  fied  to  the  Town  Pump,  and  found  me  always 
at  my  post,  firm,  amid  the  confusion,  and  ready  to  drain  my 
vital  current  in  your  behalf.  Neither  is  it  worth  while  to  lay 
much  stress  on  my  claims  to  a  medical  diploma,  as  the  phy- 
sician, whose  simple  rule  of  practice  is  preferable  to  all  the 
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sauseoiis  lore  which  has  foand  men  sick  or  left  them  so,  i 
the  dftjs  of  Hippocrates.     Let  as  take  a  broader  Tiew  of  bj 
beneficial  inflaence  on  manki&d. 

No;  these  are  trifles,  compared  with  the  merita  which  wise 
men  concede  to  me— if  not  in  my  single  self,  yet  as  the  repre- 
sentative of  a  class— qf  being  the  grand  reformer  of  the  age. 
From  my  spoat,  and  snoh  sponta  as  mine,  mnst  flow  the  stream 
that  shidl  cleanse  onr  earth  of  the  vast  portion  of  its  crine 
and  angoish,  which  has  gashed  from  the  fiery  fonntains  of  the 
still.  In  this  mighty  enterprise,  the  cow  shall  be  my  great 
confederate.  Milk  and  water  I  The  Town  Pump  and  the 
Oowl  Soch  is  the  glorioas  copartnership,  that  shall  tear 
down  the  distilleries  and  brewhoases,  aproot  the  Tineyards, 
shatter  the  cider-presses,  rain  the  tea  and  coffee  trade,  and 
finally  monopolize  the  whole  bnsiness  of  qnenching  thirst 
Blessed  consummation  I  Then,  Poverty  shall  pass  away  from 
the  land,  finding  no  hovel  so  wretched,  where  her  sqaalid  form 
may  shelter  itself.  Then  Disease,  for  lack  of  other  victims, 
shall  gnaw  its  own  heart,  and  die.  Then  Sin,  if  she  do  not 
die,  shall  lose  half  her  strength.  Until  now,  the  phrensy  of 
hereditary  fever  has  raged  in  the  haman  blood,  transmitted 
from  sire  to  son,  and  rekindled  in  every  generation  by  fresh 
dranghts  of  liquid  flame.  When  that  inward  fire  shall  be  ex- 
tinguished, the  heat  of  passion  cannot  but  grow  cool,  and  war 
— the  drunkenness  of  nations — perhaps  will  cease.  At  least, 
there  will  be  no  war  of  households.  The  husband  and  wife, 
drinking  deep  of  peaceful  joy — a  calm  bliss  of  temperate  affec- 
tions— shall  pass  hand  in  hand  through  life,  and  lie  down,  aot 
reluctantly,  at  its  protracted  close.  To  them,  the  past  will  be 
no  turmoil  of  mad  dreams,  nor  the  future  an  eternity  of  such 
moments  as  follow  the  delirium  of  the  drunkard.  Their  dead 
faces  shall  express  what  their  spirits  were,  and  are  to  be,  by  a 
lingering  smile  of  memory  and  hope. 

Ahem  I  Dry  work,  this  speechifying;  especially  to  an  on- 
practised  orator.  I  never  conceived,  till  now,  what  toil  the 
temperance  lecturers  undergo  for  my  sake.  Hereafter,  they 
shall  have  the  business  to  themselves.  Do,  some  kind  Christ- 
ian, pump  a  stroke  or  two,  just  to  wet  my  whistle.  Thank 
you,  sir  I  My  dear  bearers,  when  the  world  shall  have  been 
regenerated  by  my  instrumentality,  you  will  collect  your  use- 
less vats  and  liquor-casks  into  one  great  pile,  and  make  a  bon- 
fire, in  honor  of  the  Town  Pump.  And,  when  I  shall  have 
decayed,  like  my  predecessors,  then,  if  you  revere  my  memorj, 
let  a  marble  fountain,  richly  sculptured,  take  my  place  upon 
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tbe  spot.  Such  monnmentB  shoald  be  erected  ererywhere,  and 
inscribed  with  the  names  of  the  distingaished  champioos  of 
my  cause.    *♦♦**♦ 

One  o'clock  I    Nay,  then,  if  the  dinner-bell  begins  to  speak, 
I  may  as  well  hold  my  peace.     Here  comes  a  pretty  yoong 

firl  of  my  acqaaintance,  with  a  large  stone  pitcher  for  me  to 
11.  May  she  draw  a  hnsband,  while  drawiug  her  water,  as 
Kachel  did  of  old  I  Hold  oat  yonr  vessel,  my  dear  I  There 
it  is,  fall  to  the  brim ;  so  now  ran  home,  peeping  at  yoar  sweet 
image  in  the  pitcher  as  yoa  go ;  and  forget  not,  in  a  glass  of 
my  own  liquor,  to  drink — **  Suookss  to  the  Town  Pump  !" 

From  Twice  TM  Tales, 


SPRINa. 

Thank  Providence  for  Spring  I  The  earth — and  man  him- 
self, by  sympathy  with  his  birth-place — woald  be  far  other  than 
we  find  them,  if  life  toiled  wearily  onward,  without  this  period- 
ical iafasion  of  the  primal  spirit.  Will  the  world  ever  be  so 
decayed,  that  spring  may  not  renew  its  greenness  f  Can  man 
be  so  dismally  age-stricken,  that  no  faintest  sunshine  of  his 
youth  may  revisit  him  once  a  year  ?  It  is  impossible.  The  moss 
on  our  time-worn  mansion  brightens  into  beauty ;  the  good 
old  pastor,  who  once  dwelt  here,  renewed  his  prime,  regained 
his  boyhood,  in  the  genial  breezes  of  his  ninetieth  spring. 
Alas  for  the  worn  and  heavy  soul,  if,  whether  in  youth  or  age, 
it  have  outlived  its  privilege  of  spring-time  .sprightliness  I 
From  such  a  soul,  the  world  must  hope  no  reformation  of  its 
evil — no  sympathy  with  the  lofty  faith  and  gallant  struggles  of 
those  who  contend  in  its  behalf.  Summer  works  in  the  pre- 
sent, and  thinks  not  of  the  future ;  Autumn  is  a  rich  conserv- 
ative; Winter  has  utterly  lost  its  faith,  and  clings  tremulously 
to  the  remembrance  of  what  has  been;  but  Spring,  with  its 
outgushing  life,  is  the  true  type  of  the  Movement  I 


ISAAC  M'LELLAN. 

Isaac  M^Lbixah  is  a  native  of  Portland,  Maine,  and  was  bom  about 
the*  jear  1806.    In  early  life,  his  father,  Isaac  M'Lellan,  removed  to 
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Boston,  where  for  many  years  he  was  a  prominent  mewhaiit,  distia- 
gnished  for  his  integrity  and  sncoess  in  hnsiness.  The  son  was  jvt- 
pared  for  college  at  Phillips  Academy,  Andoyer,  and  grsdualed  li 
Bowdoin  College  in  1826.  After  roceiring  his  degree,  he  returned  to 
Boston,  completed  a  coarse  of  legal  stndy,  and  was  admitted  to  prac- 
tice in  the  conrts  of  that  city.  Bat  the  Moses  and  general  Hteiatmt 
had  more  charms  for  him  than  clients  and  brie&,  and  for  many  years 
he  contribated,  both  in  prose  and  poetry,  to  several  magazines  and 
papers  published  in  the  city  and  vicinity,  and  had  the  editorial 
management  of  two  or  three  of  them.  Aboat  the  year  1840,  he  made 
a  tour  abroad,  and  passed  aboat  two  years  in  Earope.  On  his  retom, 
he  gave  a  description  of  his  jonmeyings,  in  a  series  of  letters  pub- 
lished in  the  Boston  Daily  Coarier.  Since  that  period,  he  has  been 
engaged  chiefly  in  literary  porsaits,  and  now  resides  in  the  city  of 
New  York. 

Mr.  M'Lellan's  pnblished  works  are,  '"The  Fall  of  the  Indian,"  in 
1830;  <<The  Tear  and  other  Poems,"  in  1832;  and  **Moant  Anbora 
and  other  Poems,"  in  1843.  Though  the  Muse  of  Mr.  Mn[<ellan  aims 
at  no  ambitious  flight,  yet  in  the  middle  region  of  the  descriptive  and 
the  lyrical  in  which  she  delights  chiefly  to  play,  she  moves  with  even 
and  graoefal  wing,  bearing  such  oflerings  as  the  following : — 


NEW  ENGLAND'S  DEAD.* 

New  England's  dead  I  New  England's  dead  1 

On  every  hill  they  lie ; 
On  every  field  of  strife,  made  red 

By  bloody  victory. 
Each  valley,  where  the  battle  poured 

Its  red  and  awful  tide. 
Beheld  the  brave  New  ^gland  sword 

With  slaughter  deeply  dyed. 
Their  bones  are  on  the  ncMihem  hiU, 

And  on  the  southern  plain, 
By  brook  and  river,  lake  and  rill, 

And  by  the  roaring  main. 

■  <*Mr.  President:  I  shall  enter  on  no  enoominm  upon  MMsaflh—ettt; 
she  needs  none.  There  she  is ;  behold  her,  and  judge  for  yoiirselves.-*>Ther* 
is  her  history.  The  world  know  it  by  heart.  The  past,  at  least,  is  teewt. 
There  is  Boston,  and  Concord,  and  Lexington,  and  Bunker  Hill;  and  there 
they  will  remain  forever.  The  bones  of  her  sons,  fihlling  in  the  great  struf- 
gle  for  independence,  now  lie  mingled  with  the  soil  of  erery  State,  from  New 
BBffland  to  Georgia ;  and  there  they  wiU  remain  forever. ''-^ITMMr't  ajwmek 
in  Msply  to  Bapn$,  1830. 
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The  land  ia  holy  where  they  fonght, 

And  holy  where  they  fell ; 
For  by  their  blood  that  land  was  bought, 

The  land  they  loved  bo  well. 
Then  glory  to  that  valiant  band, 
The  honored  saviours  of  the  land  t 
O,  few  and  weak  their  numbers  were— 

A  handful  of  brave  men ; 
But  to  their  Ood  they  gave  their  prayer, 

And  rushed  to  battle  then. 
The  God  of  battles  heard  their  cry, 
And  sent  to  them  the  victory. 

They  left  the  ploughshare  in  the  mould, 
Their  flocks  and  herds  without  a  fold, 
The  sickle  in  the  unshorn  grain, 
The  corn,  half-garnered,  on  the  plain, 
And  mustered,  in  their  simple  dress. 
For  wrongs  to  seek  a  stem  redress. 
To  right  those  wrongs,  come  weal,  come  wo. 
To  perish,  or  o*ercome  their  foe. 

And  where  are  ye,  0  fearless  men  ? 

And  where  are  ye  to-day  ? 
I  call : — the  hills  reply  again 

That  ye  have  passed  away ; 
That  on  old  Bunker's  lonely  height, 

In  Trenton,  and  in  Monmouth  ground, 
The  grass  grows  green,  the  harvest  bright. 

Above  each  soldier's  mound. 

The  bugle's  wild  and  warlike  blast 

Shall  muster  them  no  more ; 
An  army  now  might  thunder  past, 

And  they  heed  not  its  roar. 
The  starry  flag,  'neath  which  they  fought. 

In  many  a  bloody  day, 
From  their  old  graves  shall  rouse  them  not, 

For  they  have  passed  away. 


THE  LAST  WISH.* 

In  some  wild  forest  shade, 
Under  some  spreading  oak,  or  waving  pine. 
Or  old  elm,  festooned  with  the  gadding  vine, 

Let  me  be  laid. 

'  The  celebrated  Wilion,  the  omithologist,  requeeted  that  he  might  be 
buried  near  some  sunny  spot,  where  the  birds  woiUd  come  and  sing  over  his 
grave. 
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In  this  dim,  lonely  gp*ot, 
No  foot,  intrusiye,  ever  will  be  found, 
Bat  o'er  me,  songs  of  the  wild  bird  shall  sound, 

Cheering  the  spot. 

Not  amid  ohamel  stones 
Or  coffins  dark,  and  thick  with  ancient  moald, 
With  tattered  pall,  and  fringe  of  cankered  gold, 

Maj  rest  mj  bones. 

Bat  let  the  dewy  rose, 
The  snow-drop  and  the  yiolet,  lend  i>erfame, 
Above  the  spot,  where,  in  my  grassy  tomb, 

I  take  repose. 

Year  after  year 
Within  the  silver  biroh-tree,  o'er  me  hang, 
The  chirping  wren  shall  rear  her  callow  young, 

Shall  build  her  dwelling  near. 

There,  at  the  purple  dawn  of  day, 
The  lark  shall  chant  a  pealing  song  above, 
And  the  shrill  quail,  when  the  eve  gprows  dim  and  gray, 

Shall  pipe  her  hymn  of  love. 

The  blackbird  and  the  thrush. 
And  golden  oriole,  shall  flit  around. 
And  waken,  with  a  mellow  gush  of  sound. 

The  forest's  solemn  hush. 

Birds  from  the  distant  sea 
Shall  sometimes  hither  flock,  on  snowy  winds. 
And  soar  above  my  dust  in  airy  rings. 

Singing  a  dirge  to  me. 


WHAT  18  LITE  7 

What  is  Life  ? — a  bubble  dancing 

On  the  sparkling  fountain's  brim. 
Painted  by  the  sunbeam  glancing 

O'er  its  evanescent  rim. 
Soon  its  soft  reflected  glories. 

Images  of  colored  sides, 
Vanish — when  the  haze  of  evening 

O'er  the  panorama  dies. 
Life,  with  all  its  bliss  and  troubles. 
Melts  like  unsubstantial  bubbles  1 


What  is  life  f— a  little  journey. 
Ending  ere  'tis  well  begun ; 

'Tis  a  gay  disastrous  tourney, 
Where  a  mingled  tilt  is  run ; 
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And  the  head  that  wean  a  crown 
'Neath  the  meanest  lance  goes  down. 
Walk,  then,  on  life's  pathway,  mortal  t 

With  a  pnre  and  steadfast  heart ; 
So  that  through  death's  frowning  portal, 

Peacefnllj  then  maj'st  depart  I 

What  are  honors,  what  are  riches. 

What  the  haughty  tmmp  of  fame  ? 
Dazzling  meteors,  yain  delusions, 

Echoes  of  an  emptj  name. 
What  the  spangled  robes  of  grandeur, 

Jewelled  sceptre,  gilded  crown. 
What  the  plaudits  won  bj  genius. 

What  the  poet's  wide  renown  ? 
What  but  Tain  and  idle  breath, 
Frosted  by  the  chills  of  death  t 

What  is  beauty  but  the  image 

Of  the  gay  cloud  in  the  stream, 
Fading  from  its  crystal  mirror 

With  the  evanescent  beam  f 
What  is  pleasure  but  the  phantom 

Luring  o'er  the  marshy  waste  ? 
The  false  mirage  of  the  desert. 

Fleeting  with  deceitful  haste. 
Trust  not  life  above  Life's  sod ; 
Trust  in  Heaven's  smile— trust  in  Gk>d  f 

Prelude  to  Mmimi  Aulmm, 


LINES, 

SUGGESTED  BT  A  PICTUBB  BT  WASHINGTON  ALL8T09. 

The  tender  Twilight  with  a  crimson  cheek 
Leans  on  the  breast  of  £ve.     The  wayward  Wind 
Hath  folded  her  fleet  pinions,  and  gone  down 
To  slumber  by  the  darken'd  woods — the  herds 
Have  left  their  pastures,  where  the  sward  grows  green 
And  lofty  by  the  river's  sedgy  bripk, 
And  slow  are  winding  home.     Hark,  from  afar 
Their  tinkling  bells  sound  through  the  dusky  glade 
And  forest-openings,  with  a  pleasant  sound  ; 
While  answering  Kcho,  from  the  distant  hill. 
Sends  back  the  music  of  the  herdsman's  horn. 
How  tenderly  the  trembling  light  yet  plays 
O'er  the  far- waving  foliage  t     Day's  last  blush 
Still  lingers  on  the  billowy  waste  of  leaves, 
With  a  strange  beauty — like  the  yellow  flush 
That  haunts  the  ocean,  when  the  day  goes  by. 
Methii^  whene'er  earth's  wearying  troubles  pass 
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Like  winter  shadows  o'er  the  peacefal  mind, 
*Twere  sweet  to  tarn  from  life,  and  pass  abroad. 
With  solemn  footsteps,  into  Nature's  vast 
And  happy  palaces,  and  lead  a  life 
Of  peaoe  in  some  green  paradise  like  this. 

The  brazen  tmmpet  and  the  load  war-drum 
Ne'er  startled  these  green  woods : — the  raging  sword 
Hath  never  gathered  its  red  harvest  here ! 
The  peacefal  sammer-day  hath  never  closed 
Aroand  this  qaiet  spot,  and  oanght  the  gleam 
Of  War's  rade  pomp : — ^the  hamble  dweller  here 
Hath  never  left  his  sickle  in  the  field, 
To  slay  his  fellow  with  anholy  hand ; 
The  maddening  voice  of  battle,  the  wild  groan. 
The  thrilling  mnrmaring  of  the  dying  man, 
And  the  shrill  shriek  of  mortal  agony, 
Have  never  broke  its  Sabbath- solitade. 


NATHANIEL  P.  WILLIS. 

N^THANiBL  P.  WiLUS  was  bom  in  Portland,  Maine,  January  20, 1807.* 
After  being  fitted  for  college  at  Phillips  Academy,  Andover,  he  enterad 
Yale,  at  sixteen  years  of  age,  and  soon  distingaished  hima^  as  a 
poet  of  trae  genins  by  writing  a  series  of  pieces  on  Script  oral  sobjects 
which  have  not  been  snrpassed,  if  eqaalled,  by  anything  he  has  aab- 
seqnently  written,  and  which  gave  him  at  once  a  wide-spread  and 
enviable  repntation.  On  leaving  college,  in  1827,  he  was  engaged  by 
Mr.  Goodrich  ("Peter  Parley")  to  edit  the  "Legendary"  and  "The 
Token."  In  1828,  he  established  the  "  American  Monthly  Magazine,** 
which  he  oondacted  two  years  and  a  half,  when  it  was  merged  in  the 
"  New  York  Mirror,"  and  Mr.  Willis  went  to  Enn^,  and  travelled 
throngh  Italy,  Oreece,  Asia  Minor,  Turkey,  and  England,  in  which 
latter  country  he  married.  The  letters  he  wrote  while  abroad  wen 
first  published  in  the  "  New  York  Blirror,"  under  the  tiUe  of  "  PencH- 
lings  by  the  Way."  In  1835,  he  published  "  Inklings  of  Adventure," 
a  series  of  tales  which  appeared  originally  in  a  London  magazine.  In 
1837,  he  returned  home,  and  retired  to  a  beautiful  place  on  the  Sus- 
quehanna, near  Owego,  New  York,  which  he  named  Glenmary  in  oom* 

*  His  father  wae  Nathaniel  Willis,  who,  a  few  years  after  the  birth  «f 
Nathaniel,  removed  to  Boston,  and  projected  and  edited  the  ''Boston  Bc> 
oorder,"  one  of  the  first  weekly  religions  journals  published  in  this  country. 
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pliment  to  hit  wife.    In  1839,  he  became  one  of  the  editors  of  the 
•*  Coreair,"  a  literary  gazette  in  New  York  city,  and  towards  the  close 
of  that  year  again  went  to  London,  where  he  published  "  Loiterings  of 
Trmvels,'*  and  two  tragedies,  entitled  "  Two  Ways  of  Dying  for  a  Hns- 
'band."    In  1840  api>eared  an  illnstrated  edition  of  his  poems,  and 
**  I^etters  from  under  a  Bridge."    In  1843,  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Oeorge  P.  Morris,  he  reviyed  the  "  New  York  Mirror ;"  but  withdrew 
from  it  upon  the  death  of  his  wife  in  1844,  and  again  visited  England. 
On  hia  return  home  the  next  year,  he  issued  a  complete  edition  of  his 
works,  in  an  imperial  octavo  of  eight  hundred  pages.     In  October, 
1846,  he  married  a  daughter  of  the  Hon.  Mr.  Grinnell,  and  is  now 
settled  at  his  countiy  home  IdlewUd,  and  is  associated  with  Mr.  Mor- 
ris as  editor  of  the  **  Home  Journal,"  a  weekly  literary  paper,  which 
ia  always  enriched,  more  or  less,  with  pieces  from  his  pen,  and  which 
is  hailed  by  thousands  every  week  as  the  purest  and  richest  of  fire- 
side companions. 

However  full  of  beauty,  and  wit,  of  rich  paintings  of  natural  scenery, 
and  delicate  and  humorous  touches  of  the  various  phases  of  social  life, 
Mr.  Willis's  prose  writings  are,  it  is  by  his  poetry,  and  especially  by 
his  sacred  poetry,  that  he  will  be  most  known  and  prized  by  posterity. 
There  is  a  tenderness,  a  pathos,  and  a  richness  of  description  in  it 
which  give  him  a  rank  among  the  first  of  American  poets.' 

'  No  mail  has  appeared  in  onr  literature,  endowed  with  a  greater  variety 
of  fine  qnalities.  He  posseMes  an  nndenitanding  quick,  acute,  di«tingni«h- 
ing  even  in  excess ;  enriched  by  culture,  and  liberaliied  and  illuminated  by 
ma«h  obeervation.  He  commands  all  the  resources  of  passion  ;  at  the  same 
time  that  he  is  master  of  the  effects  of  manner.  The  sogffestions  of  an  ani« 
mated  sense  are  harmonized  by  feeling,  and  are  adorned  by  a  finished  wit. 
His  taste  is  nice,  but  it  is  not  narrow  or  bigoted,  and  his  sympathies  with  his 
reader  are  intimate  and  true.  His  works  exhibit  a  profusion  of  pointed  and 
just  comment  on  society  and  life ;  they  sparkle  with  delicate  and  easy  humor ; 
they  display  a  prodigality  of  fancy,  and  are  fragrant  with  all  the  floral  charm 
of  sentiment.  He  possesses  surprising  saliency  of  mind,  which  in  his  hasty 
effusions  often  fatigues,  but  in  his  matured  oompositions  is  controlled  to  the 
just  repose  of  art.  But  distinct  from  each  of  these,  and  soTcreign  over  them 
all,  is  the  vivifying  and  directing  energy  of  a  fine  poetical  talent — ^that  pro- 
phetic faculty  in  man  whose  effects  are  as  rast  as  its  processes  are  mysterious ; 
whose  action  is  a  moral  enchantment  that  all  feel,  but  none  can  fathom. 
This  infiuence  it  is  which,  eotering  into  and  impregnating  all  his  other  facul- 
ties, gives  force  to  some,  elevation  to  others,  and  grace  and  interest  to  them 
all. — Litfory  Cntiei$m*t  hy  Horace  Biniuy  Wallace, 

Read  a  ffood  review  of  WUlis's  writings — ^ose  and  poetry — in  the  ''North 
American  Review,"  xliii.  384,  in  which  he  u  ably  defended  from  the  attack 
in  the  64th  volume  of  the  "London  Quarterly."  This  paper  was  written  by 
Lockhart,  who,  in  condemning  Willis  for  his  personalities  in  his  "Peneillings 
by  the  Way,"  forgot  that  he  himself  was  far  more  offensively  open  to  the 
same  charge  in  his  "Peter's  Letters  to  his  Kinsfolk,"  in  which  he  makes 
Ter^atrse  iHth  the  society  at  Edinburgh. 
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EAQAE  IN  THX  WILDIBK18B. 

The  morning  broke.    Light  stole  upon  the  clouds 
With  A  strange  beantj.    Earth  received  again 
Its  garment  of  a  thousand  djes ;  and  leares, 
And  delicate  blossoms,  and  the  painted  towers, 
And  everjthing  that  bendeth  to  the  dew, 
And  stirreth  with  the  daylight,  lifted  up 
Its  beantj  to  the  breath  of  that  sweet  mom. 

All  things  are  dark  to  sorrow ;  and  the  light 
And  loveliness,  and  fragrant  air  were  sad 
To  the  dejected  Hagar.     The  moist  earth 
Was  pouring  odors  from  its  spicy  pores, 
And  Uie  jonng  birds  were  singing  as  if  life 
Were  a  new  thing  to  them  ;  but  oh !  it  came 
Upon  her  heart  like  discord,  and  she  felt 
How  cruelly  it  tries  a  broken  heart 
To  see  a  mirth  in  anything  it  loves. 
She  stood  at  Abraham's  tent.     Her  lips  were  presa'd 
Till  the  bloo^  started ;  and  the  wandering  veins 
Of  her  transparent  forehead  were  swelPd  out, 
As  if  her  pride  would  burst  them.    Her  dark  eye 
Was  clear  and  tearless,  and  the  light  of  heaven, 
Which  made  its  language  legible,  shot  back 
From  her  long  lashes,  as  it  had  been  flame. 
Her  noble  boy  stood  by  her,  with  his  hand 
Clasp'd  in  her  own,  and  his  round,  delicate  feet. 
Scarce  train'd  to  balance  on  the  tented  floor, 
Bandaird  for  journeying.     He  had  looked  up 
Into  his  mother*s  face  until  he  caught 
The  spirit  there,  and  his  young  heart  was  swelling 
Beneath  his  dimpled  bosom,  and  his  form 
Straightened  up  proudly  in  his  tiny  wrath. 
As  if  his  light  proportions  would  have  swell'd, 
Had  they  but  matched  his  spirit,  to  the  man. 

Why  bends  the  patriarch  as  he  cometh  now 
Upon  his  staff  so  wearily  f    His  beard 
Is  low  upon  his  breast,  and  his  high  brow. 
So  written  with  the  converse  of  his  God, 
Beareth  the  swollen  vein  of  agony. 
His  lip  is  quivering,  and  his  wonted  step 
Of  vigor  is  not  there ;  and,  though  the  mom 
Is  passing  fair  and  beautiful,  he  breathes 
Its  f^shness  as  it  were  a  pestilence. 
Oh  1  man  may  bear  with  suffering :  his  heart 
Is  a  strong  thing,  and  godlike,  in  the  grasp 
Of  pain  that  wrings  mortality;  but  tear 
One  chord  affection  clings  to — part  one  tie 
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That  binds  him  to  a  woman's  delicate  lore — 
And  his  great  spirit  yieldeth  like  a  reed. 

He  gare  to  her  the  water  and  the  bread, 
Bat  spoke  no  word,  and  trusted  not  himself 
To  look  upon  her  face,  bat  laid  his  hand 
In  silent  blessing  on  the  fair-hair*d  hoy, 
And  left  her  to  hier  lot  of  loneliness. 

Should  Hagar  weep?    May  slighted  woman  turn, 
And,  as  a  vine  the  oak  hath  shaken  off, 
Bend  lightly  to  her  leaning  trust  again  f 
O  no !  by  all  her  loveliness — by  all 
That  makes  life  poetry  and  beauty,  no  t 
Make  her  a  slave ;  steal  from  her  rosy  cheek 
By  needless  jealousies ;  let  the  last  star 
Leave  her  a  watcher  by  your  couch  of  pain ; 
Wrong  her  by  petulance,  suspicion,  all 
That  makes  her  cup  a  bitterness — yet  give 
One  evidence  of  love,  and  earth  has  not 
An  emblem  of  devotedness  like  hers. 
But  oh  I  estrange  her  once — it  boots  not  how — 
By  wrong  or  silence— anything  that  tells 
A  change  has  come  upon  your  tenderness— 
And  there  is  not  a  feeling  out  of  heaven 
Her  pride  o*ermastereth  not. 

She  went  her  way  with  a  strong  step  and  slow — 
Her  pressed  lip  arch'd,  and  her  clear  eye  undimm'd, 
As  if  it  were  a  diamond,  and  her  form 
Borne  proudly  up,  as  if  her  heart  breathed  through. 
Her  child  kept  on  in  silence,  though  she  pressed 
His  hand  till  it  was  pain'd ;  for  he  had  caught, 
As  I  have  said,  her  spirit,  and  the  seed 
Of  a  stem  nation  had  been  breathed  upon. 

The  morning  passed,  and  Asians  sun  rode  up 
In  the  clear  heaven,  and  every  beam  was  heat. 
The  cattle  of  the  hills  were  in  the  shade, 
And  the  bright  plumage  of  the  Orient  lay 
On  beating  bosoms  in  her  spicy  trees. 
It  was  an  hour  of  rest  I  but  Hagar  found 
No  shelter  in  the  wilderness,  and  on 
She  kept  her  weary  way,  until  the  boy 
Hung  down  his  head,  and  open'd  his  paroh'd  lips 
For  water ;  but  she  could  not  give  it  him. 
She  laid  him  down  beneath  the  sultry  sky— 
For  it  was  better  than  the  close,  hot  breaUi 
Of  the  thick  pines — and  tried  to  comfort  him ; 
But  he  was  sore  athirst,  and  his  blue  eyes 
Were  dim  and  bloodshot,  and  he  could  not  know 
Why  God  denied  him  water  in  the  wild. 
She  sat  a  little  longer,  and  he  grew 
Ghastly  and  flalnt,  as  if  he  would  have  died. 
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It  was  too  miiob  for  her.    She  lifted  him, 

And  bore  him  farther  on,  and  laid  his  h^id 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  a  desert  shmb ; 

And,  shrouding  np  her  face,  she  went  away, 

And  sat  to  watch,  where  he  could  see  her  not. 

Till  he  should  die  ;  and,  watching  him,  she  mourned : — 

"  Gk>d  stay  thee  in  thine  agony,  my  boy ! 
I  cannot  see  thee  die ;  I  cannot  brook 

Upon  thy  brow  to  look, 
And  see  death  settle  on  my  cradle  Joy. 
How  have  I  drunk  the  light  of  thy  blue  eye  1 

And  could  I  see  thee  die  ? 

<<  I  did  not  dream  of  this  when  thou  wast  straying, 
Like  an  unbound  gazelle,  among  the  flowers ; 

Or  wiling  the  soft  hours. 
By  the  rich  gush  of  water-sources  playing, 
Then  sinking  weary  to  thy  smiling  sleep. 

So  beautiful  and  deep. 

**  Oh  no  I  and  when  I  watch'd  by  thee  the  while, 
And  saw  thy  bright  lip  curling  in  thy  dream, 

And  thought  of  the  dark  stream 
In  my  own  land  of  Egypt,  the  far  Nile, 
How  pray'd  I  that  my  father's  land  might  be 

An  heritage  for  thee  I 

"  And  now  the  grave  for  its  cold  breast  hath  won  thee ! 
And  thy  white,  delicate  limbs  the  earth  will  press ; 

And  oh  t  my  last  caress 
Must  feel  thee  cold,  for  a  chill  hand  is  on  thee. 
How  can  I  leave  my  boy,  so  pillowed  there 

Upon  his  clustering  hair  I" 

She  stood  beside  the  well  her  God  had  given 
To  gush  in  that  deep  wilderness,  and  bathed 
The  forehead  of  her  child  until  he  laugh'd 
In  his  reviving  happiness,  and  lisp'd 
His  infant  thought  of  gladness  at  the  sight 
Of  the  cool  plashing  of  his  mother's  hand. 


SATURDAY  AFTERNOOM. 

I  love  to  look  on  a  scene  like  this, 

Of  wild  and  careless  play. 
And  persuade  myself  that  I  am  not  old, 

And  my  locks  are  not  yet  gray ; 
For  it  stirs  the  blood  In  an  old  man's  heart, 

And  makes  his  pulses  fly, 
To  catch  the  thrill  of  a  happy  voice, 

And  the  light  of  a  pleasant  eye. 
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I  hftye  walk'd  the  world  for  fooisoore  yean ; 

And  thej  eaj  that  I  am  oldy 
That  mj  heart  is  ripe  for  the  reaper,  Death, 

And  my  years  are  well-nigh  told. 
It  is  very  true ;  it  ie  very  tme ; 

I'm  old,  and  "<  I  'bide  my  time :" 
Bat  my  heart  will  leap  at  a  soene  like  this, 

And  I  half  renew  my  prime. 

Play  on,  play  on ;  I  am  with  yon  there, 

In  the  midst  of  your  merry  ring ; 
I  oan  feel  the  thrill  of  the  daring  jnmp, 

And  the  msh  of  the  breathless  swing. 
I  hide  with  yon  in  the  fragrant  hay. 

And  I  whoop  the  smother'd  oall. 
And  my  feet  slip  up  oo  the  seedy  floor, 

And  I  care  not  for  the  fall. 

I  am  willing  to  die  when  my  time  shall  oome, 

And  I  shall  be  glad  to  go ; 
For  the  woiid  at  beet  is  a  weary  place, 

And  my  pnlse  is  getting  low  : 
Bat  the  graye  is  dark,  and  the  heart  will  foil 

In  treading  its  gloomy  way ; 
And  it  wiles  my  heart  from  its  drearinoM 

To  see  the  yonng  so  gaj. 


BBVJraiB  AT  aiANMA&T. 

I  haye  enoogh,  0  €k>d  1    My  heart  to-night 
Rons  oyer  with  its  falness  of  content ; 
And  as  I  look  out  on  the  fragrant  stars. 
And  fh>m  the  beauty  of  the  night  take  in 
My  priceless  portion — ^yet  myself  no  more 
Than  in  the  uniyerse  a  grain  of  sand—- 
I  feel  His  glory  who  conld  make  a  world, 
Tet  in  the  lost  depths  of  the  wilderness 
Leaye  not  a  flower  unfinish'd  1 

Rich,  though  poor ! 
My  low-roof 'd  cottage  is  this  hour  a  heayen. 
Music  is  in  it — and  the  song  she  sings. 
That  sweet-yoiced  wife  of  mine,  arrests  the  ear 
Of  my  young  child  awake  upon  her  knee ; 
And  with  his  calm  eye  on  his  master's  face,' 
My  noble  h«and  lies  oonchant ;  and  all  here— 
AU  in  this  little  home,  yet  boundless  heayen— 
Are,  in  such  lore  as  I  haye  power  to  giye, 
Blessed  to  oyerflowing. 

Thou,  who  look'st 
Upon  my  brimming  heart  this  tranquil  eye, 
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Knowest  its  falneas,  as  tbou  dost  the  d«v 
Sent  to  the  hidden  violet  by  Thee ; 
And,  as  that  flower,  from  its  unseen  abode. 
Sends  its  sweet  breath  np,  duly,  to  the  skj, 
Changing  its  gift  to  incense,  so,  oh  God ! 
Maj  the  sweet  diojpa  that  to  my  hnmbU  cup 
Find  their  far  way  from  heaven,  send  ap,  to  Thee, 
Fragrance  at  thy  throne  welcome  I 


LOOK  NOT  UPON  THE  WINE  WHEN  IT  18  BED. 

Look  not  upon  the  wine  when  it 

Is  red  within  the  cup  1 
Stay  not  for  Pleasure  when  she  flllB 

Her  tempting  beaker  up  t 
Thongh  clear  its  depths,  and  rich  its  glow^ 
A  spell  of  madness  larks  below. 

They  say  'tis  pleasant  on  the  lip, 

And  merry  on  the  brain ; 
They  say  it  stirs  the  sluggish  blood. 

And  dulls  the  tooth  of  pain — 
Ay  1  but  within  its  glowing  deeps 
A  stinging  serpent,  unseen,  sleeps. 

Its  rosy  lights  will  turn  to  lire. 
Its  coolness  change  to  thirst ; 

And,  by  its  mirth,  within  the  brain 
A  sleepless  worm  is  nursed. 

There's  not  a  bubble  at  the  brim 

That  does  not  carry  food  for  him. 

Then  dash  the  brimming  cup  aside, 

And  spill  its  purple  wine  ; 
Take  not  its  madness  to  thy  lip, 

Let  not  its  curse  be  thine. 
Tis  red  and  rich — ^but  grief  and  wo 
Are  Idd  those  rosy  depths  below. 


THE  CLIMATES  OF  ENGLAND  AND  ABfEBIOA. 

It  Is  almost  a  matter  of  course  to  decry  the  climate  of  Eng- 
land. The  English  writers  themselves  talk  of  adcidai  numdu; 
and  it  is  the  only  country  where  part  of  the  liYery  of  a  raonnted 
gproom  is  his  master's  great  coat,  strapped  aboat  his  waiat.  It 
is  certainly  a  damp  climate,  and  the  son  shines  less  in  Eoglaod 
than  in  most  other  coontries.  Bat  to  persons  of  foil  hiabit, 
this  moisture  in  the  air  is  extremely  agreeable ;  and  the  high 
condition  of  all  animals  in  England,  from  man  downward. 
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proves  its  healilifiiliiess.    A  stranger  who  has  been  aecnstomed 
to  a  brighter  sky  will  at  first  find  a  gloom  in  the  gray  light  so 
characteristic  of  an  English  atmosphere ;  bnt  this  soon  wears 
off,  and  he  finds  a  compensation,  as  far  as  the  eje  is  concerned, 
in  the  exquisite  softness  of  the  verdnre,  and  the  deep  and  en^ 
daring  brightness  of  the  foliage.     The  effect  of  this  moisture 
on  the  skin  is  singularly  grateful.     The  pores  become  accQa- 
tomed  to  a  healthy  action,  which  is  unknown  in  other  conn- 
tries;  and  the  bloom  by  which  an  English  complexion  is  known 
ail  over  the  world,  is  the  index  of  an  iactivity  in  this  important 
part  of  the  system,  which,  when  first  experienced,  is  almost  like 
a  new  sensation.    The  transition  to  a  dry  climate,  such  as  ours, 
deteriorates  the  condition  and  quality  of  the  skin,  and  produces 
a  feeling,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  like  that  of  being  glazed.     It 
is  a  common  remark  in  England  that  an  officer's  wife  and 
daughters  follow  his  regiment  to  Oanada  at  the  expense  of 
their  complexions;  and  it  is  a  well-known  fact  that  the  Uoom 
of  female  beauty  is,  in  our  country,  painfully  evanescent. 

The  habit  of  regular  exercise  in  the  open  air,  which  is  found 
to  be  so  salutary  in  England,  is  scarcely  possU>le  in  America. 
It  is  said,  and  said  tru^,  of  the  first,  that  there  is  no  day  in 
the  year  when  a  lady  may  not  ride  comfortably  on  horseback; 
but  with  us  the  extremes  of  heat  and  cold,  and  the  tempestuous 
ebaracler  of  our  snows  and  rains,  totally  forbid  to  a  delicate 
person  anything  like  regularity  in  exercise.  The  consequence 
is,  that  the  habit  rarely  exists;  and  the  high  and  glowing  health 
8o  common  in  England,  and  cpnsequent,  no  doubt,  upon  the 
equable  character  of  the  climate,  in  some  measure,  is  with  us 
sufficiently  rare  to  excite  remark.  **  Very  English-looking!" 
is  a  common  phrase,  and  means  very  healthy-looking.  Still, 
our  people  last;  and  though  I  should  define  the  English  climate 
as  the  one  in  which  the  human  frame  is  in  the  highest  condition, 
I  should  say  of  America,  that  it  is  the  one  in  which  you  could 
get  the  most  work  out  of  it. 


UNWBITTEN  POBTRT. 

There  is  poetry  that  is  not  written.  It  is  living  in  the  hearts 
of  many  to  whom  rhyme  is  a  mystery.  As  I  here  use  it,  it  is 
delicate  perception ;  something  which  is  in  the  nature,  ena- 
bling one  man  to  detect  harmony,  and  know  forms  of  beauty, 
better  than  another.  It  is  like  a  peculiar  gift  of  vision ;  not 
creating  a  new  world,  bnt  making  the  world  we  live  in  more 
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tiflibfo;  enabling  as  to  combine  and  sepumte  and  amoge  eW- 
vienta  of  beanty  into  the  fair  proportions  of  a  pietave.  Tbe 
poet  bears  mnsic  in  common  soands,  and  sees  lovelinesB  by  tin 
wayside.  There  is  not  a  change  in  the  sky,  nor  a  noise  of  Ihc 
water,  near  a  sweet  hnman  voice,  which  does  not  bring  him 
pleasare.  He  sees  all  the  light  and  hears  all  the  mosie  about 
him — and  this  is  poetry. 

To  one  thus  gifted,  nature  is  a  friend  of  many  sweet  offioee 
and  trne  consolations.  Gall  it  Tisionary  if  yon  will,  the  has 
glad  fellowship  for  the  happy,  and  medicine  for  tbe  wonnded 
spirit,  and  caun  commnaion  for  gentle  thoughts,  wbiefa  are 
the  life  of  his  moral  being.  Let  ^im  seek  her  inben  be  will, 
if  his  heart  be  anything  bnt  dead,  the  poor  sympathy  of  the 
world  is  a  mockery  to  her  ministering  infloenoes.  I  dare  go 
farther.  The  power  of  nature  over  such  a  mind  as  I  hare  (to- 
scribed  is,  in  cases  of  extreme  mental  sulTering,  or  abandon* 
ment,  stronger  than  any  other  moral  influence.  There  is  some- 
thiuff  in  its  deep  and  serene  beanty  inexpressibly  aootUng  to 
the  diseased  mind.  It  steals  orer  it  silently,  and  gradually, 
like  an  invisible  finger,  erasing  its  dark  lines  and  remoTing  its 
brooding  shadows,  and  before  he  is  aware,  he  is  loTing,  aad 
enjoying,  and  feeling,  as  he  did  in  better  days  wben  his  spirit 
was  untroubled.  To  those  who  see  nothing  about  ^m  bnt 
phymoal  convenience,  these  aswerttons  may  seem  extgavagaat; 
but  they  are  nevertheless  trae ;  and  blessed  be  the  Author  ef 
oar  lacnlUes,  there  are  some  who  know,  by  experienee,  that 
nature  is  a  friend  and  a  physician  to  the  sick  and  solitary 
spirit  of  her  worshipper. 


HBNRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFBLLOW. 

Hbkbt  W.  Lqvofbllow  is  the  son  of  Hon.  Stephen  LongfeQoir,  U 
Portland,  Maine,  and  was  bom  in  that  city  on  the  27th  of  Febmaix, 
1807.  At  the  age  of  fourteen,  he  entered  Bowdoin  College,  Bmnawick, 
and  graduated  there  in  1825.  Soon  after,  being  offered  a  profasBor- 
ship  of  modem  languages  in  his  own  college,  he  resolired  to  prepare 
himself  thorooghlj  for  his  new  duties,  and  aooordiagly  left  hosM  for 
Europe,  and  passed  three  years  and  a  half  in  trarelling  or  retidiag 
in  France,  Spain,  Italj,  Germanj,  Holland,  aad  Bnc^d.  He  re- 
turned in  1829,  and  Altered  upon  the  duties  of  his  ofloe.    In  1886, 
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on  the  resignation  of  Mr.  (George  Tioknor,  lie  wm  elected  professor  of 
modem  languages  and  belles-lettres  in  Harvard  College,  Cambridge. 
Again,  therefore,  he  went  abroad,  to  become  more  thoironghly  ao- 
qnainted  with  the  languages  and  literature  of  modem  Europe,  and 
passed  more  than  twelye  months  in  Denmark,  Sweden,  Qermanj,  and 
Switzerland.  He  returned  in  1836  to  enter  upon  his  new  duties,  and 
has  ever  since  resided  at  Cambridge,  in  the  faithful  and  honorable 
discharge  of  the  same. 

Mr.  Longfellow's  literary  career,  which  has  been  so  highly  credit- 
able to  him,  began  verj  early.  Before  leaving  college,  he  wrote  a 
few  carefully  finished  poems  for  the  "  United  States  Literary  Gazette," 
and  while  professor  at  Bowdoin  he  contributed  some  valuable  criti- 
cisms to  the  "North  American  Review."  In  1833,  he  published  his 
translation  from  the  Spanish  of  the  celebrated  poem  of  Don  Joze 
Manrique,  oh  the  death  of  his  father,  together  with  an  introductory 
essay  on  Spanish  poetry.  In  1835,  appeared  his  "Outre-Mer,"  a  col- 
lection of  travelling  sketches  and  miscellaneous  essays;  in  1839, 
"  Hyperion,  a  Romance,"  and  "  Voices  of  the  Night,"  his  first  collec- 
tion of  poems;  in  1841,  <* Ballads  and  other  Poems;"  in  1842, 
<* Poems  on  SUvery;"  in  1843,  "The  Spanish  Student,"  a  play;  in 
1845,  the  **  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe,"  and  the  "  Belfiy  of  Bruges ;" 
in  1847, "  EvangeUne ;"  in  1848,  "  Kavanagh,  a  Tale ;"  in  1849,  "  The 
Seaside  and  the  Fireside;"  in  1851,  "The  Golden  Legend;"  and  in 
1865,  "The  Song  of  Hiawatha." 

It  will  thus  be  seen  that  Mr.  Longfellow  is  a  most  prolific  writer, 
and  the  many  editions  of  his  works  that  are  called  for  show  that  he 
is  also  a  very  popular  one.  And  his  popularity  he  richly  deserves, 
for  his  poetry,  and  indeed  his  prose,  are  marked  by  great  tenderness 
of  feeling,  purity  of  sentiment,  elevation  of  thought,  and  deep  human 
interest.  His  genius  is  versatile,  for  he  has  trodden  almost  every 
path  of  polite  literature,  and  gathered  flowers  from  them  all ;  and  if 
his  strength  has  failed  to  carry  him  to  the  topmost  eminence,  he  has 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  many  of  his  writings  have  become, 
as  they  deserve,  "household  words,"  and  have  so  touched  the  heart, 
that  posterity  will  not  willingly  let  them  die. 

A  P8ALM  OF  LIFE. 
Wkat  tli«  heart  of  th«  joong  m&a  Bftid  to  tho  Fsalnit t. 

Tell  me  not,  in  moomfal  numbers, 

Life  is  but  an  empty  dream  I 
For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers. 

And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 
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Life  is  real !  Life  is  earnest  7 
And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 

"  Dost  thoa  art,  to  dost  retamest,*' 
Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 
Is  oar  destined  end  or  way ; 

Bat  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 
Find  OS  farther  than  to-daj. 

Art  is  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting, 
And  oar  hearts,  thoagh  stoat  and  brayoy 

Still,  like  moffled  drams,  are  beating 
Foneral  marches  to  the  grays. 

In  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle. 

In  the  bivonac  of  Life, 
Be  not  like  dnmb,  driven  cattle  I 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife  I 

Trast  no  Fntare,  howe'er  pleasant  I 
Let  the  dead  Past  hnrj  its  dead  t 

Act— act  in  the  living  Present ! 
Heart  within,  and  Qod  overhead  1 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  as 
We  can  make  onr  lives  Bablim«, 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  as 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time ; 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 
Sailing  o'er  life's  s<demn  main, 

A  forlom  and  shipwrecked  brother. 
Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

Let  OS,  thea,  be  np  and  doing, 
With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 

Still  achieving,  still  parsaing. 
Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait. 


THS  RKAPBR  AND  THX  FLOWEBfi. 

There  is  a  Reaper,  whose  name  is  Death, 

And,  with  his  sickle  keen, 
He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath. 

And  the  flowers  that  grow  between. 

«  Shall  I  have  nanght  that  is  f^r  r  saith  he ; 

"  Have  naaght  bat  the  bearded  grain  f 
Thoagh  the  breath  of  these  flowers  is  sweet  to  me, 

I  will  give  them  all  back  again." 
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He  gated  at  tlie  flofwen  with  tearful  ejea, 

He  kissed  their  drooping  leaves ; 
It  was  for  the  Lord  of  Paradise 

He  bound  them  in  his  sheayes. 

"My  Lord  has  need  of  these  flowerets  gaj," 

The  Reaper  said,  and  smiled ; 
«  Dear  tokens  of  the  earth  are  thej. 

Where  he  once  was  a  child. 

"  They  shall  all  bloom  in  fields  of  light, 

Transplanted  by  my  care, 
And  saints,  upon  their  garments  white, 

These  sacred  blossoms  wear." 

And  the  mother  gave,  in  tears  and  pain, 

The  flowers  she  most  did  love ; 
She  knew  she  should  find  them  all  again 

In  the  fields  of  light  above. 

0,  not  in  omelty,  not  in  wrath. 

The  Reaper  came  that  day ; 
Twas  an  angel  visited  the  green  earth, 

And  took  the  fiowers  away. 


FOOTSTEPS  OF  ANQELS. 

When  the  hours  of  Day  are  numbered. 

And  the  voices  of  the  Night 
Wake  the  better  soul,  that  slumbered. 

To  a  holy,  calm  delight ; 

Ere  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted, 
And,  like  phantoms  grim  and  tall, 

Shadows  from  the  fitful  fire-light 
Dance  upon  the  parlor-wall ; 

Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  the  open  door ; 
The  beloved,  the  true-hearted, 

Come  to  visit  me  once  niore ; 

He,  the  young  and  strong,  who  cherished 

Noble  longings  for  the  strife. 
By  the  road-side  fell  and  perished, 

Weary  with  the  march  of  life ! 

They,  the  holy  ones  and  weakly, 
Who  the  cross  of  suffering  bore, 

Folded  their  pale  hands  so  meekly, 
Spake  with  us  on  earth  no  more  I 
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And  with  ihem  the  Being  Beauteous, 
Who  nnto  my  youth  was  giyen, 

More  than  all  things  else  to  love  me, 
And  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven. 

With  a  slow  and  noiseless  footstep 
Comes  that  messenger  divine, 

Takes  the  vacant  chair  beside  me. 
Lays  her  gentle  hand  in  mine. 

And  she  sits  and  gazes  at  me 
With  those  deep  and  tender  eyes, 

Like  the  stars,  so  still  and  saint-like. 
Looking  downward  from  the  skies. 

Uttered  not,  yet  comprehended. 
Is  the  spirit's  voiceless  prayer. 

Soft  rebukes,  in  blessings  ended. 
Breathing  from  her  lips  of  air. 

O,  though  oft  deinvssed  and  lonely, 
All  my  fears  are  laid  aside, 

If  I  but  remember  only 
Such  as  these  have  lived  and  died  1 


THE  ARSENAL  AT  SPRINGFIELD. 

This  is  the  Arsenal.    From  floor  to  ceiling, 

Like  a  huge  organ,  rise  the  burnished  arms  ; 
But  from  their  silent  pipes  no  anthem  pealing 
•  Startles  the  villagers  with  strange  alarms. 

Ah  I  what  a  sound  will  rise,  how  wild  and  dreary, 
When  the  death-angel  touches  those  swift  keys  t 

What  loud  lament  and  dismal  MiserSr^ 
Will  mingle  with  tbeir  awful  symphonies  I 

I  hear  even  now  the  infinite  fierce  chorus, 
The  cries  of  agony,  the  endless  g^an. 

Which,  through  the  ages  that  have  gone  before  us, 
In  long  reverberations  reach  our  own. 

On  helm  and  harness  rings  the  Saxon  hammer. 
Through  Cimbric  forest  roars  the  N<M«eman*s  song. 

And  loud,  amid  the  universal  clamor, 
O'er  distant  deserts  sounds  the  Tartar  gong. 

I  hear  the  Florentine,  who  from  his  palaoe 
Wheels  out  his  battle-bell  with  dreadful  din. 

And  Aztec  priests  upon  their  teocallis 
Beat  the  wild  war-drums  made  of  serpent's  skin ; 
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The  tamBlt  of  eaoh  sacked  and  bnming  village ; 

The  shoal  that  every  prayer  for  meroy  drowns ; 
The  soldier's  revels  in  the  midst  of  pillage ; 

The  wail  of  fumine  in  b^eaguered  towns ; 

The  bursting  sheU,  the  gateway  wrenched  ainnder, 

The  rattling  musketry,  the  olashina  blade ; 
And  ever  and  anon,  in  tones  of  thunder, 

The  diapason  of  the  cannonade. 

Is  it,  O  maUf  with  such  discordant  noises, 

With  such  accursed  instruments  as  these, 
Thou  drownest  Nature's  sweet  and  kindly  voices, 

And  Jarrest  the  celestial  harmonies  f 

Were  half  the  power,  that  fills  the  world  with  terror, 
Were  half  the  wealth,  bestowed  on  camps  and  courts. 

Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error. 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  nor  forts : 

The  warrior's  name  would  be  a  name  abhoned! 

And  every  nation,  that  should  lifk  again 
Its  hand  against  a  brother,  on  its  forehead 

Would  wear  forevermore  the  curse  of  Gain! 

Down  the  dark  future,  through  long  generations, 
The  echoing  sounds  grow  Winter,  and  then  cease ; 

And  like  a  bell,  with  solemn,  sweet  vibrations, 
I  hear  once  more  the  voice  of  Christ  say,  "  Peace !" 

Peace !  and  no  longer  from  its  blazen  portals 
The  blast  of  War's  great  organ  shakes,  the  skies ! 

But  beautiftil  as  songs  of  the  immortals, 
The  holy  melodies  of  love  arise. 


AUTUMN. 

With  what  a  glory  comes  and  goes  the  year ! 
The  buds  of  spring,  those  beautiful  harbingers 
Of  sunny  skies  and  cloudless  times,  enjoy 
Life's  newness,  and  earth's  garniture  spread  out ; 
And  when  the  silver  habit  of  the  clouds 
Comes  down  upon  the  autumn  sun,  and  with 
A  sober  gladness  the  old  year  takes  up 
His  bright  inheritance  of  golden  fruits, 
A  pomp  and  pageant  fill  the  splendid  scene. 

There  is  a  beautiful  spirit  breathing  now 
Its  mellow  richness  on  the  clustered  trees. 
And,  from  a  beaker  full  of  richest  dyes. 
Pouring  new  glory  on  the  autumn  woods, 
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And  dipping  in  warm  light  the  pillared  olonds. 
Mom  on  the  mountain,  like  a  snmmer  Mrd, 
Lifts  up  her  pnrple  wing,  and  in  the  ^alee 
The  gentle  wind,  a  sweet  and  passiimate  wooer. 
Kisses  the  blushing  leaf,  and  stirs  np  life 
Within  the  solemn  woods  of  ash  deep-orimsoned. 
And  silyer  beech,  and  maple  yellow-leaved, 
Where  autumn,  like  a  faint  old  man,  sits  down 
By  the  wayside  a-weary.    Through  the  trees 
The  golden  robin  moves.    The  purple  finch. 
That  on  wild-cherry  and  red-cedar  feeds, 
A  winter  bird,  comes  with  its  plaintive  whistle. 
And  pecks  by  the  witch-hazel,  whilst  aloud 
From  cottage  roofe  the  warbling  bluebird  sings. 
And  merrily,  with  oft-repeated  stroke. 
Sounds  from  the  threshing-floor  the  bu^  flail. 

0,  what  a  glory  doth  this  world  put  on 

For  him  who,  with  a  fervent  heart,  goes  forth 

Under  the  bright  and  glorious  dcy,  and  looks 

On  duties  well  performed,  and  days  well  spent ! 

For  him  the  wind,  ay,  and  the  yellow  leaves. 

Shall  have  a  voice,  and  give  him  eloquent  teachings. 

He  shall  so  hear  the  solemn  hymn,  that  Death 

Has  lifted  up  for  aU,  that  he  shall  go 

To  his  long  resting-place  without  a  tear. 


TO  WILLIAM  B.  CHANNING.^ 

The  pages  of  thy  book  I  read. 

And,  as  I  closed  each  (me. 
My  heart  responding,  ever  said, 

"  Servant  of  God  I  well  done  I" 

Well  done  t    Thy  words  are  great  and  bold, 

At  times  they  seem  to  me, 
Like  Luther*s  in  the  days  of  old. 

Half-battles  for  the  free. 

Go  on,  until  this  land  revokes 

The  old  and  chartered  Lie, 
The  feudal  curse,  whose  whips  and  yokes 

Insult  humanity. 


*  This  poem  was  written  at  sea,  in  the  latter  part  of  October,  1843.  I 
had  not  then  heard  ef  Dr.  Chaaaing's  death.  Smee  that  evoat,  the  poen 
addressed  to  him  is  no  longer  appropriate.  I  have  decided,  however,  to  l«t 
it  remain  as  it  was  written,  a  feeble  testimony  of  my  admiratien  for  a  greet 
and  good  man. 
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A  Toioe  is  eyer  at  tfbj  side 
Speaking  in  tones  of  might, 

Like  the  prophetic  voice  that  cried 
To  John  in  Patmos,  "  Write !" 

Write  t  and  tell  out  this  bloody  tale  I 

Record  this  dire  eclipse. 
This  Day  of  Wrath,  this  Endless  Wail« 

This  dread  Apocalypse  I 


THE  WARNING. 

Beware !    The  Israelite  of  old,  who  tore 
The  lion  in  his  path — ^when,  poor  and  blind, 

He  saw  the  blessed  light  of  heaven  no  more, 
Shorn  of  his  noble  strength,  and  forced  to  grind 

In  prison,  and  at  last  led  forth  to  be 

A  pander  to  Philistine  revelry — 

Upon  the  pillars  of  the  temple  laid 
His  desperate  hands,  and  in  its  overthrow 

Destroyed  himself,  and  with  him  those  who  made 
A  cmel  mockery  of  his  sightless  woe ; 

The  poor  blind  slave,  the  sooff  and  Jest  of  all. 

Expired,  and  thousands  perished  in  the  fall ! 

There  is  a  poor,  blind  Samson  in  this  laud. 
Shorn  of  his  strength,  and  boand  in  bonds  of  steel, 

Who  may,  in  some  grim  revel,  raise  his  hand, 
And  shake  the  pillars  of  this  commonweal. 

Till  the  vast  temple  of  our  liberties 

A  shapeless  mass  of  wreck  and  mbbish  lies. 


EXOELSIOR. 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast. 
As  through  an  Alpine  village  passed 
A  youth,  who  bore  'mid  snow  and  ice, 
A  banner  with  the  strange  device, 
Exc^ior ! 

His  brow  was  sad ;  hSs  eye  benekth 
Flashed  like  a  falchion  from  Its  shoath. 
And  like  a  silver  clarion  rung 
The  accents  of  that  unknown  tongue, 
Excelsior! 

In  happy  homes  he  saw  the  light 

Of  honia^old  fires  gleam  warm  and  bright ; 
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Abore,  the  ipeotral  i^aoiert  slioiie. 
And  fiK>m  his  lipi  escaped  s  groao, 
Sxceliiort 

^Ttj  not  the  pass!"  the  old  man  said ; 
**  Dark  lowers  the  tempeet  overhead ; 
The  roaring  torrent  is  deep  and  wide  t'* 
And  load  that  clarion  yoioe  replied, 
Sxoelsiort 

'■O,  stay,"  the  maiden  said,  "and  rest 
Thj  weary  head  npon  this  breast  f " 
A  tear  stood  in  his  bright  bine  eye, 
Bat  still  he  answered,  with  a  sigh, 
Bzoelsior! 

"  Beware  the  pine-tree  *s  withered  branch ! 
Beware  the  awfal  avalanche  I" 
This  was  the  peasant *s  last  good-night ; 
A  yoioe  replied,  far  up  the  height, 
^celsior! 

At  break  of  day,  as  heavenward 
The  pious  monks  of  Saint  Bernard 
Uttered  the  oft-repeated  prayer, 
A  voice  cried  through  the  startled  air, 
Szcelaior  t 

A  traveller,  by  the  fsithftil  hound. 
Half-buried  in  the  snow  was  found. 
Still  grasping  in  his  hand  of  ice 
That  banner  with  the  strange  device. 
Excelsior ! 

There,  In  the  twilight  cold  and  gray. 
Lifeless,  but  beautiful,  he  lay, 
And  fhnn  the  sky,  serene  and  far, 
A  voice  fell,  like  a  falling  star, 
Bzoelsior  t 


spuNa 

In  all  climates  Spring  is  beaatifal.  The  birds  begin  io 
sing;  they  otter  a  few  rapturous  notes,  and  tiien  wait  for  an 
answer  in  the  silent  woods.  Those  green-coated  musicians, 
the  frogs,  make  holiday  in  the  neighboring  marshes.  Tbej, 
too,  belong  to  the  orchestra  of  Nature ;  whose  vast  theatre  is 
again  opened,  though  the  doors  have  been  so  long  bolted  with 
icicles,  and  the  scenery  hung  with  snow  and  frost  like  cob- 
webs.    This  is  the  prelude  which  announces  the  opening  of  the 
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scene.  Already  the  grus  alioete  forth.  The  imters  leap  wiUi 
thriUiBg  pulse  through  the  ^eins  of  the  earth ;  the  sap  through 
the  yeins  of  the  plants  and  trees;  and  the  blood  through  £e 
Teins  of  man.  What  a  thrill  of  delight  in  Spring-time  1  What 
a  joy  in  being* and  moyingi  Men  are  at  work  in  gardens; 
and  in  the  air  there  is  an  odor  of  the  fresh  earth.  The  leaf- 
bods  begin  to  swell  and  blasb.  The  white  blossoms  of  the 
cherry  hang  npon  the  boughs  like  snow-flakes ;  and  ere  long 
our  next-door  neighbors  will  be  completely  hidden  from  us  by 
the  dense  green  foliage.  The  May-flowers  open  their  soft  blue 
eyes.  Children  are  let  loose  in  the  fields  and  gardens.  They 
hold  buttercups  under  each  other's  chins,  to  see  if  they  love 
butter.  And  the  little  girls  adorn  themselves  with  chains  and 
curls  of  dandelions;  pull  out  the  yellow  leaves,  to  see  if  the 
schoolboy  loves  them,  and  blow  the  down  from  the  leafless 
stalk,  to  find  out  if  their  mothers  want  them  at  home. 

And  at  night  so  cloudless  and  so  still  I  Not  a  voice  of 
living  thing — ^not  a  whisper  of  leaf  or  waving  bough — ^not  a 
breath  of  wind — not  a  sound  upon  the  earth  nor  in  the  air ! 
And  of erhead  bends  the  blue  sky,  dewy  and  soft,  and  radiant 
with  innnmerable  stars,  Hke  the  inyerted  bell  of  some  blue 
flower,  sprinkled  with  golden  dust,  and  breathing  firagnmee. 
Or  if  the  heavens  are  oyereast,  it  is  no  wild  storm  of  wind  and 
rain ;  but  clouds  that  melt  and  fall  in  showers.  One  does  not 
wish  to  sleep ;  but  lies  awake  to  hear  the  pleasant  sound  of  the 
dropping  rain. 


QBOBaS  B.  OHBBVIUL 

QaoB«B  Babbxll  Chebvsr  was  bom  at  Hallowell^Maine^  on  the  17Ui 
of  April,  1807,  graduated  at  Bewdofai  College  in  1626»  and  studied 
theology  at  Aadover,  Maasaohosetts.  He  was  lieensed  to  preaoh  j(n 
1880,  and  in  1632  was  ordained  aa  pastor  of  the  Howaid  BUreet  ChuMh, 
Balem,  Massjaohnatitil  He  commaiioeA  hit  miaiaiiy  wiU&  an  noeom- 
promishig  spirit  against  evezjthing  that  hindesed  the  apmd  of  the 
€k)8pel  of  Christ,  of  the  object  of  which  "0ospel"i  he  SBMoad  to  hate 
a  clear  nadentanding.  Such  a  spirit  would  not  long  need  a  snbfaet 
against  which  to  direct  its  energies.    Accordingly,  when  the  tempe- 

^  UvAyyvMf,  •*  Oood-wm  to  man.'' 
63* 
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imaee  i^fomiAtion  began,  he  was  found  the  foremoet  and  the 
in  the  van  of  those  who  enlisted  in  this  great  moral  wmrlkre.  In 
Fehraaiy,  1835,  appeared  in  the  **  Salem  Landmark"  a  pieee  entitled 
« Inquire  at  Amee  OUes'  DtetiUeij,"  that  qnite  eleotriied  that  qniei 
eommnnitj;  for,  under  the  guise  of  ''a  dream,"  il  depleted,  in  the 
most  appalling  colors,  the  hateful,  soul-destrojing  businees  of  distill- 
ing and  Tending  intoxicating  drinks.  Srerj  one  immediately  or 
remotely  engaged  in  it  meditated  revenge  against  the  antlior,  and  a 
prosecution  was  instituted  against  him  for  libel,  alleging  that,  under 
the  name  of  '*  Deacon  Giles,"  the  writer  really  meant  a  oertain  *  dea- 
oon**  long  and  notoriously  engaged  in  distilling,  and  who  was  alio  *'a 
treasurer  to  a  Bible  Society,  and  had  a  little  counting-room  in  cae 
comer  of  the  distillery  where  he  sold  Bibles."  Mr.  CheeTer  pleaded 
his  own  cause,  and  in  his  defence  thus  remarked  upon  the 


NATUBX  or  A  DISmUUL'S  BUBINZ88. 

Coald  the  amount  of  misery,  in  time  and  eternity,  which  may 
one  disUU^  in  Salem  has  occasioned,  be  portrayed  befoie 
your  hoBor,  I  should  feel  no  solicitude  for  the  results  Let  the 
mothers  who  haye  been  broken-hearted,  the  wi?ee  Uiat  have 
been  made  widows,  the  children  that  haye  been  made  father- 

,  less,  the  parents  borne  down  with  a  bereayement  worse  than 
death,  in  the  yices  of  their  children,  be  arrayed  in  yoor  pre- 
sence; let  the  families  reduced  to  penury,  disgraced  with 
crime,  and  consumed  with  anguish,  that  the  owners  of  one  dis- 
tillery might  accumulate  their  wealth,  be  gathered  before  you. 
Let  Uie  prosecutor  in  this  suit  go  to  the  gprayeyards,  and  sum- 
mon their  shrouded  tenants ;  let  him  summon  before  you  the 
ghosts  of  those  whose  bodies  have  been  laid  in  the  grare  from 
that  one  distillery;  let  him  call  up,  if  he  could,  the  souls  that 
hate  been  shut  out  from  heaven  and  prepared  for  heU,  tiiroueh 
the  fnstnimentality  of  the  liquor  manufactured  there;  and  let 
him  ash  what  is  ikeir  verdict — ^Need  I  suppose  the  judgment? 
Sorely  ft  would  be  said :  Let  the  d^endant  be  shielded.  Bwn 
if  he  has  overstepped  the  limits  of  exact  pfbdence,  in  his  efforts 
tb  portr^  the  evils  of  intemperance;  in  the  name  of  meroy, 

.  let  the  gnat  object  of  the  effort  shield  Asm,  and  let  the  law  be 
turned  against  tiiat  dreadful  bwne$$  whose  nature  he  has  aimed 
to  dfilineata." 

To  the  lasting  disgrace  of  that  jndioiaiy,  the  defendant  was  oon- 
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demited,  and  BMiteneed  to  tliiity  dajs'  impri8onmdiii--«ii  honor  to 
^wliioh  his  children  may  well  look  back  with  pride. 

In  1836,  Mr.  Gheeyer  went  to  Europe,  and  waa  absent  about  two 
jream  and  a  half.  On  his  return  he  was  installed  pastor  of  the  Allen 
Street  Church,  New  York.  In  1644,  he  again  rlsfted  Europe,  and 
remained  there  a  jear.  In  1846,  he  was  installed  pastor  of  the 
"  Church  of  the  Puritans,"  fa  New  York,  In  which  he  still  remains. 

Mr.  Cheever  is  the  author  of  a  great  number  of  works,  all  excellent 
in  their  kind,  eyinoing  genius,  scholarship,  and  industry  in  an  emi- 
nent degree.*  But  he  has  what  all  scholars  have  not — ardent  phi- 
lanthropj  and  pure  Christian  patriotism,  taking  a  deep  interest  in 
ererything  that  pertains  to  the  well-being  of  his  brother  man.  As  in 
the  first  years  of  his  ministry,  Mr.  Cheeyer  entered  heartily  the  lists 
against  our  one  giant  yice-— intemperance— oyer  which  almost  the 
whole  community  were  sleeping,  so  for  the  past  few  years  his  yigorous 
pen  and  eloquent  preaching  haye  been  directed  against  our  great 
national  sin,  slayery.  To  the  columns  of  that  ablest  of  papers,  the 
^  New  York  Independent,"  he  has  been  a  fegular  contributor  since  its 
establishment  in  1849,  and  all  his  pieces,  whether  in  literature,  poli- 
tics, practical  morals,  or  religion,  show  great  power  and  genius,  but 
aboye  all  the  pure  Christian  patriot.  Within  the  last  year,  his  heart 
has  been  more  e8x>ecially  enlisted  in  the  anti-slavery  cause,  in  which 
he  has  signally  distinguished  himself.  His  yiews  upon  the  religious 
aspect  of  the  subject  he  has  embodied  in  a  work  Just  published,  en- 

>  The  following  list,  I  beliere,  oompriaes  all  his  works  :— American  Com- 
mon-place Book  of  Prose,  1828 ;  American  Oommon-plaoe  Book  of  Poetry, 
1829 ;  Studies  in  Poetry,  with  Biographical  Sketches  of  the  Poets,  1830 ; 
Selections  from  Archbishop  Leighton,  with  an  Introductory  Essay,  1832; 
Ood*8  Hand  in  America,  1841 ;  The  Argument  for  Punishment  by  Death, 
1842;  Lectures  on  Pilgrim's  Progress,  1843;  Hierarchical  Leetores,  1844; 
Wanderings  of  a  Pilgrim  in  the  Shadow  of  Montx  Blanc  and  the  Yungfraa 
Alp,  1846 ;  The  Journal  of  the  Pilgrims  at  Plymouth,  1848 ;  The  Hill  Diffi- 
culty, and  other  Allegories,  1849 ;  The  Windings  of  the  Rirer  of  the  Water 
of  Life,  1849;  Voices  of  Nature  to  her  Foster  Child,  the  Soul  of  Man,  1852; 
Bight  of  the  Bible  in  our  Common  Schools,  1854;  Lectures  on  Cowper,  1856; 
The  Powers  of  the  World  to  Come,  1856  j  God  Against  Slavery,  1857. 

Dr.  Cheever,  in  earlier  years,  was  a  contributor  to  the  *'  United  States 
LiiMary  Gaietie,'-'  *'The  Quarterly  Register,*'  and  "The  New  Monthly 
Magaxine.''  He  has  written  articles  of  great  ability  for  "The  Biblical  Re- 
pository,'' "The  New-Englander,"  "The  Bibliotheca  Sacra,"  and  "The 
Quarterly  Obserrer."  He  was  a  yaluable  correspondent  of  the  "  New  York 
Observer"  when  in  Europe,  and  editor  of  the  "New  York  ETangelist"  dur- 
ing 1845  and  1846.  He  is  now  writing  a  series  of  articles  for  "  The  Biblio- 
theca Sacra,"  on  the  Judgment  of  the  Old  Testament  against  Slavery,  which 
evince  characteristic  argumentation  combined  with  remarkable  philological 
investigation. 
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titled  «<  God  Against  SUrerT^,"  in  wUeh  ha  Ham,  oocMiondl j,  i 
to  the  snblimit  J  of  the  anoient  {ooplieti  in  Us  dennneiatiOB  of  < 
sion.' 

The  following  extracts  tntm  Dr.  Cheerer's  raxions  writings  wfH,  H 
is  beliered,  give  a  fair  and  just  riew  of  the  ohsraeter  of  his  mind,  tte 
sabjeets  in  which  he  is  mcst  deeplj  interested,  and  the  qoalitT'  of  his 
stjle. 


THE  BSNSFIT  Of  OiUElK  OULTUJfcB." 

With  the  exception  of  Shakspeare,  on  whom  was  bestowed 
one  of  the  greatest  minds  God  e?er  ga?e  to  man,  the  sweetest 
and  best  of  English  poetry  is  that  which  Oreek  scholars  have 
written.  Everj  page  shows  the  power  of  an  earlj  familiaritj 
with  the  treasures  of  antiquity.  Spenser,  that  romantic  and 
harmonious  mind,  grew  up  with  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  under  the 
influence  of  classical  studies.  A  greater  than  these,  and  after 
Shakspeare,'  it  may  be  the  greatest  of  all  poets,  was  one  of  the 
profoundeat  Greek  scholars  that  ever  liyed.  He  does  not  know 
the  true  power  of  Milton's  poetry,  who  is  ignorant  of  Milton's 
Greek.     His  genius,  it  is  true,  was  baptiz^  in  a  purer  foun- 

'  "The  AindBiiieiital  trait  of  Dr.  CheeTer's  character,  which  is  the  kej  to 
hii  preaching,  is  his  sense  of  RIGHT.  He  detests  coni|»rofflises ;  he  abhors 
oppression ;  he  magnifies  justice ;  he  contends  with  all  STStems  which  bind, 
or  enslave,  or  deteriorate,  whether  of  governments,  or  forms,  or  laws,  or 
institutions.  He  does  not  regard  expediency,  or  consult  consequences. 
Fear  Is  a  feeling  utterly  unknown  to  him.  He  becomes  fired  with  indigna- 
tion against  aH  Austrias  and  Judge  Jeffries.  His  ftdlest  sympathies  go  fbrth 
towards  the  oppressed  Bunyans,  or  the  pilloried  Baxters,  or  the  exiled  Eos- 
suths,  or  the  imprisoned  Williamsons."* — FowlerU  American  Pulpit. 

'  "  It  was  not  an  accident  that  the  New  Testament  was  written  in  Oreek, 
the  language  which  can  best  express  the  highest  thoughts  and  worthiesi 
feelings  of  the  intellect  and  heart,  and  which  is  adapted  to  be  the  instrument 
of  education  Cor  all  nations."  Again  :  "How  great  has  been  the  honor  of 
the  Greek  and  Latin  tongues !  associated  together,  as  they  are,  in  the  work 
of  Christian  education,  and  made  the  instruments  fbr  training  the  minds  of 
the  young  in  the  greatest  nations  of  the  earth." — Conybeare  and  Eoufmm' t 
St.  Paul,  Chap.  I. 

•  Dr.  Cheever  must  mean  "  aft^r"  In  point  of  time,  for  surely  he  cannot 
doubt  the  immense  superiority  of  Milton  over  Shakspeare  in  learning,  genius, 
affluence  and  grandeur  of  thought,  varied  power,  sublimity,  and  above  all 
in  that  humble  piety,  united  to  that  high,  dauntless  spirit  that  led  him  in 
those  perilous  times  to  buckle  on  his  armor,  and  throw  himself  into  the  very 
front  rank,  and  take  the  lead  of  the  hosts  of  freemen  to  do  battle  not  for  the 
liberties  of  England  only,  but  of  the  race. 

*  He  allades  to  the  imprisonment  of  Passmore  WiUiamson,  of  Phlladelphta,  Vv 
Judge  Kane,  for  an  alleged  contempt  of  oourt-*aa  aet  so  tjraaaieal  that  it  excited 
nnlTersal  indignation. 
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tain ;  it  was  familiar  with  the  infioite,  the  eternal,  the  reli- 
Sfloaslj  sublime,  in  the  poetry  of  the  Bible ;  his  miod  was  nour- 
ished and  moulded  more  by  the  sacred  writers  than  by  all  his 
other  studies  put  together.  Next  to  these  came  the  orators, 
poets,  and  historians  of  Greece.  He  was  wont  to  prepare 
himself  for  composition  by  the  perusal  of  his  Hebrew  Bible, 
or  of  some  Greek  poet : 

Thee,  Sion,  and  the  floweiy  brooks  beneath. 
That  wash  thy  hallowed  feet,  and  warbling  flow, 
Nightly  I  visit :  nor  sometimes  forget 
Those  other  two  equalled  with  me  in  fate, 
(So  were  I  equalled  with  Uiem  in  renown  I) 
Blind  Thamyris,  and  blind  Mcoonides : 
And  Tiresias  and  Phineas,  prophets  old. 
Then  feed  on  thoughts,  that  roluntary  more 
Harmonious  numbers. 

He  had  "  unsphered  the  spirit  of  Plato,''  and  held  companion- 
ship with  iBschylus  and  Sophocles  and  Euripides,  and  in 
thought  and  imagination  was  all  fragrant  with  the  richness  of 
Grecian  mind :  his  exquisite  language  was  moulded  on  those 
ancient  models,  not  less  in  its  great  strength  in  Paradise  Lost, 
than  in  the  lightness  and  harmony  of  the  Allegro  and  Pense- 
rose.  Andrew  Marvell,  that  rare  example  of  virtuous  patri- 
otism, one  of  Milton's  most  intimate  friends,  and  one  of  our 
best  prose  writers,  as  well  as  most  pleasant  poets,  grew  up 
under  the  same  kind  of  discipline.  Gray  has  been  called  the 
most  learned  man  in  Europe ;  he  was  certainly  one  of  the  most 
finished  classical  scholars.  The  spirit  of  the  Grecian  mind 
pervades  his  poetry,  so  elaborately  wrought,  so  pure  in  its 
moral  influence,  abounding  in  such  rich  personifications,  such 
lofty  images,  and  often  such  sweet  thoughts.  Collins,  too, 
that  child  of  imagination  and  tenderness,  was  a  superior  Greek 
scholar,  as  any  man  would  judge,  from  his  exquisite  lyrical  pro- 
ductions. H  would  be  pleasant  to  recall  our  associations 
through  the  whole  compass  of  English  poetry  in  an  examina- 
tion of  this  sorty  but  it  is  not  necessary.  Watts,  Young,  Ad- 
dison, Goldsmith,  Blair,  the  poet  of  the  grave,  Akenside, 
Home,  Warton,  Cowper,  the  youthful  Michael  Bruce,  Logan, 
the  author  of  that  sweet  ode  to  the  cuckoo,  Campbell,  Cole- 
ridge, Wordsworth,  Southey,  Crabbe,  and  Bowles — ^1  grew 
up  under  the  influence  of  a  classical  edacation ;  and  the  loftiest 
of  these  familiar  names  are  the  names  of  deep  Greek  scholars. 
Is  it  not  a  little  remarkable  that  the  purest  and  the  most 
valued  of  all  English  poetry  should  happen  to  be  the  prodnc- 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


•9i  GAQBai  B.  opnvxK. 

tion  of  miads  thus  severely  deoipMned  J  Oar  best  poets,  aad 
oar  wisest,  most  yirtuoas,  and  practicid  scholars,  are  the  meiig 
let  it  be  remembered,  who  io  early  life,  and  through  the  XJni- 
versity  coarse,  lo9t  much  time  upon  the  ckusics.  It  is  prepoa- 
teroas  to  think  of  becoming  a  true  scholar,  evea  in  English 
literature  merely,  without  a  knowledge  of  Greek. 


DESORIFTION  OF  THE  MSB  DE  GLACE. 

At  Montanvert,  you  find  yourself  on  the  extremity  of  a 
plateau,  so  situated,  ihst  on  one  side,  you  may  look  down  into 
the  dread  frozen  sea,  and  on  the  other,  by  a  few  steps,  into  the 
lovely,  green  vale  of  Chamonny !  What  astonishing  variety  and 
contrast  in  the  spectacle!  Far  beneath,  a  smiling  and  verdant 
valley,  watered  by  the  Arve,  with  hamlets,  fields  and  gardens, 
the  abode  of  life,  sweet  children  and  flowers ; — ^far  above,  savage 
and  inaccessible  crags  of  ice  and  granite,  and  a  cataract  of  stiff- 
ened billows,  stretching  away  beyond  sight — ^the  throne  of 
Death  and  Winter. 

From  the  bosom  of  the  tumbling  sea  of  ice,  enormoas  granite 
needles  shoot  into  the  sky,  objects  of  singular  sublimity,  one  of 
them  rising  to  the  great  height  of  thirteen  thousand  feet,  seven 
thousand  above  the  point  where  yon  are  standing.  This  is 
more  than  double  the  height  of  Mount  Washingtcm  in  our 
country,  and  this  amazing  pinnacle  of  rock  looks  like  the  spire 
of  an  interminable  coloraal  Cathedral,  with  other  pinnacles 
aronnd  it  No  snow  can  cling  to  the  sammits  of  these  jagged 
spires ;  the  lightning  does  not  splinter  them ;  the  tempests 
rave  round  them;  and  at  their  base,  those  eternal  drifting 
ranges  of  snow  are  formed,  that  sweep  down  into  the  frozen 
sea,  and  feed  the  perpetual,  immeasurable  masses  of  the  gla- 
cier. Meanwhile,  Uie  laughing  verdure,  sprinkled  with  flowers, 
plays  upon  the  edges  of  the  enormous  masses  of  Jpe — so  near, 
that  you  may  almost  tpuch  the  ice  with  one  hand,  and  with  the 
other  pluck  the  violet.  So,  oftentimes,  theioe  and  the  verdure 
are  mingled  in  our  earthly  pilgrimage ; — so,  sometimes,  in  one 
and  the  same  family  you  may  see  the  exqaisite  refinements,  and 
the  crabbed  repugnancies  of  human  nature.  60,  in  the  same 
house  of  God,  on  the  same  bench,  may  sit  an  angel  and  a  mur- 
derer; a  villain,  like  a  glacier,  and  a  man  with  a  heart  like  a 
sweet  running  brookyin  the  sunshine. 

The  impetuous  arrested  cataract  seems  as  if  it  were  plough- 
ing the  rocky  gorge  with  its  turbulent  surges.    Indeed,  the 
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rid^^  of  rocky  fragments  along  the  edges  of  the  glacier,  called 
mor(Mine$f  do  look  precisely  as  if  a  colossal  iron  ploogh  had 
torn  them  from  the  moantain,  and  laid  them  along  in  one  con- 
tinnoQS  farrow  on  the  frozen  verge.  It  is  a  scene  of  stnpen* 
doos  sabUmity.  These  mfghty  granite  peaks,  hewn  and  pin* 
n&cled  into  the  Oothic  towers,  and  these  mgg^d  mountain  walls 
and  buttresses — what  a  Cathedral  I  with  this  cloudless  sky,  by 
starlight,  for  its  fretted  roof— the  chanting  wail  of  the  tempest, 
and  the  rushing  of  the  avalanche  for  its  organ.  How  grand 
the  thundering  sound  of  the  vast  masses  of  ice  tumbling  from 
the  roof  of  the  Arve-cavem  at  the  foot  of  the  glacier  I  Does 
it  not  seem,  as  it  sullenly  and  heavily  echoes,  and  rolls  up  from 
80  immense  a  distance  below,  even  more  sublime  than  the  thun- 
der of  the  avalanche  above  us  ? 


BUNTAN  m  HIS  OXLL. 

Now  let  us  enter  his  little  cell.  He  is  sitting  at  his  table  to 
finish  by  sunlight  the  day's  work,  for  the  livelihood  of  his  dear 
family,  which  they  have  prepared  for  him.  On  a  little  stool, 
his  poor  blind  child  sits  by  him,  and  with  that  expression  of 
cheerful  resignation  with  which  God  seids  the  countenance 
when  He  takes  away  the  sight,  the  daughter  turns  her  face  up 
to  her  father  as  if  she  could  see  the  affectionate  expression  with 
which  he  looks  upon  her  and  prattles  to  her.  On  the  table 
and  in  the  grated  window  there  are  three  books,  the  Bible,  the 
Concordance,  and  Bunyan's  precious  old  copy  of  the  Book  of 
Martyrs.  And  now  the  day  is  waning,  and  his  dear  blind 
child  must  go  home  with  the  laces  he  has  finished,  to  her  mo- 
ther. And  now  Bunyan  opens  his  Bible  and  reads  aloud  a 
portion  of  Scripture  to  his  little  one,  and  then  encircling  her 
in  his  arms  and  clasping  her  small  hands  in  his,  he  kneels  down 
on  the  cold  stone  floor,  and  pours  out  his  soul  in  prayer  to 
God  for  the  salvation  of  those  so  inexpressibly  dear  to  him, 
and  for  whom  he  has  been  all  day  working.  This  done,  with 
a  parting  kiss  he  dismisses  her  to  her  mother  by  the  rough 
hands  of  the  gaoler. 

And  now  it  is  evening.  A  rude  lamp  glimmers  darkly  on 
the  table,  the  tagged  laces  are  laid  aside,  and  Bunyan,  alone, 
is  busy  with  his  Bible,  the  Concordance,  and  his  pen,  ink,  and 
paper.  He  writes  as  though  joy  did  make  him  write.  His 
pale,  worn  countenance  is  lighted  with  a  fire,  as  if  reflected 
from  the  radiant  jasper  walls  of  the  Celestial  City.    He  writes, 
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and  smiles,  and  clasps  his  hands,  and  looks  upward,  and  blesses 
God  for  his  goodness,  and  then  again  tnms  to  his  writing, 
and  then  again  becomes  so  entranced  with  a  passage  of  Scrip- 
ture, the  glory  of  which  the  Holy  Spirit  lets  in  upon  his  soul, 
that  he  is  forced,  as  it  were,  to  lay  aside  all  his  labors,  and 
give  himself  to  the  sweet  work  of  his  closing  evening's  devo- 
tions. The  last  you  see  of  him  for  the  night,  he  is  alone, 
kneeling  on  the  floor  of  his  prison ;  be  is  alone  with  Qod. 


THB  DIVINB  RBTBlBUnON  AGAINST  NATIONS. 

Nations  have  their  time  and  scene  of  probation  as  well  as 
individuals.  They  form  character,  habits,  and  fixed  principles 
of  conduct,  that,  in  the  end,  however  things  may  seem  to  move 
for  a  season,  come  out  according  to  eternal  justice.  If  that  be 
violated  by  a  nation,  to  secure  a  present  seeming  temporal 
prosperity  or  power,  there  will  be  a  divine  vengeance  and  re- 
tribution. The  course  of  crime  sUikes  back,  and  that  which 
was  pleasure,  luxury,  and  power,  in  the  forward  career,  is 
wretchedness,  ruin,  and  death  in  the  reaction.  The  time  must 
come;  it  cannot  wait  for  eternity;  and  whatever  distance  there 
may  be  between  the  actors  of  a  present  generation,  whom  the 
judgment  for  national  crime  overtakes,  and  those  who  began 
the  crime,  or  set  its  causes  in  the  national  policy,  the  stroke  of 
vengeance  is  not  lightened,  but  falls  with  a  renewed  and  accn- 
mnlated,  as  well  as  original  righteousness  and  force,  the  pre- 
sent actors  having  adopted  for  themselves  the  sins  of  their 
fathers,  woven  them  in  the  life  of  the  nation,  and  made  that 
perpetual  which  might  have  been  temporary.  That  upon  yon 
may  come  all  the  righteous  blood,  from  that  of  Abel  down  to 
the  last  man  murdered  for  his  principles. 

There  are  awful  unseen  junctures,  unseen,  because  men  choose 
to  be  blinded;  and  there  are  days  of  unknown  visitation,  un- 
known, because  men  scofif  at  the  thought  of  hexng  thns  under 
the  judgment  of  a  present  God.  There  are  seasons  of  deliberate 
choice  forever,  where  two  ways  meet,  and  nations,  as  indivi- 
duals, come  to  the  point,  decide,  and  from  that  step,  go  steadily 
downward  or  upward,  according  to  that  decision.  We  our- 
selves, as  a  nation,  have  come  to  such  a  point.  We  are  to 
choose  for  an  empire  between  wrong  and  righteousness,  be- 
tween injustice  and  justice,  between  oppression  and  benevolence, 
between  slavery  and  freedom.  It  is  a  point,  in  which  all  the 
characters  and  wills  in  this  country  come  to  a  convergency. 
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one  Bide  or  othw,  good  or  bad.  It  is  a  point  where  the  choice 
will  be  determined  by  ]ndi?idnal  adopted  opinions  and  prefer- 
ences, under  motives  and  principles  which  in  ererj  case  Ood 
nnerringlj  traces  and  judges,  as  he  alone  can  do. 

It  is  a  spectacle,  and  a  national  issue,  such  as  there  never 
was  before  in  all  the  world;  a  decision  affecting  at  present  and 
in  prospect,  more  millions  of  men,  and  greater  varieties  of  in- 
terest in  this  world,  and  more  solemn  eternal  results,  than  any 
movement  of  any  nation's  policy  ever  on  record. 


MAN  CANNOT  BE  PBOPEBTT. 

The  Jewish  law  strictly  forbade  any  one  from  ever  returning 
unto  his  master  that  servant  that  had  fled  from  his  master  to 
bim.  If  an  ox  or  an  ass  had  strayed  from  its  owner,  any  one 
finding  the  beast  was  commanded  to  restore  it  to  its  owner,  as 
his  property ;  but  if  a  man's  servant  had  fled  away,  every  one 
was  in  like  mtkniiBT  forbidden  to  restore  him;  demonstrating  in 
the  strongest  manner  that  a  servant  was  never  regarded  as 
property,  and  could  not  be  treated  as  such.  A  man's  ox  be- 
longed to  him,  and  must  be  restored  to  him  as  his  property ; 
bat  a  man's  servant  did  not  belong  to  him,  and  could  not  be 
his  property,  and  if  he  chose  to  take  himself  away,  was  not  con- 
sidered as  taking  away  anything  that  belonged  to  his  master, 
or  eoald  be  claimed  and  taken  back  by  him. 

It  is  not  possible  for  an  incidental  demonstration  to  be 
stronger  than  this.  If  the  possibility  of  property  in  man  had 
been  admitted,  if  servants  had  been  regarded  as  slaves,  and 
masters  as  owners,  then  the  law  of  Gk>d  would  no  more  have 
permitted  any  two-legged  property  to  run  away  firom  the 
owner,  to  steal  itself  from  the  master,  than  a  four-legged  pro- 
perty ;  a  biped  would  have  no  more  right  of  property  in  him- 
self than  a  quadruped ;  and  the  law  would  no  more  have  per- 
mitted any  man  to  secrete,  protect,  and  keep  back  from  the 
owner  a  strayed  or  runaway  biped  in  the  shape  of  a  man,  than 
a  strayed  or  runaway  quadruped  in  the  shape  of  an  ox  or 
an  ass. 

"  If  thou.meet  even  thine  enemy's  ox  or  his  ass  going  astray, 
then  shalt  surely  bring  it  back  to  him  again.'"  But  "thou 
shalt  not  deliver  unto  his  master  the  servant  which  has  escaped 
from  his  master  unto  thee.     He  shall  dwell  with  thee,  even 

'  Ex.  xxili.  4. 
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smoBg  jou,  in  tb&t  place  which  he  simll  chooee  ia  aaj  oDe  of 
thy  gates  where  it  liketh  him  best;  thoa  shalt  not  opprea 
him."^  He  is  a  freeman,  as  any  of  yon,  free  to  choose  hia  resi- 
dence, free  to  go  and  come  as  he  pleases,  free  to  stay  namo- 
lested  in  whaterer  plaee  he  may  prefer,  and  thoe  is  bo  own^ 
to  him,  no  creature  that  has  any  power  to  interfere  with  his 
liberty,  no  law  binding  him  as  any  man's  [Hroperty;  bnt  an 
explicit,  divine  law,  recognizing,  guarding,  and  esteblishing, 
beyond  possibility  of  denial  or  interference,  his  sole  right  €i 
property  and  ownership  in  himself. 


"STEP  TO  THE  CAPTAIN'S  OFTIOB  AND  BETTLSl" 

This  old  watchword,  so  often  heard  by  travellers  in  the  early 
stages  of  steam  navigation,  is  now  and  then  ringing  in  onr  ears 
with  a  very  pointed  and  pertinent  a^lieation.  It  is  a  note 
that  belongs  to  all  the  responsibilities  of  this  life  for  eternity. 
There  is  a  day  of  reckoning,  a  day  for  the  settleipent  of  ao- 
coants.  All  unpaid  bills  will  then  have  to  be  p«d;  all  unba- 
lanced books  will  have  to  be  settled.  There  will  be  no  loose 
memorandums  forgotten;  there  will  be  no  heedless  commis- 
sioners for  the  convenience  of  careless  consciences;  there  will 
be  no  proxies;  there  will  be  no  bribed  auditors. 

Neither  will  there  be  such  a  thing  as  a  hesitating  conscience; 
but  the  inward  monitor,  so  often  dru^ed  and  sflenoed  on 
earth,  will  speak  out.  There  will  be  no  doubt  nor  question 
as  to  the  right  and  the  wrong.  There  will  be  no  Tain  excuses, 
nor  any  attempt  to  make  them.  There  will  be  no  more  sophis- 
try, no  more  considerations  of  expediency,  no  more  pleading 
of  the  laws  of  men  and  the  customs  of  society,  no  more  talk 
about  organic  sins  being  converted  into  constructive  righteous- 
ness, or  collective  and  corporate  frauds  releasing  men  from  in- 
dividual responsibilities. 

When  we  see  a>man  in  any  sphere  of  responsibility,  appointed 
as  his  Lord's  steward,  bnt  saying  to  himself,  My  Lord  delayeth 
his  coming,  and  beginning  to  smite  his  fellow-servants,  and  to 
play  the  heedless  prodigal  with  his  Lord's  goods,  we  hear  the 
sound  of  the  call,  Step  to  the  Captain's  office  and  settle! 

When  we  see  a  man,  a  professed  Christian,  running  a  race 
with  the  worshippers  of  wealth  and  fashion,  absorbed  in  the 
vanities  of  the  world,  or  endeavoring  to  serve  both  God  and 

*  Deut.  xxiii.  16.  16. 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


BioHABD  muaoBSB.  699 

Mammon;  we  hear  the  Toice,  Step  to  the  Captain's  office  and 
setUel 

When  we  see  a  man  spending  his  whole  time  and  energies 
in  getting  readj  to  live,  bat  nerer  thinking  how  be  shall  learn 
to  die,  endeaToring  even  to  forget  that  he  must  die— -poor  man, 
he  mpst  step  to  the  Captain's  office  and  settle  I 

TVlien  we  see  editors  and  poliUoians  setting  power  in  the 
place  of  goodness,  and  expediency  in  the  place  of  jnstice,  and 
law  in  the  place  of  equity,  and  custom  in  the  place  of  right, 
potting  darkness  for  light,  and  eril  for  good,  and  tyranny  for 
general  bene?olence,  we  think  of  the  day  when  the  issuers  of 
Boch  counterfeit  money  will  be  brought  to  light,  and  their 
sophistries  and  lies  exposed;  for  among  the  whole  tribe  of  un- 
principled politicians  there  will  be  great  consternation  when 
the  call  comes  to  step  to  the  Oaptain^a  office  and  settle. 

When  we  see  unjust  rulers  in  their  pride  of  power  fastening 
chains  upon  the  bondmen,  oppressing  the  poor,  and  playing 
their  pranks  of  defiant  tyranny  before  high  heaven,  then  also 
come  these  words  to  mind,  like  a  blast  from  the  last  trumpet. 
Step  to  the  Captain's  office  and  settle  I 

IwUytmuhntt  June  26,  1856. 


RICHARD  HILDRETH. 

RiOHABD  HiLDBBTH,  the  historUn  of  the  United  BtatM,  was  bom  at 
Deerfleld,  Maasaohosetts,  on  the  28th  of  June,  1607.  When  four  j—n 
old,  his  father,  the  Rev.  Hosea  Hildreih,  was  called  to  preside  over 
the  Bnglish  department  of  Phillips  Aeadtmy,  at  Bzeter,  New  Hamp- 
shire, and  the  funily  removed  thither.  At  the  age  of  ten,  Riehaid 
entered  the  academy,  to  prepare  for  oollege,  and  remained  in  it  till 
August,  1822,  when  he  entered  Cambridge  University,  where  he  was 
distingoiflhed  not  only  for  his  high  class  rank,  but  for  his  great  attain- 
ments in  general  literature.  After  graduating,  in  1826,  he  kept  a 
school  in  Concord,  Massachusetts,  one  year,  and  then  studied  law  at 
Newburyport  and  Boston,  and  was  admitted  to  the  SuflSolk  bar  in 
1830.  In  1832,  while  engaged  in  his  profession,  he  was  one  of  a  small 
number  who  founded  the  "  Boston  Atlas,"  of  which  he  was  induoed 
to  become  the  editor.  The  signal  ability  with  which  this  paper  was 
conducted  while  under  his  control  is  well  known  to  all  fsmiliar  with 
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New  England  Jonnialism.  While  eaiUng  tlie  "  AUas,"  be  eontiilmted 
also  many  papers  of  interest  and  value  to  Buckingham's  ** New  Eng- 
land Ma^i^." 

In  consequence  of  feeble  health.  Induced  by  orer-ezertionf  Kr.  Hil- 
dreth  went  to  the  South  in  1834,  and  Tetnalned  there  two  winters. 
While  there,  he  wrote  that  powerful  noTcl,  "  Archjr  Moore,^  showing 
a  few  of  the  features  of  slareij  in  their  true  light.  On  his  return,  it 
was  published  anon  jmouslj,  was  republished  in  England,  and  received 
deserved  "pnAse  from  the  critics.'  He  did  not  now  resume  the  practice 
of  law,  but  became  again  connected  with  the  *'  Boston  Atlas,**  of  which, 
in  1837-8,  he  was  the  Washington  correspondent.  On  his  return  to 
Boston,  in  the  spring  of  1838,  he  became  the  chief  editor  of  that 
paper,  and  furnished  a  series  of  very  able  articles  upon  Texas,  which 
were  among  the  first  efforts  to  arouse  the  North  to  a  true  sense  of  the 
iniquitous  scheme  of  "  Annexation,'*  as  it  was  called.  Being  strongljr 
in  favor  of  the  enactment  bj  the  Legislature  of  Massachusetts  of  a 
prohibitive  liquor  law,  and  thus  difiering  from  the  proprietors  oC  the 
**  Atlas,"  he  left  that  paper  at  the  end  of  1839.  In  1840,  he  published 
"  Despotism  in  America,"  a  very  able  work  on  the  moral,  political, 
and  social  character  of  slavery,  showing  conclusively  that  there  is  as 
great  a  degree  of  despotism  existing  in  our  slave  States  as  in  any 
other  country  upon  the  earth,  European  or  Asiatic.  In  the  same 
year  he  published  a  '*  History  of  Banks,"  advocating  a  system  of  free 
banking,  with  security  to  bill-holders ;  and  a  translation,  from  the 
French  of  Dumont,  of  '*  Bentham's  Theory  of  Legislation.** 

Feeble  health  making  another  visit  to  a  wanner  climate  necessary, 
Mr.  Hildreth  went,  in  1840,  to  Demerara  (in  British  Quiana),  where 
he  spent  three  years,  employing  his  time  In  editing  successively  two 
newspapers  in  Georgetown,  the  capital,  and  in  writing  his  ^Theory  of 
Morals,*' which  was  published  in  1844,  soon  after  his  return  to  Boston. 
In  1849,  appeared  the  first  volume  of  the  great  work  on  which  his 
fame  will  chiefly  rest— his  "History  of  the  United  SUtes,"  of  which 
five  more  volumes  appeared  in  the  course  of  the  three  succeeding 
years,  bringing  down  the  narrative  to  the  close  of  the  first  term  of  Mr. 
Monroe's  administration.  In  1853,  appeared  his  "  Theory  of  Politics,'* 
one  of  his  ablest  and  most  acute  treatises.  In  1854,  he  gave  us  a 
new  edition  of  "  Despotism  in  America,"  with  a  "  continuation,"  such 
as  the  significant  events  that  had  occurred  since  the  appearance  of 
the  first  edition  enabled  him  to  make.  The  latest  work  of  Mr.  ffil- 
dreth's  is  "Japan  as  it  Was  and  as  it  Is,"  published  in  1855.    In  that 

'  This  WM  repnbliflhed  in  1852,  ander  the  title  of  "The  White  Slave/' 
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7«ftr  he  beouae  a  regular  oontrilmtor  or  oo-ediior  of  the  "  New  YoiIb 
Tribune,"  and  at  the  close  of  the  jear  remored  to  New  York,  where 
be  DOW  resides. 

The  foUowing  extracts  from  some  of  Mr.  Hildreth's  able  works  will 
give  a  fair  idea  of  his  strong,  manl j  st jie,  and  his  power  of  description 
and  nanalion  as  an  historian.  The  prominent  qmalities  of  his  mind 
are  oonrage  and  honesty.  He  is  never  afraid  to  speak  ont  the  deep 
conrictions  of  his  sonl.  8noh  a  man  all  mnst  honor,  even  if  thej  do 
not  coincide  with  his  views ;  and  bj  a  gratefnl  posterity  will  he  ever 
be  remembered  as  among  the  earliest  and  ablest  of  the  opponents  of 
slaveiy.  • 


AN  APPEAL  rOB  A  "  BELIVXRIB.  ^ 

Te  wbo  woald  know  wbat  evils  man  can  inftict  upon  bis 
fellow  without  reluctance,  hesitation,  or  regret ;  ye  who  wonld 
learn  the  limit  of  human  endurance,  and  with  what  bitter 
ang^fih  and  indignant  hate  the  heart  may  swell,  and  yet  not 
burst — peruse  these  Memoirs  I 

Mine  are  no  silken  sorrows,  nor  sentioftental  sufferings ;  but 
that  stem  reality  of  actual  woe,  the  story  of  which  may  perhaps 
toudi  even  some  of  those  who  are  ev<ery  day  themselves  the 
anthors  of  misery  the  same  that  I  endured.  For,  however  the 
practice  of  tyranny  may  have  deadened  every  better  emotion, 
and  the  prejudices  of  education  and  interest  may  have  hardened 
the  heart,  humanity  will  still  extort  an  involuntary  tribute ;  and 
men  will  grow  uneasy  at  hearing  of  those  deeds  of  which  the 
doing  does  not  cost  them  a  moment's  inquietude. 

Should  I  accomplish  no  more  than  this ;  should  I  be  able, 
through  the  triple  steel  with  which  the  love  of  money  and  the 
Inst  of  domination  has  encircled  it,  to  reach  one  bosom — let 
the  story  of  my  wrongs  summon  up,  in  the  mind  of  a  single 
oppressor,  the  dark  and  dreaded  images  of  his  own  misdeeds, 
and  teach  his  conscience  how  to  torture  him  with  the  picture 
of  himself,  and  I  shall  be  content.  Next  to  the  tears  and  the 
exultations  of  the  emancipated,  the  remorse  of  tyrants  is  the 
choicest  offering  upon  the  altar  of  liberty  I 

But  perhaps  something  more  may  be  possible ;  not  likely — 
but  to  be  imagined — and  it  may  be,  even  faintly  to  be  hoped. 
Perhaps  within  some  youthful  breast,  in  which  the  evil  spirits 
of  avarice  and  tyranny  have  as  yet  failed  to  gain  unlimited 
control,  I  may  be  able  to  rekindle  the  smothered  and  expiring 
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embers  of  hamanity.  Spite  of  bmbits  aQd  pi^adiees  iocak^ed 
and  fostered  from  his  earliest  childhood,  spite  of  the  entice' 
meats  of  wealth  and  political  distinction,  and  the  still  stroBgcr 
enticements  of  indolence  and  ease,  spite  of  the  pimtinga  of 
hollow-hearted  priests,  spite  of  the  argnments  of  time-serriag 
lophists,  spite  of  the  hesitation  and  terrors  of  the  weak-spirited 
and  wavering,  in  spite  of  evil  precept  and  evil  example,  be 
dares — that  generous  and  heroic  youth ! — ^to  cherish  and  avow 
the  feelings  of  a  man. 

Another  Saul  among  the  prophets,  he  prophesies  t^rible 
things  in  the  ear  of  insolent  and  luxurious  tyranny ;  in  tlie 
midst  of  tyrants,  he  dares  to  preach  the  good  tidings  of  liberty ; 
in  the  very  school  of  oppression,  he  stands  boldly  forth  the 
advocate  of  human  rights  I 

He  breaks  down  the  ramparts  of  prejudice ;  he  diadpates 
the  illusions  of  avarice  and  pride ;  he  repeals  the  eaaetiDeats 
which,  though  wanting  every  feature  of  justice,  have  sacri- 
legiously usurped  the  sacred  form  of  law !  He  snatches  the 
whip  from  the  hand  of  the  master;  he  breaks  forever  the  fetters 
of  the  slave  I 

In  place  of  reluctant  toil,  drudging  for  another,  he  briags 
in  smiling  industry  to  labor  for  herself  I  All  nature  seams  to 
exult  in  the  change  I  The  earth,  no  longer  made  barren  by  the 
tears  and  the  blood  of  her  children,  pours  forth  her  treasons 
with  redoubled  liberality.  Existence  ceases  to  be  torture,  sad 
to  live  is  no  longer  to  millions  the  certainty  of  being  miserable. 

Chosen  Instrument  of  Mercy  I  Illustrious  Deliverer  1  Come  I 
come  quickly  I 

Come  I  lest,  if  thy  coming  be  delayed,  there  come  in  thy 
place  he  who  will  be  at  once  Dsuyerer  and  Avsnqsr  ! 

Introduction  totJke**  Whiu  Siave."^ 


THE  TREATMENT  OF  SLAVES,  00N8IBEBE0  AS  MEN. 

There  are  some  people  whose  sympathies  have  been  excited 
upon  the  subject  of  slavery,  who,  if  they  can  only  be  satisfied 
that  the  slaves  have  enough  to  eat»  think  it  is  all  very  well, 
and  that  nothing  more  is  to  be  said  or  done. 

If  slaves  were  merely  animals,  whose  only  or  chief  enjoy- 
ment consisted  in  the  gratification  of  their  bodily  appetites, 
there  would  be  some  show  of  sense  in  this  conclnston.  But,  in 
fact,  however  crushed  and  brutified,  they  are  stiU  men;  men 
whose  bosoms  beat  with  the  same  passions  as  our  own]  whose 
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hearts  swell  with  the  same  aspirations — ^the  same  ardent  desire 
to  improve  their  condition ;  the  same  wishes  for  what  thej 
have  not;  the  same  indifference  towards  what  they  have;  the 
same  restless  love  of  social  snperioritj ;  the  same  greediness  of 
acquisition ;  the  same  desire  to  know ;  the  same  impatience  of 
all  external  control. 

The  excitement  which  the  singular  case  of  Casper  Hanser 
produced  a  few  years  since  in  Germany,  is  not  yet  forgotten. 
From  the  representations  of  that  enigmatical  personage,  it  was 
believed  that  those  from  whose  custody  he  declared  himself  to 
have  escaped,  had  endeavored  to  destroy  his  intellect,  or  rather 
to  prevent  it  from  being  developed,  so  as  to  detain  him  for- 
ever in  a  state  of  in&ntile  imbecility.  This  supposed  attempt 
at  what  they  saw  fit  to  denominate  tiie  murder  of  the  stml^  gave 
rise  to  great  discussions  among  the  German  jurists ;  and  they 
Boon  raised  it  into  a  new  crime,  which  they  placed  at  the  very 
head  of  social  enormities. 

It  is  this  very  crime,  the  murder  of  the  soul,  which  is  in  the 
course  of  continuous  and  perpetual  perpetration  throughout 
the  Southern  States  of  the  American  Union;  and  that  not 
upon  a  single  indtvidual  only,  but  upon  nearly  one-half  the 
entire  population. 

Consider  the  slaves  as  men,  and  the  course  of  treatment 
which  custom  and  the  laws  prescribe  is  an  artful,  deliberate, 
and  well-digested  scheme  to  break  their  spirit;  to  deprive 
them  of  courage  and  of  manhood ;  to  destroy  their  natural 
desire  for  an  equal  participation  in  the  benefits  of  society ;  to 
keep  them  ignorant,  and  therefore  weak ;  to  reduce  them,  if 
possible,  to  a  state  of  idiocy;  to  crowd  them  down  to  a  level 
with  the  brutes. 


HAMILTON,  WASmNOTON,  AND  JAT. 

In  Hamilton's  death  the  Federalists  and  the  country  expe- 
rienced a  loss  second  only  to  that  of  Washington.  Hamilton 
possessed  the  same  rare  and  lofty  qualities,  the  same  just  balance 
of  soul,  with  less,  indeed,  of  Washington's  severe  simplicity  and 
awe-inspiring  presence,  but  with  more  of  warmth,  variety,  orna- 
ment, and  grace.  If  the  Doric  in  architecture  be  taken  as  the 
^rmbol  of  Washington's  character,  Hamilton's  belonged  to  the 
same  grand  style  as  developed  in  the  Corinthian — ^  less  im- 
pressive, more  winning.  If  we  add  Jay  for  the  Ionic,  we  have 
a  trio  not  to  be  mat<^d,  in  fact  not  to  be  approached,  in  our 
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history,  if,  indeed,  in  anj  other.  Of  earth-born  Titans,  as 
terrible  as  great,  now  angels,  .and  now  toads  and  serpents, 
there  are  eTerjwhere  enongh.  Of  the  serene  and  benign  sons 
of  the  celestial  gods,  how  few  at  any  tioM  have  walked  th« 
earth  I 


DWOa  BSTWXBN  BAUWKm  AND  BUBK. 

It  was  not  at  all  in  the  spirit  of  a  professional  doellist,  it 
was  not  upon  any  paltry  point  of  honor,  that  Hamilton  had 
accepted  this  extraordinary  challenge,  by  which  it  was  attempted 
to  hold  him  answerable  for  the  nnmerons  ia^nitations  on  Borr'a 
character  bandied  aboat  in  courersation  and  the  newspapers  for 
two  or  three  years  past  The  prae^e  of  doelling  he  ntterij 
condemned ;  indeed,  he  had  himself  already  been  a  vicdm  to 
it  in  the  loss  of  his  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  twenty,  in  a  political 
dnel  some  two  years  prerionsly.  As  a  prii^ate  citizen,  as  a 
man  nnder  the  inflaence  of  moral  and  leMgtOQS  smtiments,  as 
a  husband,  loving  and  loved,  and  the  fatiier  of  a  nnmerons  and 
dependent  &mily,  as  a  debtor  honorably  disposed,  whosa  credi* 
tors  might  suffer  by  his  death,  he  had  every  moUve  for  avoiding 
the  meeting.  So  he  stated  in  a  paper  which,  nnder  a  prem<nii- 
tion  of  his  fate,  he  took  care  to  leave  behind  him.  It  was  in 
the  character  of  a  public  man.  It  was  in  that  lofty  spirit  of 
patriotism,  of  which  examples  are  so  rare,  rising  high  above 
all  personal  and  private  considerations — a  spirit  magnanimous 
and  self-sacrificing  to  the  last,  however  in  this  instance  uncalled 
for  and  mistaken — ^that  he  accepted  the  fatal  challenge.  "  The 
ability  to  be  in  future  useful,"  such  was  his  own  statement  of 
his  motives,  "whether  in  resisting  mischief  or  effecting  good  in 
those  crises  of  our  public  affairs  which  seem  likely  to  happen, 
would  probably  be  inseparable  from  a  conformity  with  prejudice 
in  this  particular." 

With  that  candor  towards  his  opponents  by  which  Hamilton 
was  ever  so  nobly  distinguished,  but  of  which  so  very  seldom, 
indeed,  did  he  ever  experience  any  return,  he  disavowed  in  this 
paper,  the  last  he  ever  wrote,  any  disposition  to  affix  odium 
to  Burr's  conduct  in  this  particular  cietse.  He  denied  feeling 
towards  Burr  any  personal  ill-will,  while  he  admitted  that  Burr 
might  naturally  be  influenced  l^ainst  him  by  hearing  of  strong 
animadversions  in  which  he  had  indulged,  and  which,  as  usually 
happens,  might  probably  have  been  aggravated  in  the  report. 
Those  animadversions,  in  some  cases,  might  have  been  occa- 
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stoned  by  misconstrnction  or  misinformation ;  jet  his  censures 
had  not  proceeded  on  light  grounds  nor  from  unworthy  motives. 
From  the  possibility,  however,  that  he  might  have  injured  Burr, 
as  well  as  from  his  general  principles  and  temper  in  relation  to 
sQcb  affiurs,  he  had  come  to  the  resolution  which  he  left  on 
record,  and  communicated  also  to  his  second,  to  withhold  and 
throw  away  his  first  fire,  and  perhaps  even  his  second ;  thus 
giying  to  Burr  a  double  opportunity  to  pause  and  reflect. 

The  grounds  of  Weehawk,  on  the  Jersey  shore,  opposite  New 
York,  were  at  that  time  the  usual  field  of  these  single  combats, 
then,  chiefly  by  reason  of  the  inflamed  state  of  political  feeling, 
of  frequent  occurrence,  and  very  seldom  ending  without  blood- 
shed. The  day  having  been  fixed,  and  the  hour  appointed  at 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  parties  met,  accompanied 
only  by  their  seconds.  The  bargemen,  as  well  as  Dr.  Hosack, 
the  surgeon,  mutually  agreed  upon,  remained  as  usual  at  a  dis- 
tance, in  order,  if  any  fatal  result  should  occur,  not  to  be  wit- 
nesses. 

The  parties  having  exchanged  salutations,  the  seconds  mea- 
sured the  distance  of  ten  paces ;  loaded  the  pistols ;  made  the 
other  preliminary  arrangements,  and  placed  the  combatants. 
At  the  appointed  signal.  Burr  took  deliberate  aim,  and  fired. 
The  ball  entered  Hamilton's  side,  and  as  he  fell  his  pistol  too 
was  unconsciously  discharged.  Burr  approached  him  appa- 
rently somewhat  moved  ;  but,  on  the  suggestion  of  his  second, 
the  surgeon  and  bargemen  already  approaching,  he  turned  and 
hastened  away,  Yan  Ness  coolly  covering  him  from  their  sight 
by  opening  an  umbrella. 

The  surgeon  found  Hamilton  half-lying,  half-sitting  on  the 
ground,  supported  in  the  arms  of  his  second.  The  pallor  of 
death  was  on  his  face.  "Doctor,"  he  said,  ''this  is  a  mortal 
wound;"  and,  as  if  overcome  by  the  effort  of  speaking,  he 
immediately  fainted.  As  he  was  carried  across  the  river,  the 
fresh  breeze  revived  him.  His  own  house  being  in  the  country, 
he  was*  conveyed  at  once  to  the  house  of  a  friend,  where  he 
lingered  for  twenty-four  hours  in  great  agony,  but  preserving 
his  composure  and  self-cdmmand  to  the  last.^ 

'  A  new  work  has  reeenUjr  appeared,  eo  titled  *'The  Life  and  Times  of 
Aaron  Burr,  by  J.  Parton,"  of  which  an  able  review,  deiervedly  eoTere,  maj 
be  found  in  the  "Atlantic  Monthly,"  for  March,  1858.  "The  New  York 
Independent,"  at  the  close  of  along,  critical  article  upon  it,  thus  speaks  : 
"  We  do  not  say  that  it  is  a  dull  book.  It  is  all  the  worse  for  not  being 
dall ;  it  is  a  bad  book,  thoronghly  bad  ;•  being  not  so  mnch  a  defence  of  Borr, 
as  it  is  of  wickedness  itself" 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


646  MRS.  MART  8.  B.  DANA. 


PAfirr  AKD  FRSSENT  POLITICS. 

With  the  reannexation  of  Florida  to  the  Anglo-Ameriean 
dominion,  the  recognized  extension  of  onr  western  limit  to  the 
shores  of  the  Pacific,  and  the  partition  of  those  new  acqaisitiona 
between  slayery  and  freedom,  closed  Monroe's  first  term  of 
office ;  and  with  it  a  marked  era  in  onr  history.  All  the  old 
landmarks  of  party,  uprooted  as  they  had  been,  first  by  the 
embargo  and  the  war  with  England,  and  then  by  peace  iq 
Europe,  had  since,  by  the  bank  question,  the  internal  improTe* 
ment  question,  and  the  tariff  question,  been  completely  super- 
seded and  almost  wholly  swept  away.  At  the  Ithurid  touch 
of  the  Missouri  discussion,  the  slare  interest,  hitherto  hardlj 
recognized  as  a  distinct  element  in  our  system,  had  started  up, 
portentous  and  dilated,  disaTOwing  the  very  fundamental  prin- 
ciples of  modern  democracy,  and  again  threatening,  as  in  the 
Federal  ConTention,  the  dissolution  of  the  Union.  It  is  from 
this  point,  already  beginning,  indeed,  to  fade  away  in  Uie  dis- 
tance, that  our  politics  of  to-day  take  their  departure. 


BCRS.  MARY  S.  B.  DANA. 

This  lady  is  the  daughter  of  the  late  Rer.  Dr.  Palmer,  c/t  Charles- 
ton, B.  C.  She  is  the  author  of  a  volnme  of  sweet  religious  and  elegiac 
poetry,  entitled  "The  Parted  Family  and  other  Poems,"  from  which 
we  take  the  following  instructive  piece,  which  was  written  soon  afler 
she  had  lost  her  hushand  and  her  only  child. 


PASSING  XTNDEE  THJ;  BOD. 

I  saw  the  young  bride,  in  her  beauty  and  pride, 

Bedeok'd  In  her  snowy  array ; 
And  the  bright  flush  of  Joy  mantled  high  on  her  cheek, 

And  the  future  look'd  blooming  and  gay : 
And  with  woman's  devotion  she  laid  her  fond  heart 

At  the  shrine  of  idolatrous  Jove, 
And  she  anchored  her  hopes  to  this  perishing  earth, 

By  the  chain  which  her  tenderness  wove. 
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But  I  saw,  wlien  those  heartstriogs  were  bleeding  and  torn, 

And  the  chain  had  been  sever'd  in  two, 
She  had  changed  her  white  robes  for  the  sables  of  grief, 

And  her  bloom  for  the  paleness  of  wo  I 
Bnt  the  Healer  was  there,  ponring  balm  on  her  heart, 

And  wiping  the  tears  from  her  e7e0, 
And  he  strengthened  the  chain  he  had  broken  in  twain, 

And  fastened  it  firm  to  the  skies  I 
There  had  whisper'd  a  voioe — 'twas  the  voioe  of  her  God : 
**  I  love  thee^I  love  thee— /mim  under  the  rodt^* 

I  saw  the  jonng  mother  in  tenderness  bend 

O'er  the  ooncSi  of  her  slambering  bojr. 
And  she  kiss'd  the  soft  lips  as  they  mormar'd  her  name. 

While  the  dreamer  lay  smiling  in  joy. 
O,  sweet  as  a  rosebud  encircled  with  dew. 

When  its  fragrance  is  flung  on  the  air, 
So  fresh  and  so  bright  to  that  mother  he  seem'd. 

As  he  lay  in  his  innocence  there. 
But  I  saw  when  she  gazed  on  the  same  lovely  form, 

Pale  as  marble,  and  silent,  and  cold. 
But  paler  and  colder  her  beautiful  boy. 

And  the  tale  of  her  sorrow  was  told  I 
But  the  Healer  was  there  who  had  stricken  her  heart, 

And  taken  her  treasure  away ; 
To  allure  her  to  Heaven,  he  has  placed  it  on  high, 

And  the  mourner  will  sweetly  obey. 
There  had  whisi>er'd  a  voice — 'twas  the  voice  of  her  God : 
"I  love  thee — I  love  thee — pass  under  the  rod  I" 

I  saw  the  fond  brother,  with  glances  of  love. 

Gazing  down  on  a  gentle  young  girl. 
And  she  hung  on  his  arm,  and  breath'd  soft  in  his  ear. 

As  he  played  with  each  graceful  curl. 
O,  he  loved  the  sweet  tones  of  her  silvery  voice. 

Let  her  use  it  in  sadness  or  glee ; 
And  he  twined  his  arms  round  her  delicate  form. 

As  she  sat  in  the  eve  on  his  knee. 
But  I  saw  when  he  gazed  On  her  death-stricken  face. 

And  she  breath'd  not  a  word  in  his  ear ; 
And  he  clasped  his  arms  round  an  icy-cold  form. 

And  he  moistened  her  cheek  with  a  tear. 
But  the  Healer  was  there,  and  he  said  to  him  thus, 

"  Grieve  not  for  thy  sister's  short  life," 
And  he  gave  to  his  arms  still  another  fair  girl. 

And  he  made  her  his  own  cherish'd  wife  I 
There  had  whi8i>er'd  a  voice — 'twas  the  voice  of  his  God : 
**  I  love  thee — I  love  thee — pcus  under  the  rodP^ 

I  saw  too  a  father  and  mother  who  lean'd 

On  the  arms  of  a  dear  gifted  son. 
And  the  star  in  the  future  grew  bright  to  their  gaze. 

As  they  saw  the  proud  place  he  had  won : 
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And  the  fast  coming  evening  t>f  life  promia'd  fair, 

And  its  pathway  grew  smooth  to  their  feet, 
And  the  starlight  of  love  glimmered  bright  at  the  end. 

And  the  whispers  of  fancy  were  sweet. 
And  I  saw  them  again,  bending  low  o'er  the  grare. 

Where  their  hearts'  dearest  hope  had  been  laid, 
And  the  star  had  gone  down  in  the  darkness  of  night. 

And  the  joy  from  their  boeoms  had  fled. 
Bat  the  Healer  was  there,  and  his  arms  were  around. 

And  he  led  them  with  tenderest  oare ; 
And  he  show'd  them  a  star  in  the  bright  upper  world, 

'Twas  their  ttar  shining  brilliantly  there ! 
They  had  each  heard  a  voice— 'twas  the  voice  of  their  Qttd  : 
"  I  love  thee — I  love  thee — paw  under  the  rod  I " 


1 


GEORGE  8.  HILLARD. 

Geobob  Stillman  Hillabd  was  bom  at  Hachias,  Maine,  on  the  22d 
of  September,  1808,  and  after  a  due  preparatory  course  of  study  at 
the  Boston  Latin  School,  he  entered  Harvard  College  in  1 824.  In  1833, 
he  was  admitted  to  the  Suffolk  County  (Boston)  Bar,  and  has  ever 
since  been  engaged  in  the  practice  of  his  profession  in  that  city.  In 
1845,  he  was  elected  to  the  city  council  of  Boston,  was  subsequently  a 
representative  in  the  State  legislature,  and  was  elected  to  the  State 
senate  in  1850,  where  he  exhibited  abilities  which  elicited  warm 
commendation  from  his  friends. 

But  politios  is  evidently  not  the  field  congenial  to  the  tastes  and 
feelings  of  Ifr.  HiUard.  It  is  in  the  higher  and  purer  walks  of  lite- 
rature that  this  polished  and  distinguished  scholar  shows  himself  to 
be  at  home,  and  here  he  has  won  a  fame  for  refined  taste,  purity  of 
style,  and  elevation  of  moral  sentiment  scarcely  second  to  any  one  in 
our  country. 

Mr.  Hillard's  publications  are  as  follows :  "  Fourth  of  July  Oration 
before  the  City  Authorities  of  Boston,"  1835 ;  <*  Discourse  before  the 
Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society,"  1843;  "Connection  between  Geography  and 
History,"  1846 ;  "  Address  before  the  Mercantile  Library  AssociaUon 
of  Boston,"  1850;  "Address  before  the  New  York  Pilgrim  Society," 
1851 ;  "  Eulogy  on  Daniel  Webster  before  City  Authorities  of  Boston," 
1852 ;  "Six  Months  in  lUly,"'  of  which  five  editions  have  been  pub- 

*  **  The  mass  of  information  contained  in  these  two  volomes  is  immense ; 
th«  criticisms  novel,  and,  in  onr  humble  opinion,  jadicioas;  the  writer's  own 
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Iished ;  A  series  of  "  Class  Readers,"  four  in  number,  for  schools,  con- 
sisting of  extracts  in  prose  and  verse,  with  biographical  and  critical 
notices  of  the  authors ; '  Guisot's  "  Bssaj  on  the  Character  and  Influence 
of  Washington,"  translated  from  the  French,  1840 ;  an  edition  of 
Spenser,  in  five  Tolnmes,  with  a  critical  introduction  and  occasional 
notes ;  "  Selections  from  the  Writings  of  Walter  Savage  Landor,"  1866* 
Mr.  Hillard  was  also  editor,  for  some  time,  of  the  '*  American  Jurist,^' 
and  has  contributed  valuable'  articles  to  the  '*  North  American  He- 
view,"  "  Christian  Examiner,"  and  "  New  England  Magazine."  To  him 
also  we  are  indebted  for  the  life  of  the  leader  of  the  first  settlers  in 
Virginia — Caftaih  Johw  Smith — ^to  be  found  in  the  second  volume  of 
Sparks'  "  Library  of  American  Biography." 


EXCURSION  TO  SORRENTO.' 

On  tbe  morning  of  March  19th,  I  left  Naples  for  Sorrento, 
making  one  of  a  party  of  five.  The  cars  took  us  to  Castella- 
mare,  a  town  beaatifally  sitaated  between  the  mountains  and 
the  sea,  mnch  resorted  to  by  the  Neapolitans  in  the  heats  of 
summer.  A  lover  of  nature  could  hardly  find  a  spot  of  more 
varied  attractions.  Before  him  spreads  the  unrivalled  bay — 
dotted  with  sails  and  unfolding  a  broad  canvas,  on  which  the 
most  glowing  colors  and  the  most  vivid  lights  are  dashed — a 
mirror  in  which  the  crimson  and  gold  of  morning,  the  blue  of 
noon,  and  the  orange  and  yellow-green  of  sunset  behold  a  love- 
lier image  of  themselves — a  gentle  and  tideless  sea,  whose  waves 
break  upon  the  shore  like  caresses,  and  never  like  angry  blows. 
Should  he  ever  become  weary  of  waves  and  languish  for  woods, 
he  has  only  to  turn  his  back  upon  the  sea  and  climb  the  hills 
for  an  hour  or  two,  and  he  will  find  himself  in  the  depth  of 
sylvan  and  mountain  solitudes — in  a  region  of  vines,  running 
streams,  deep-shadowed  valleys,  and  broad-armed  oaks — where 
he  will  hear  the  ring-dove  coo  and  see  the  sensitive  hare  dart 
across  the  forest  aisles.  A  great  city  is  within  an  hour's  reach ; 
and  the  shadow  of  Vesuvius  hangs  over  the  landscape,  keeping 
the  imagination  awake  by  touches  of  mystery  and  terror. 

thoughts  and  feelings  beautifully  expressed.  ♦  *  *  Mr.  Hillard  is  evi- 
dently a  scholar,  a  man  of  taste  and  feeling ;  something,  we  should  opine,  of 
a  poet;  and  unmistakably  a  gentleman.^^ — FrazerU  Magazine, 

'  I  consider  these  as  among  the  very  best  reading-books  for  schools,  evinc- 
ing throughout  great  taste  and  judgment  in  the  selection  of  pieces,  and  just 
views  in  the  critical  notices. 

*  Aboat  eighteen  miles  S.  B.  of  Naples. 
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From  Ca8tenam«re  to  Sorrento,  a  noble  road  bms  witbin  m 
few  years  past  been  constructed  between  tbe  mountains  and  the 
sea,  which  in  many  places  are  so  close  together  that  the  width 
of  the  road  occupies  the  whole  intervening  space.     Od  tbe 
right,  the  trareller  looks  down  a  cliff  of  some  hundred  feet  or 
more  upon  the  bay,  whose  glossy  floor  is  dappled  with  patches 
of  green,  purple,  and  blue;  the  effect  of  varying  depth,  or  light 
and  shade,  or  clusters  of  rock  overgrown  with  sea-weed  scat- 
tered over  a  sandy  bottom.^    The  road  combined  rare  elements 
of  beauty ;  for  it  nowhere  pursued  a  monotonous  straight  line, 
but  followed  the  windings  and  turnings  of  this  many-corved 
shore.     Sometimes  it  was  cut  through  solid  ledges  of  rock  ; 
sometimes  it  was  carried  on  bridges,  over  deep  gorges  and 
chasms,  wide  at  the  top  and  narrowing  towards  the  bottom, 
where  a  slender  stream  tripped  down  to  the  sea.     The  sides  of 
these  glens  were  often  planted  with  orange  and  lemon-trees ; 
and  we  could  look  down  upon  their  rounded  tops,  presenting, 
with  their  dark-green  foliage,  their  bright,  almost  luminous 
fruit,  and  their  snowy  blossoms,  the  finest  combination  of  colors 
which  the  vegetable  kingdom,  in  the  temperate  zone,  at  least, 
can  show.    The  scenery  was  in  the  highest  degree  grand,  beau- 
tiful, and  picturesque — with  the  most  animated  contrasts  and 
the  most  abrupt  breaks  in  the  line  of  sight — yet  never  savage 
or  scowling.     Tbe  mountains  on  the  left  were  not  bare  and 
scalped,  but  shadowed  with  forests,  and  thickly  overgrown 
with  shrubbery — such  wooded  heights  as  the  genius  of  Greek 
poetry  would  have  peopled  with  bearded  satyrs  and  buskined 
wood-nymphs,  and  made  vocal  with  the  reeds  of  Pan  and  the 
hounds  and  horn  of  Artemis.    AW  the  space  near  the  road  waa 
stamped  with  the  gentle  impress  of  human  cultivation.     Fruit- 
trees  and  vines  were  thickly  planted ;  garden  vegetables  were 
growing  in  favorable  exposures ;  and  houses  were  nestling  in 
the  hollows  or  hanging  to  the  sides  of  the  cliff.    Over  the  whole 
region  there  is  a  smiling  expression  of  wooing  and  invitation, 
to  which  the  sparkling  sea  murmured  a  fitting  accompaniment. 
No  pitiless  ice  and  granite  chill  or  wound  the  eye;  no  funereal 
cedars  and  pines  darken  the  mind  with  their  Arctic  shadows ; 
but  bloom  and  verdure,  thrown  over  rounded  surfaces,  and  rich 


I  The  colors  of  the  Bay  of  Naples  were  a  constant  surprise  and  delight  to 
me,  from  the  predominance  of  blue  and  purple  over  the  grftya  and  greens  of 
our  coast.  I  was  glad  to  find  that  my  impressions^on  this  point  were  con- 
lirmed  by  the  practiced  eye  of  Cooper.  There  seem  to  be  some  elements 
affecting  the  color  of  the  sea,  not  derired  from  the  atmosphere  or  the  reflec* 
tion  of  the  heaveos. 
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and  gay  forms  of  foliage  mantling  gray  cliffs  or  waving  from 
rocky  ledges,  give  to  the  face  of  Nature  that  mixture  of  anima- 
tion and  softness  which  is  equally  fitted  to  soothe  a  wounded 
spirit  or  restore  an  overtasked  mind.  If  one  could  only  forget 
the  existence  of  such  words  as  ''duty"  and  ''progress,"  and 
step  aside  from  the  rushing  stream  of  onward-moving  life,  and 
be  content  with  being,  merely,  and  not  doing ;  if  these  lovely 
forms  could  fill  all  the  claims  and  calls  of  one's  nature,  and  all 
that  we  ask  of  sympathy  and  companionship  could  be  found  in 
mountain  breezes  and  breaking  waves ;  if  days  passed  in  com- 
munion with  nature,  in  which  decay  is  not  hastened  by  anxious 
Tigils  or  ambitious  toils,  made  up  the  sum  of  life — where  could 
a  better  retreat  be  found  than  along  this  enchanting  coast? 
Here  are  the  mountains,  and  there  i^  the  sea.  Here  is  a 
climate  of  delicious  softness,  where  no  sharp  extremes  of  heat 
and  cold  put  strife  between  man  and  nature.  Here  is  a  smiling 
and  g^od-natured  population,  among  whom  no  question  of  reli- 
gion, politics,  science,  literature,  or  humanity  is  ever  discussed, 
and  the  surface  of  the  placid  hours  is  not  rufiQed  by  argument 
or  contradiction.  Here  a  man  could  hang  and  ripen,  like  ao 
orange  on  the  tree,  and  drop  as  gently  out  of  life  upon  the  bosom 
of  the  earth.  There  is  a  fine  couplet  of  Virgil,  which  is  full  of 
that  teuderness  and  sensibility  which  form  the  highest  charm 
of  his  poetry  as  they  probably  did  of  his  character,  and  they 
came  to  my  mind  in  driving  along  this  beautiful  road : — 

*'  Hie  gelidi  fontes  ;  hie  mollia  prata,  Lycori ; 
Hie  nemos ;  hie  ipso  tecum  oonaumerer  ibto."* 

There  is  something  in  the  musical  flow  of  these  lines  which  seems 
to  express  the  movement  of  a  quiet  life,  from  which  day  after  day 
loosens  and  falls,  like  leaf  after  leaf  from  a  tree  in  a  calm  day  of 
autumn.  But  Virgil's  air-castle  includes  a  Lycoris ;  that  is, 
sympathy,  affection,  and  the  heart's  daily  food.  With  these, 
fountains,  meadows,  and  groves  may  be  dispensed  with ;  and 
without  them,  they  are  not  much  better  than  a  painted  pano- 
rama. To  have  something  to  do  and  to  do  it,  is  the  best  ap- 
pointment for  us  all.  Nature,  stem  and  coy,  reserves  her  most 
dazzling  smiles  for  those  who  have  earned  them  by  hard  work 
and  cheerful  sacrifice.    Planted  on  these  shores  and  lapped  in 

*  '*  Her«  cooling  fonntftins  roll  throagh  flowing  meads. 
Here  woods,  LyeOris,  lift  their  verdant  heads, 
Here  oonld  I  wear  my  careless  life  away. 
And  in  thy  arms  insensibly  decay.*' 

VirgtPs  Uit€olie$t  z.  42,  Wharton^  vernon. 
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pleasurable  sensations,  man  would  tarn  into  an  indolent  dreamer 
and  a  soft  volnptuary.  He  is  neither  a  fig  nor  an  orange;  and 
he  thrives  best  in  the  sharp  air  of  self-denial  uid  on  the  rocks 
of  toil. 

THE  ABII8T  IN  ROMS. 

Every  young  artist  dreams  of  Rome  as  the  spot  where  all 
his  visions  may  be  realized ;  and  it  would  indeed  seem  that 
there,  in  a  greater  degree  than  anywhere  else,  were  gathered 
those  influences  which  expand  the  blossoms,  and  ripen  the  fruit 
of  genius.  Nothing  can  be  more  delicious  than  the  first  expe- 
riences of  a  dreamy  and  imaginative  young  man  who  comes 
from  a  busy  and  prosaic  city  to  pursue  the  study  of  art  in 
Rome.  He  finds  himself  transported  into  a  new  world  where 
ev^ything  is  touched  with  finer  lights  and  softer  shadows. 
The  hurry  and  bustle  to  which  he  has  been  accustomed  are  bo 
longer  perceived.  No  sounds  of  active  life  break  the  silence 
of  his  studies,  but  the  stillness  of  a  Sabbath  morning  resto 
over  the  whole  city.  The  figures  whom  he  meets  in  the  streets 
move  leisurely,  and  no  one  has  the  air  of  being  due  at  a  certain 
place  at  a  certain  time.  All  his  experiences,  from  his  first 
waking  moment  till  the  close  of  the  day,  are  calculated  to 
quicken  the  imagination  and  train  the  eye.  The  first  sound 
which  he  hears  in  the  morning,  mingling  with  his  latest  dreams, 
is  the  dash  of  a  fountain  in  a  neighboring  square.  When  be 
opens  his  window,  he  sees  the  sun  resting  upon  some  dome  or 
tower,  gray  with  time  and  heavily  freighted  with  traditions. 
He  takes  his  breakfast  in  the  ground-floor  of  an  old  palazso, 
still  bearing  the  stamp  of  faded  splendor ;  and  looks  oat  upon 
a  sheltered  garden,  in  which  orange  and  lemon-trees  grow  side 
by  side  with  oleanders  and  roses.  While  he  is  sipping  his  coffee, 
a  little  girl  glides  in  and  lays  a  bunch  of  violets  by  the  side  of 
his  plate,  with  an  expression  in  her  serious  black  eyes  which 
would  make  his  fortune  if  he  could  trander  it  to  canvas.  During 
the  day,  his  only  difficulty  is  how  to  employ  his  boundless  wealth 
of  opportunity.  There  are  the  Vatican  and  the  Capitol,  with 
treasures  of  art  enough  to  occupy  a  patriarchal  life  of  observa- 
tion and  study.  There  are  the  palaces  of  the  nobility,  with 
their  stately  architecture,  and  their  rich  collectioBS  of  painting 
and  sculpture.  Of  the  three  hundred  and  sixty  churches  in 
Rome,  there  is  not  one  which  does  not  contain  some  picture, 
statue,  mosaic  or  monumental  structure,  either  of  positive  ex- 
cellence or  historical  interest.    And  when  the  full  mind  can 
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receive  no  more  impressions,  and  be  comes  into  the  open  air 
for  repose,  be  fin(&  himself  snrroanded  with  objects  wbieh 
qaioken  and  feed  the  sense  of  art.  The  dreary  monotony  of 
uniform  brick  walls,  ont  of  which  doors  and  windows  are  cat 
at  regular  intervals,  no  longer  disheartens  the  eye,  but  the 
Tiew  is  everywhere  varied  by  chnrches,  palaces,  public  build- 
ings, and  monuments,  not  always  of  positive  architectural 
merit,  but  each  with  a  distinctive  character  of  its  own.  The 
very  fh)nts  of  the  houses  have  as  individual  an  expression  as 
human  fitees  in  a  crowd.  His  walks  are  full  of  exhilarating 
surprises.  He  comes  unawares  npon  a  fountain,  a  column^  or 
an  obelisk — a  pine  or  a  cypress — a  ruin  or  a  statue.  The 
living  forms  which  he  meets  are  such  as  he  would  gladly  pause 
and  transfer  to  his  sketch-book — ecclesiastics  with  garments  of 
flowing  black,  and  shovel-hats  npon  their  heads — capuchins  in 
robes  of  brown — peasant  girls  from  Albano,  in  their  holiday 
bodices,  with  black  hair  lying  in  massive  braids,  large  brown 
eyes,  and  broad  low  foreheads — beggars  with  white  beards, 
whose  raigs  flatter  picturesquely  in  the  breeze,  and  who  ask 
alms  with  the  dignity  of  Roman  senators.  Beyond  the  walls 
are  the  villas,  with  their  grounds  and  gardens,  like  landscapes 
sitting  for  their  pictures,  and  then  the  infinite,  inexhaustible 
Campagna,  set  in  its  splendid  frame  of  mountains,  with  its 
tombs  and  aqueducts,  its  skeleton  cities  and  nameless  ruins, 
its  clouds  and  cloud-shadows,  its  memories  and  traditions.  He 
sees  the  sun  go  down  behind  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's,  and  light 
np  the  windows  of  the  drum  with  his  red  blaze,  and  the  dusky 
veil  of  twilight  g^radually  extend  over  the  whole  horizon.  In 
the  moonlight  evenings,  he  walks  to  the  Colosseum,  or  to  the 
piazza  of  St.  Peter's,  or  to  the  ruins  of  the  Forum,  and  nnder 
a  light  which  conceals  all  that  is  unsightly,  and  idealizes  all 
that  is  impressive,  may  call  up  the  spirit  of  the  past,  and  bid 
the  buried  majesty  of  old  Rome  start  from  its  tomb. 


BOOKS. 

In  that  most  interesting  and  instructive  book,  Boswell's  Life 
of  Johnson,  an  incident  is  mentioned  which  I  beg  leave  to  quote 
in  illustration  of  this  part  of  my  subject.  The  Doctor  and  his 
biographer  were  going  down  the  Thames,  in  a  boat,  to  Green- 
wich, and  the  conversation  tamed  upon  the  bepefits  of  learning, 
which  Dr.  Johnson  maintianed  to  be  of  use  to  all  men.  **  'And 
yet,'  said  Boswell,  '  people  go  through  the  world  very  well,  and 
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carrj  on  tbe  basiness  of  life  to  good  advantage,  without  learn- 
ing.' 'Why,  sir,'  replied  Dr.  Johnson,  'that  may  be  tme  io 
cases  where  learning  cannot  possibly  be  of  any  nse;  for  instance, 
this  boy  rows  ns  as  well  withont  learning  as  if  he  cooid  sing  the 
song  of  Orphens  to  the  Argonants,  who  were  the  first  sailors.' 
He  then  called  to  the  boy,  'What  would  yoa  gire,  my  lad,  to 
know  abont  the  Argonauts  V  '  Sir/  said  the  boy, '  I  would  give 
what  I  hare.'  Johnson  was  much  pleased  with  this  answer, 
and  we  gave  him  a  double  &re.  Dr.  Johnson  then  turning  to 
me,  'Sir,'  said  he,  'a  desire  of  knowledge  is  the  natural  feetiog 
of  mankind;  and  every  human  being,  whose  mind  it  not  de* 
bauched,  will  be  willing  to  give  all  that  he  has  to  get  know- 
ledge.'" 

For  the  knowledge  that  comes  from  books  I  would  claim  no 
more  than  it  is  fairly  entitled  to.  I  am  well  aware  that  there 
is  no  inevitable  connection  between  intellectual  cultivation,  on 
tbe  one  hand,  and  individual  virtue  or  sot ial  well-being,  on  the 
other.  "The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  the  tree  of  life."  I 
admit  that  genius  and  learning  are  sometimes  found  in  com- 
bination with  gross  vices,  and  not  unfrequently  with  contempt- 
ible weaknesses,  and  that  a  community  at  once  cultivated  and 
corrupt,  is  no  impossible  monster.  But  it  is  no  overstatement 
to  say  that,  other  things  being  equal,  the  man  who  has  the 
greatest  amount  of  intellectual  resources  is  in  the  least  danger 
from  inferior  temptations ;  if  for  no  other  reason,  because  he 
has  fewer  idle  moments.  The  ruin  of  most  men  dates  from 
some  vacant  hour.  Occupation  is  the  armor  of  the  soul,  and 
the  train  of  Idleness  is  borne  up  by  all  the  vices.  I  remember 
a  satirical  poem  in  which  the  Devil  is  represented  as  firiiing 
for  men,  and  adapting  his  baits  to  the  taste  and  temperament 
of  his  prey ;  but  the  idler,  he  said,  pleased  him  most,  because 
he  bit  the  naked  hook.  To  a  young  man  away  from  home, 
friendless  and  forlorn  in  a  g^eat  city,  the  hours  of  peril  are 
those  between  sunset  and  bedtime,  for  the  moon  and  stars  see 
more  of  evil  in  a  single  hour  than  the  sun  in  his  whole  day'ft 
circuit.  Tbe  poet's  visions  of  evening  are  all  compact  of 
tender  and  soothing  images.  It  brings  the  wanderer  to  his 
home,  the  child  to  his  mother's  arms,  the  ox  to  his  stall,  and 
the  weary  laborer  to  his  rest.  But  to  the  gentle-hearted  youth 
who  is  thrown  upon  the  rocks  of  a  pitiless  city,  and  stands 
"homeless  amid  a  thousand  homes,"  tne  approach  of  evening 
brings  with  it  an  aching  sense  of  loneliness  and  desolatioo, 
which  comes  down  upon  the  spirit  like  diurkness  upon  the  earth. 
In  this  mood,  his  best  impulses  become  a  snare  to  him,  and  he 
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is  led  astray  because  be  is  social,  affeetionate,  sympatbetic,  and 
wann-bearted.  If  tbere  be  a  jonng  man  thas  circamstanced 
witbin  tbe  soand  of  mj  voice,  let  me  say  to  him  that  books  are 
the  frieads  of  the  firiendless,  aad  that  a  library  is  the  home  of 
tbe  homeless.  A  taste  for  reading  will  always  carry  you  into 
the  best  possible  company,  and  enable  yon  to  converse  with 
men  who  will  instruct  yon  by  their  wisdom  and  charm  yon  by 
their  wit,  who  will  sooUie  yon  when  fretted,  refresh  yon  when 
weary,  counsel  yon  when  perplexed,  and  sympathize  with  yon 
at  all  times.  Evil  spirits,  in  the  Middle  Ages,  were  exorcised 
and  driven  away  by  bell,  book,  and  candle ;  yon  want  bnt  two 
of  these  agents,  the  book  and  the  candle. 


EKTMA  C.  EMBURY. 

Amoitq  American  female  writers,  Mrs.  Embury  takes  no  mean  rank. 
She  is  the  daughter  of  Dr.  James  R.  Manly,  a  distingnished  physician 
of  New  Tork,  and  in  1828  was  married  to  Daniel  Embnrjr,  a  gentle- 
man of  wealth,  residing  in  Brooklyn,  and  distingnished  for  his  intel- 
lectual and  social  qualities — ^having  the  taste  to  appreciate  the  talents 
of  his  gifted  wife,  and  the  good  sense  to  encourage  and  aid  her  in  her 
literary  pursuits.  But  these  pursuits,  happily,  have  never  caused  her 
to  neglect  the  duties  of  a  wife  or  a  mother. 

Mrs.  Embury's  published  works  are—'*  Guide,  and  other  Poems,  by 
lanthe;"  a  volume  on  ** Female  Education;"  *'The  Blind  Qirl,  and 
other  Tales;''  ''Fiotures  of  Early  life;"  ** Glimpses  of  Home  Life,  or 
Gaxues  and  Consequences ;"  "  Nature's  Gems,  or  American  Wild  Flow- 
ers;" "Love's  Token  Flowers;"  "The  Waldorf  Family,  or  Grand- 
fttther's  Legends." 

All  her  writings  exhibit  good  sense,  true  cultivation,  and  healthy 
natural  feeling,  united  to  muoh  refinement. 


THB  ONI  FAULT. 

^'Ton  are  nnhappy,  Charles,"  said  his  mother,  one  day, 
when  they  were  alone.  ''Will  you  not  tell  me  the  cause  of 
your  trouble  ?    Is  it  your  business  7" 

"  No,  mother;  my  business  was  never  in  a  more  prosperous 
condition." 
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''  Then  somethiiig  is  wrong  at  home,  my  sod  ;  can  yoa  not 
confide  in  me  ?" 

"Oh,  there  is  nothing  to  tell;  Mary  is  one  of  the  best^ 
hearted  and  good-tempered  creatures  in  the  world,  bat — ** 

"Botwhat,  OhariesT' 

**  She  has  one  fault,  mother,  and  it  is  about  the  worst  she 
could  haTe." 

"  The  worst,  Charles  ?  Is  she  ill-tempered,  or  defident  ia 
affection  for  you  t  Does  she  run  into  eztrayagant  excesses  for 
dress  or  company?" 

**  Why,  mother,  you  know  she  has  none  of  these  defects  T' 

"  Then,  Charles,  she  has  not  the  worst  faults  she  might  hare." 

**  Well,  well,  perhaps  I  used  too  strong  a  term,  bat  really  I 
am  heart-sick — I  have  a  house,  but  no  home — I  hare  serranta, 
but  no  service  for  them — I  have  a  wife,  but  no  helpmeet ;  I 
cannot  yet  afford  to  keep  a  housekeeper,  and  until  I  can,  I  see 
no  probability  of  finding  comfort  at  home.  Mary  is  as  igno- 
rant as  a  baby  of  all  that  the  mistress  of  a  family  ought  to 
know,  and  I  am  tired  of  living  at  the  mercy  of  a  pack  of  care- 
less domestics." 

''  Mary  has  been  unfortunate  in  not  learning  such  duties  in 
her  early  home,  Charles ;  but  certainly  there  is  no  difllculty  in 
acquiring  a  knowledge  of  them  now.  Did  you  ever  try  to  teach 
her?" 

''Try  to  teach  housekeeping,  mother?  no,  indeed;  I  should 
as  soon  think  of  teaching  a  woman  how  to  put  on  her  dress; 
who  ever  heard  of  a  man  teaching  his  wife  how  to  keep 
house  ?" 

"I  will  tell  yon,  Charles,  what  you  might  have  taught  her; 
you  have  such  habits  of  order,  and  are  so  systematic  in  yoar 
arrangement  of  time,  that  you  could  easily  have  imparted  to 
her  your  notions  on  such  subjects,  without  appearing  to  med- 
dle with  woman's  affairs ;  and  when  she  had  once  learned  tb^n, 
half  her  task  would  have  been  accomplished." 

''A  woman  ought  not  to  be  married  till  she  knows  faer 
duties.  The  parent  who  allows  a  daughter  to  marry,  when 
conscious  that  she  is  utterly  ignorant  of  these,  is  guilty  of  an 
actual  imposition  upon  the  luckless  husband." 

**  You  would  scarcely  expect  a  parent  to  blazon  his  child'k 
defects,  Charles ;  a  man  chooses  a  wife  for  himself — he  marries 
with  his  eyes  open." 

''  No,  I'll  be  hanged  if  be  does !  he  is  blinded  by  a  pretty 
fiioe,  at  first,  and  then  the  lady  and  her  friends  take  good  care 
to  noose  him  before  he  gets  his  eyes  open." 
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*'  Yon  are  aogrj,  Charles,  and  I  am  afraid  joo  have  ased 
bitter  words,  rather  than  argaments,  with  poor  Mary." 

"  Mother,  I  am  as  unhappy  as  ever  was  mortal  man ;  I  love 
home— I  love  my  wife ;  bat  when  I  seek  botii,  I  am  disgusted 
by  the  sight  of  a  disordered  honse  and  a  slovenly  woman,  and 
my  feelings  are  instantly  changed  into  anger  and  almost  dis- 
like. I  shall  break  np  housekeeping  in  the  spring ;  I  can't 
bear  it  any  longer." 

"  I  think  I  could  remedy  the  evil  of  which  yon  complain,  if 
I  was  only  sure  that  Mary  would  not  resent  my  interference." 

**  BeeentI  why,  mother,  she  never  resents  anything;  I  never 
heard  an  angry  word  from  her  in  my  life,  and  I  have  given  her 
many  a  one."  Mrs.  Wharton  looked  significantly  at  her  son 
as  he  made  this  acknowledgment^  and  smiled,  as  she  promised 
to  make  the  attempt. 

It  happened,  not  long  after  the  conversation  above  narrated, 
that  Charles  Wharton  was  taken  seriously  ill,  and  his  mother 
became  an  inmate  of  his  family  until  his  recovery.  There  is 
nothing  which  so  effectually  subdues  wrathful  feelings,  and 
obliterates  the  recollection  of  past  unkindness,  as  the  touch  of 
sickness.  When  death  sits  watching  beside  the  bed  of  pain, 
the  animosity  of  a  life-long  enemy  seems  like  a  sin  against  the 
charities  of  life,  and  how  much  more  vain  and  wicked  seem  the 
angry  bickerings  of  those  whom  love  has  bound  together! 
Charles  saw  nothing  of  the  sloven  in  the  attentive  and  devoted 
none  who  untiringly  ministered  to  his  wants,  and  Mary  felt 
more  happiness,  notwithstanding  her  apprehensions,  than  she 
had  enjoyed  for  many  months.  But  Mrs.  Wharton,  the  mo» 
iher,  now  obtained  a  clear  insight  into  the  difficulties  which 
had  marred  their  domestic  comfort,  and,  no  sooner  was  Charles 
restored  to  convalescence,  than  she  set  herself  to  the  task  of 
subduing  them.  Fortunately  for  her  scheme,  Mary  possessed 
that  peiiect  good  temper  which  was  not  to  be  ruffled  even  by 
the  interference  of  a  mother-in-law,  and  Mrs.  Wharton  had 
sufficient  tact  to  know  just  how  far  that  interference  could  be 
carried  with  success.  In  the  course  of  the  frequent  confidential 
conversations  which  occurred  between  the  mother  and  wife» 
during  the  time  when  both  were  engrossed  in  the  care  of  the 
invalid,  Mary  learned  much  of  her  husband's  early  tastes  and 
habits,  of  which  she  had  before  been  utterly  ignorant.  She 
heard,  but  not  in  the  language  of  personal  rebuke,  of  his  pecu- 
liar notions  of  order  and  system,  and  her  mind,  which  had 
unconsciously  acquired  habits  of  reflection  and  thought  in  her 
hours  of  solitude,  began  to  understand  the  benefit  of  a  regular 
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and  well-ordered  plan  of  life.  Bat  still  she  was  at  a  loss  to 
know  exactly  how  to  arrange  such  a  plan,  and  it  was  not  until 
she  had  snmmoned  sufficient  moral  conrage  (smile  not,  reader, 
it  required  no  small  share  of  it)  to  explain  her  dilemma,  and 
ask  the  aid  of  her  mother-in-law,  that  she  was  enabled  to  enter 
upon  her  new  coarse  of  life. 

Following  the  advice  of  Mrs.  Wharton,  the  first  bad  habit 
which  she  corrected  was  that  of  indulging  in  morning  slom- 
bers.  Early  rising  afforded  her  the  time  to  attire  herself  with 
neatness  and  propriety,  while  it  also  gave  her  the  opportnoity 
of  yisiting  the  important  domain  of  the  "  Land  of  Cookery," 
and  of  inspecting  the  arrangement  of  the  morning  meal.  It 
required  a  serious  struggle  with  that  hardest  of  all  tyrants. 
Indolence ;  but  Mrs.  Wharton  soon  found  that  bad  habits  are 
like  the  bonds  with  which  the  Lilliputians  fettered  the  slnra- 
bering  Gulliver — united,  it  was  impossible  to  break  the  fragile 
threads,  but  if  taken  singly  each  could  be  severed  by  the  move- 
ment of  a  finger.  One  by  one  she  contended  against  her  former 
faults.  It  required  not  only  resolution,  but  the  rarer  virtue  of 
perseverance,  to  carry  all  her  good  intentions  into  effect^  for 
many  a  week  and  month  elapsed  ere  she  could  fully  arrange 
the  mechanism  of  her  domestic  concerns.  In  tmth,  it  is  no 
small  task  to  regulate  the  microcosm  of  a  household — to  man- 
age in  such  a  manner  as  to  bestow  the  greatest  proportion  of 
comfort  upon  each  individual — to  divide  the  duties  of  domes- 
tics, so  as  to  secure  the  performance  of  business  in  its  proper 
time,  and  the  enjoyment  of  leisure  when  the  tasks  are  over — to 
remember  and  provide  for  the  wants  of  all — to  study  the  pecu- 
liar tastes  of  each — to  preserve  order  and  neatness  throngfaont 
the  multifarious  departments  of  domestic  life ;  and  to  do  all  this 
without  neglecting  the  claims  of  friendship  and  society — with- 
out relinquishing  the  cultivation  of  one's  mind,  and  t^e  study 
of  one's  own  heart — without  becoming  a  mere  household 
drudge.  It  is  no  easy  task,  yet  it  may  be  done;  the  first  steps 
in  this,  as  in  all  other  labors,  are  the  most  difficult;  only  em- 
ploy the  aid  of  system  in  the  beginning,  and  all  may  be  fully 
accomplished. 


THE  widow's  wooer. 

He  woos  me  with  those  honejed^words 

That  women  love  to  hear. 
Those  gentle  flatteries  that  fkll 

So  sweet  on  everj  ear. 
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He  tells  me  that  my  ftLoe  is  (air, 

Too  fair  for  grief  to  shade : 
Mj  cheek,  he  sajs,  was  nerer  meant 

In  sorrow's  gloom  to  fade. 

He  stands  beside  me,  when  I  sing 

The  songs  of  other  days, 
And  whlsi>ers,  in  love's  thrilling  tones, 

The  words  of  heartfelt  praise ; 
And  often  in  my  ejes  he  looks, 

Some  answering  love  to  see — 
In  yain !  he  there  can  onlj  read 

The  faith  of  memorj. 

He  little  knows  what  thoughts  awake, 

With  everj  gentle  word ; 
How,  bj  his  looks  and  tones,  the  foonts 

Of  tenderness  are  stirred. 
T*he  visions  of  my  youth  return, 

Joys  for  too  bright  to  last ; 
And  while  he  speaks  of  future  bliss, 

I  think  but  of  the  past. 

Like  lamps  in  Eastern  sepulchres, 

Amid  my  heart's  deep  gloom. 
Affection  sheds  its  holiest  light 

Upon  my  husband's  tomb. 
And,  as  those  lamps,  if  brought  once  more 

To  upper  air,  grow  dim. 
So  my  soul's  love  is  oold  and  dead, 

Unless  it  glow  for  him. 


THB  MORAVIAN  BURIAL-OBOUND. 

When  in  the  shadow  of  the  tomb 

This  heavt  shall  rest^ 
Oh  I  lay  me  where  spring  flow'rets  bloom 

On  earth's  bright  breast. 

Oh !  ne'er  in  vaulted  chambers  lay 

My  lifeless  form ; 
Seek  not  of  such  mean,  worthless  prey 

To  cheat  the  worm. 

In  this  sweet  city  of  the  dead 

I  fain  would  sleep. 
Where  flowers  may  deck  my  narrow  bed, 

And  night-dews  weep. 

But  raise  not  the  sepulchral  stone 

To  mark  the  spot ; 
Enough,  if  by  thy  heart  alone 

'Tis  ne'er  forgot. 
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ABSENCE. 


Come  to  me,  love ;  forget  each  sordid  diitj 

That  chains  ihy  footsteps  to  the  crowded  mart ; 

Come,  look  with  me  upon  earth's  summer  beaut/, 
And  let  its  influence  cheer  thy  weary  heart. 

Come  to  me,  lore ! 

Come  to  me,  lore ;  the  voice  of  song  is  swelling 
From  nature's  harp  in  eveiy  varied  tone. 

And  many  a  voice  of  bird  and  bee  is  telling 
A  tale  of  Joy  amid  the  forests  lone. 

Come  to  me,  love ! 

Come  to  me,  love ;  my  heart  oan  never  doubt  thee, 
Tet  for  thy  sweet  companionship  I  pine ; 

Oh,  never  more  can  Joy  be  Joy  wiUiout  thee ; 
My  pleasures,  even  as  my  life,  are  thine. 

Come  to  me,  love ! 


OH  I   TELL  MS  NOT  OF  LOFTY  FATE. 

Oh !  tell  me  not  of  lofty  fate, 

Of  glory's  deathless  name ; 
The  bosom  love  leaves  desolate 

Has  naught  to  do  with  fame. 

Vainly  philosophy  would  soar — 
Love's  height  it  may  not  reach ; 

The  heart  soon  learns  a  sweeter  lore 
Than  ever  sage  could  teach. 

The  cup  may  bear  a  poisoned  draught, 

The  altar  may  be  cold  ;  * 

But  yet  the  chalice  will  be  quaffed — 

The  shrine  sought  as  of  old. 

Man's  sterner  nature  turns  away 

To  seek  ambition's  goal  t 
Wealth's  glittering  gifts,  and  pleasure's  ray, 

May  charm  his  weary  soul ; 

But  woman  knows  one  only  dream- 
That  broken,  all  is  o'er ; 

For  on  life's  dark  and  sluggish  stream 
Hoi>e's  sunbeam  rests  no  more. 
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JOHN  G.  WHITTIER. 

This  distingnUbed  poet  of  freedom  and  hnmanit/  in  of  a  Quaker 
familj-,  and  was  bom  near  Haverbill,  MassaobBsetts,  in  the  year  1808. 
Until  be  Was  eighteen  years  of  age,  be  remained  at  bome,  passing  bis 
time  in  the  district  school,  in  assisting  his  father  on  the  farm,  and 
writing  occasional  verses  fbrthe  "Hayerhill  Ghuettew'*  After  spend- 
ing two  years  in  the  Academy  at  HaTciihill,  he  went  to  Boston  in 
1828,  and  became  editor  of  the  *^  American  Manufacturer,"  a  news- 
paper dcToted  to  the  interest  of  a  proteotire  tariff.  In  1830,  be  be- 
came editor  of  the  "New  England  Weekly  Reylew,"  published  at 
Hartlord,  and  remained  connected  with  it  for  about  two  years ;  during 
which  period  he  publisbed  a  Tolume  of  poems  and  prose  sketches, 
entitled  **  Legends  of  New  Bngland."  He  then  returned  home,  and 
spent  two  or  three  years  on  his  flsrm,  during  which  time  he  was 
elected  by  the  town  of  HaTeridU  a  representatiye  to  the  legislature  of 
his  native  State.  This  was  as  creditable  to  the  electors  as  the  elected, 
as  bis  strong  anti-slavery  feelings  were  then  well  known.  In  1836, 
he  was  elected  Secretary  of  the  American  Anti-Slavery  Society,  and 
defended  its  i>rinciples  as  editor  of  the  "  Pennsylvania  Freeman,*'  a 
weekly  paper  publisbed  in  Philadelphia.  About  this  time  ai^peared 
hto  longest  poem,  ^  Mogg  Ifegone,''  an  Indian  story,  which  takes  its 
name  fteom  a  leader  among  the  Saco  Indians,  In  the  bloody  war  of 
1677. 

In  1840,  Mr.  Whittier  removed  to  Amesbttry,  Massachusetts,  where 
he  still  resides,  and  where  all  his  late  publications  have  been  written. 
In  1845,  appeared  **  The  Stranger  in  Lowell,"  a  series  of  sketches  of 
scenery  and  character,  which  the  varied  character  of  the  population 
of  that  famed  manufacturing  town  might  naturally  suggest.  In 
1847,  he  became  corresponding  editor  of  the  "National  Bra,"  pub- 
lisbed at  Washington,  and  gave  to  that  paper  no  small  share  of  the 
celebrity  which  it  has  ever  enjoyed  of  being  one  of  the  very  ablest 
papers-  in  the  country.  The  next  year  a  very  elegant  edition  of  all  his 
poems,  including  his  "  Voices  of  Freedom,"  was  published  by  Mussey, 
of  Boston.'  In  1849,  appeared  bis  "Leaves  fh>m  Margaret  Smith's 
Journal,"  written  in  the  antique  style  by  the  fictitious  fair  journalist, 
who  visits  New  England  in  1678,  and  writes  letters  to  a  gentleman  in 
England,  to  whom  she  is  to  be  married,  descriptive  of  the  manners 


*  It  ia  of  the  octavo  siie,  and  elegantly  illustrated  by  BUIings. 
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and  inflnenoei  of  the  timet.  In  delicate  and  happj  deeoription  tliii 
work  is  full  of  beauties,  preserving  most  trathfollj  the  stjle  and 
habits  of  thought  of  the  time  when  it  pretends  to  have  been  written. 
In  1850,  appeared  his  Tolume  '*  Old  Portraits  and  Modem  Sketches," 
a  series  of  prose  essajs  on  Banyan,  Baxter,  &c;  and  in  the  same 
jear,  **  Songs  of  Labor  and  other  Poems,"  in  which  he  dignifies  and 
renders  interesting  the  mechanic  arts  bj  the  associations  of  history 
and  fancy.  Since  that  time  he  has  published  **  Lays  of  Home,"  and 
*'  The  Chapel  of  the  Hermits  and  other  Poems ;"  while,  daring  the  whole 
period  since  1847,  he  has  almost  cTery  week  enriched  the  columns  of 
the  "  National  Era'*  with  some  felicitous  prose  essay,  or  some  booI'' 
stirring  poem  that,  like  the  blast  of  a  trumpet,  denounces  the  cruno 
and  curse  of  slayery. 

It  is  hardly  possible  to  speak  of  Mr.  Whittier  in  too  strong  terms, 
both  as  a  man  and  as  a  writer.  At  a  time  when  to  be  an  anti- 
slavery  man  was  to  be  maligned,  abused,  and  oqtraoised  from  soeietyy 
Whittier  stood  forth  the  bold  antagonist  of  the  sin,  and  poured  forUi  hia 
indignation  in  strains  of  exalted  Christian  patriotism,  which,  if  not 
now  fully  aj^preciated,  will  in  after  times  give  him  rank  as  one  of  tha 
very  first  of  American  poets. 

But  there  is  another  side  of  the  picture,  scarcely  less  beautiful  to 
behold.  Though  boldness  and  energy  are  Whittier*s  leading  cha- 
racteristics, and  though  many  of  his  poems  breathe  a  defiant  tone  to 
the  oppressor,  and  show  a  hatred  of  slavery  as  intense,  if  possible,  as 
it  deserves,  yet  both  his  prose  works  and  his  poetry  exhibit  passages 
tliat  for  tenderness,  grace,  and  beau^,  are  not  exceeded  by  those  of 
any  other  American  writer.  He  thus  unites  qualities  seemingly  oppo- 
site in  a  heart  every  pulsation  of  which  beats  warmly  for  humanity. 


PALESTINE. 

Blest  land  of  Judea  t  thrice  hallowed  of  song, 
Where  the  holiest  of  memcndes  pilgrim-like  throng ; 
In  the  shade  of  thy  palms,  by  Uie  shores  of  thy  sea, 
On  the  hills  of  thy  beauty,  my  heart  is  wit^  thee. 

With  the  eye  of  a  spirit  I  look  on  that  shore. 
Where  pil^m  and  prophet  have  linger*d  before ; 
With  the  glide  of  a  spirit  I  traverse  the  sod 
Made  bright  by  the  steps  of  the  angels  of  Qod. 

Lo,  Bethlehem's  bill-site  before  me  is  seen, 
With  the  mountains  around  and  the  valleys  between  ; 
There  rested  the  shepherds  of  Judah,  and  there 
The  song  of  the  angels  rose  sweet  on  the  air. 
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And  Bethany's  palm^reee  in  beauty  still  thrair 
Their  shadows  at  noon  on  the  ruins  below; 
But  where  are  the  sisters  who  hastened  to  greet 
The  lowly  Redeemer,  and  sit  at  His  feet  f 

I  tread  where  the  twelve  in  their  wayfaring  trod ; 
I  stand  where  they  stood  with  the  chosen  of  Gk>]>— 
Where  His  blessings  were  heard  and  his  lessons  were  taught, 
Where  the  blind  were  restored  and  the  healing  was  wrought. 

O,  here  with  His  flock  the  sad  Wanderer  came—* 
These  hills  Ha  toil'd  orer  in  grief,  are  the  same— 
The  founts  where  Hk  drank  by  the  way-side  still  flow, 
And  the  same  airs  are  blowing  which  breath'd  on  his  brow  t 

And  throned  on  her  hills  sits  Jerusalem  yet. 
But  with  dust  on  her  forehead,  and  chains  on  her  feet ; 
For  the  crown  of  her  pride  to  tJie  mocker  hath  gone. 
And  the  holy  Shechinah  is  dark  where  it  shone. 

But  wherefore  this  dream  of  the  earthly  abode 
Of  humanity  clothed  in  the  brightness  of  Gk>D  f 
Were  my  sjArit  but  tuned  from  the  outward  and  dim, 
It  could  gaze,  eyen  now,  on  the  presence  of  him  I 

Not  in  clouds  and  in  terrors,  but  gentle  as  when, 

la  loTe  and  in  meekness.  He  moTed  among  men ; 

And  the  Toice  which  breathed  peace  to  the  waves  of  the  sea. 

In  the  hush  of  my  spirit  would  whisper  to  me  1 

And  what  if  my  feet  may  not  tread  where  Hb  stood. 
Nor  my  ears  hear  the  dashing  of  Galilee's  flood. 
Nor  my  eyes  see  the  cross  which  he  bow'd  him  to  bear. 
Nor  my  knees  press  Qethsemane's  garden  of  prayer. 

Tet,  Loved  of  the  Father,  Thy  Spirit  is  near 
To  the  meek,  and  the  lowly,  and  penitent  here ; 
And  the  voice  of  thy  love  is  the  same  even  now. 
As  at  Bethany's  tomb,  or  on  Olivet's  brow. 

O,  the  outward  hath  gone ! — ^but,  in  glory  and  power, 
The  Spirit  surviveth  the  things  of  an  hour ; 
Unchanged,  undecaying,  its  Pentecost  flame 
On  the  heart's  secret  altar  is  burning  the  same ! 


OLKEIOAL  OPPRS8SOB8. 

rin  the  Report  of  the  celebrated  pro^elarery  meeting  in  Charleston,  8.  C,  on  the 
4th  of  9th  month,  1835,  pnbliahed  in  the  *'  Courier*'  of  that  dty,  it  U  stated :  **Tbe 
CLEROT  <^  all  denominations  attended  in  a  body,  LBNoiHa  THsra  SAitcTioira  to  thi 
PBOCSioiirfM,  and  adding  bj  their  presence  to  the  impressive  character  of  the  scene.**] 

Just  Gk)d  I  and  these  are  they 
Who  minister  at  thine  alUr,  Ood  of  Right ! 
Men  who  their  hands  with  prayer  and  blessing  lay 

On  Israel's  Ark  of  light  I 
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What  I  preach,  and  Iddaap  bmii  f 
Give  thanks — and  rob  Thy  own  afllioted  poor  ? 
Talk  of  Thj  gloriona  libertj,  and  then 

Bolt  hard  the  captive's  door  f 

What  I  serrantB  of  Thy  own 
Meroifnl  Son,  who  came  to  seek  and  save 
The  homeless  and  the  outcast — fettering  down 

The  tasked  and  plondered  slave  I 

Pilaie  and  Herod,  fHendsl 
Chief  priests  and  mlers,  as  of  old,  oomhtne  I 
Just  God  and  holy  t  is  that  church,  which  lends 

Strength  to  the  spoiler,  Thine  f 

Paid  hypocrites,  who  turn 
Judgment  aside,  and  rob  the  Holy  Book 
Of  Uiose  high  words  of  truth  which  search  and  bum 

In  warning  and  rebuke ; 

Feed  fat,  ye  locusts,  feed  I 
And,  in  your  tasselled  pulpits,  thank  the  Lord 
That,  from  the  toiling  bondman's  utter  need, 

Te  pile  your  own  full  board. 

How  long,  O  Lord  t  how  long 
Shall  such  a  priesthood  barter  truth  away, 
And,  in  Thy  name,  for  robbery  and  wrong 

At  Thy  own  altars  pray  f 

Is  not  Thy  hand  stretched  forth 
Visibly  in  the  heavens,  to  awe  and  smite  ? 
Shall  not  the  living  God  of  all  the  earth. 

And  heaven  above,  do  right  T 

Woe,  then,  to  all  who  grind 
Their  brethren  of  a  common  Father  down  1 
To  all  who  plunder  ftrom  the  immortal  mind 

Its  bright  and  glorious  crown  I 

Woe  to  the  i>riesthood !  woe 
To  those  whose  hire  is  with  the  price  of  blood — 
Perverting,  darkening,  changing  as  they  go, 

T^e  searching  truths  of  God ! 

Their  glory  and  their  might 
Shall  perish ;  and  their  very  names  shall  be 
Vile  before  all  the  people,  in  the  light 

Of  a  world's  liberty. 

Oh !  speed  the  moment  on 
When  Wrong  shall  cease — and  Liberty  and  Love, 
And  Truth,  and  Right,  throughout  the  earth  be  known 

As  in  their  home  above. 
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LEOOETT'S  MONUMENT.^ 

"  Te  bnlld  the  tomlM  of  the  pxophets.*'— Holt  Wbit. 

Tes — ^pile  the  marble  o'er  him !    It  is  well 
That  ye  who  mocked  him  in  his  long  stem  strife, 
And  planted  in  the  pathway  of  his  life 

The  ploughshares  of  yoor  hatred  hot  from  hell, 
Who  clamored  down  the  bold  reformer  when 
He  pleaded  for  his  captive  fellow  men, 

Who  spumed  him  in  the  market-place,  and  sought 
Within  thy  walls,  St.  Tammany,  to  bind 

In  party  chains  the  free  and  honest  thought. 
The  angel  utterance  of  an  upright  mind — 

Well  is  it  now  that  o'er  his  graye  ye  raise 

The  stony  tribute  of  your  tardy  praise. 

For  not  alone  that  pile  shall  tell  to  Fame 
Of  the  brave  heart  beneath,  but  of  the  builders'  shame ! 


lOHABOD  I' 

So  fallen,  so  lost  I  the  light  withdrawn 

Which  once  he  wore  I 
The  glory  from  his  gray  hairs  gone 

Forevermore! 

'  This  is  Wm.  Leggett,  who  in  1829  was  invited  by  Wm.  C.  Bryant  as 
aMoeiate  editor  of  the  '*  Evening  Post."  He  was  an  able  and  fearlen  de- 
fender of  tmih,  and  in  1835,  when  the  meetings  of  the  abolitionists  were 
dispersed  in  New  York  by  mobs,  their  houses  attacked,  and  their  fnmitnre 
bamed  in  the  streets,  he  defended  with  noble  seal  and  signal  ability  the 
right  of  liberty  of  speech,  and  became  the  warm  and  earnest  friend  of  free- 
dom. The  following  lines  upon  his  n^mory,  written  by  Mr.  Brjant,  do 
credit  no  less  to  the  anther  than  to  the  subject  :— 

The  earth  may  ring,  firom  shore  to  shore. 

With  echoes  of  a  glorious  nftoie, 
Bat  he.  whose  lou  our  tears  doplore, 

Has  left  behind  him  more  than  fame. 
For  when  the  death-frost  came  to  lie 

On  Ltoggett's  warm  and  mlghtr  heart, 
And  qnench  his  bold  and  friend! j  eye, 

His  spirit  did  not  all  depart. 
The  words  of  fire  that  from  his  pen 

Were  flnng  upon  the  sacred  page. 
Still  moTe,  still  shake  the  hearts  or  men 

Amid  s  eold  and  coward  age. 
His  loTe  of  truth,  too  warm,  too  strong 

For  Hope  or  Fear  to  chain  or  chill, 
His  hate  of  txranny  and  wrong, 

Barn  in  the  breasU  he  kindled  stllL 
*  Tkese  lines,  so  fnll  of  tender  regret,  deep  grief,  and  touching  pathos, 
were  written  when  the  news  came  of  the  sad  coarse  of  Daniel  Webster  in  sap- 
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Rerile  him  not — ^the  Tempter  bAth 

A  snare  for  all  t 
And  pitying  tears,  not  0eom  and  wrath. 

Befit  his  faU. 

Oh !  dumb  be  passion's  stormy  rage, 

When  he  who  might 
Have  lighted  up  and  led  his  age 

Falls  back  in  night. 

8oom !  wonld  the  angels  langh  to  mark 

A  bright  sonl  driyen, 
Fiend-goaded,  down  the  endless  dark. 

From  hope  and  heaven  f 

Let  not  the  land,  once  proud  of  him, 

Insnlt  him  now. 
Nor  brand  with  deeper  shame  his  dim 

Dishonored  brow. 

Bat,  let  its  hombled  sons,  instead. 

From  sea  to  lake, 
A  long  lament,  as  for  the  dead. 

In  sadness  make. 

Of  all  we  loved  and  honored,  nought 

Save  power  remains — 
A  fallen  angel's  pride  of  thoi^ht 

Still  strong  in  chains. 

All  else  is  gone ;  from  those  great  ejes 

The  soul  has  fled : 
When  £sith  is  lost,  when  honor  dies, 

The  man  is  dead  I 

Then  pay  the  reverence  of  old  days 

To  his  dead  Isme ; 
Walk  backward  with  averted  gase. 

And  hide  the  shame  t 


MAUD  MT7LLEB. 

Mand  Mailer,  on  a  sammer's  day, 
Raked  the  meadow  sweet  with  hay. 

Beneath  her  torn  hat  glowed  the  wealth 
Of  simple  beauty  and  rustio  health. 

Singing,  she  wrought,  and  her  merry  glee 
The  mock-bird  echoed  from  his  tree. 

But,  when  she  glanoed  to  the  far-off  town, 
White  from  its  hill-slope  looking  down, 

porting ttie  <*OompromiMMeaiarefl*'  (inoluding  the  "Fugitive  Slave Law^'), 
in  hit  speech  delivered  in  the  U.  S.  Senate,  on  the  7th  of  March,  1856. 
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The  sweet  B<ni9  died,  and  »  ragiie  unrest 
And  a  nameless  longing  filled  ker  breast — 

A  wish,  that  she  hardly  dared  to  own, 
For  something  better  than  she  had  known. 

The  Jndge  rode  slowly  down  the  lane, 
Smoothing  his  horse's  cheetnnt  mane. 

He  drew  his  bridle  in  the  shade 

Of  the  apple-trees,  to  greet  the  maid ; 

And  asked  a  draught  from  the  spring  that  flowed 
Through  the  meadow  aoross  the  road. 

She  stooped  where  the  cool  spring  bubbled  up, 
And  filled  for  him  her  small  tin  ci^ii, 

And  blushed  as  she  gare  it,  looking  down 
On  her  Iset  so  bare,  and  her  tattered  gown. 

**  Thanks  !*'  said  the  Judge,  "  a  sweeter  draught 
From  a  fairer  hand  was  nerer  quaffed." 

He  spoke  of  the  grass  and  flowers  and  trees, 
Of  the  singing  birds  and  the  humming  bees ; 

Then  talked  of  the  haying,  and  wondered  whether 
The  oloud  in  the  west  would  bring  foul  weather. 

And  Maud  forgot  her  brier-tom  gown, 
And  her  graceful  ankles  bare  and  brown ; 

And  listened,  while  a  pleased  surprise 
Looked  from  her  long-lashed  hazel  eyes. 

At  last,  like  one  who  for  delay 
Seeks  a  vain  excuse,  he  rode  away. 

Maud  Muller  looked  and  sighed :  "  Ah  me  I 
That  I  the  Judge's  bride  might  be ! 

"  He  would  dress  me  up  in  silks  so  fine. 
And  praise  and  toast  me  at  his  wine. 

"  My  father  should  wear  a  broadcloth  ooat ; 
My  brother  should  sail  a  painted  boat. 

"  I*d  dress  my  moUier  so  grand  and  gay. 

And  the  baby  should  have  a  new  toy  eaoh  day. 

"  And  I*d  feed  the  hungry,  and  clothe  the  poor. 
And  all  should  bless  me  who  left  our  door." 

The  Judge  looked  back  as  he  clfanbed  the  Mil, 
And  saw  Maud  Muller  standing  stilL 

"  A  form  more  fsir,  a  fsce  more  sweet, 
Ne'er  hath  it  been  my  lot  to  meet. 

**  And  her  modest  answer  and  graceful  air 
Show  her  wise  and  good  as  she  is  fair. 
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"  Would  she  were  mine,  and  I  to-daj, 
Like  her,  a  faarreeter  of  hay : 

^  No  donbtfnl  balance  of  rights  and  wroogi, 
Nor  wearj  lawyers  with  endless  tongnes, 

"  But  low  of  cattle  and  song  of  birds, 
And  health  and  qniet  and  loTing  words." 

Bat  he  thought  of  his  sisters  proad  and  cold, 
And  his  mother  rain  of  her  rank  and  gold. 

So,  closing  his  heart,  the  Jadge  rode  on, 
And  Maud  was  left  in  the  field  alone. 

Bnt  the  lawyers  smiled  that  afternoon, 
When  he  hummed  in  court  an  old  loye-tune ; 

And  the  young  girl  mused  beside  the  well, 
Till  the  rain  on  the  nnraked  clover  felL 

He  wedded  a  wife  of  richest  dower. 
Who  lired  for  fashion,  as  he  for  power. 

Tet  oft,  in  his  marble  hearth's  bright  glow, 
He  watched  a  lecture  come  and  go: 

And  sweet  Maud  Mailer's  hasel  eyes 
Looked  out  in  their  innocent  surprise. 

Oft,  when  the  wine  In  his  glass  was  red. 
He  longed  for  the  wayside  well  instead ; 

And  closed  his  eyes  on  his  garnished  rooms. 
To  dream  of  meadows  and  clover-blooms. 

And  the  proud  man  sighed,  with  a  secret  pain : 
"  Ah,  that  I  were  firee  again  I 

,  **  Free  as  when  I  rode  that  day. 

Where  the  barefoot  maiden  raked  her  hay." 

She  wedded  a  man  unlearned  and  poor, 
And  many  children  played  round  her  door. 

But  care,  and  sorrow,  and  childbirth  pain 
Left  their  traces  on  heart  and  brain. 

And  oft,  when  the  summer  sun  shone  hot 
On  the  new-mown  hay  in  the  meadow-lot, 

And  she  heard  the  little  spring  brook  fall 
Over  the  roadside,  through  the  wall. 

In  the  shade  of  the  apple-tree  again 
She  saw  a  rider  draw  his  rein. 

And,  gazing  down  with  timid  grace. 
She  felt  his  pleased  eyes  read  her  face. 

Sometimes  her  narrow  kitchen  walls 
Stretched  away  into  stately  halls  ; 
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The  weary  wheel  to  a  splmiet  turned, 
The  tallow  candle  an  astral  burned, 

And  for  him  who  sat  by  the  chimney  log, 
Dozing  and  grumbling  o'er  pipe  and  mng, 

A  manly  form  at  her  side  she  saw, 
And  Joy  was  duty,  and  love  was  law. 

Then  she  took  up  her  burden  of  life  again. 
Baying  only,  "  It  might  have  been." 

Alas  for  maiden,  alas  for  Judge, 

For  rich  repiner  and  household  drudge  I 

Qod  pity  them  both  I  and  pity  us  all. 
Who  Tainly  the  dreams  of  youth  recall. 

For  of  all  sad  words  of  tongue  or  pen, 

The  saddest  are  these :  **  It  might  hare  been  t'* 

Ah,  well  t  for  us  all  some  sweet  hope  lies 
Deeply  buried  firom  human  eyes ; 

And,  in  the  hereafter,  angels  may 
Roll  the  stone  from  Its  grave  away  I 


DEMOCRAOT. 

All  things  wh*Uo«Ter  ye  would  that  mon  shoald  do  to  yon,  do  je  eren  so  to 
them.— Matthew  tIL  12. 

Bearer  of  Freedom's  holy  light, 
Breaker  of  Slavery's  chain  and  rod, 

The  foe  of  all  which  pains  the  sight, 
Or  wounds  the  generous  ear  of  Qod  ! 

The  generous  feeling,  pure  and  warm. 
Which  owns  the  rights  of  all  divine — 

The  pitying  heart — the  helping  arm — 
The  prompt  self-sacrifloe — are  thine. 

Beneath  thy  broad,  impartial  eye. 
How  fade  the  lines  of  cast  and  birth  I 

How  equal  in  their  suffering  lie 
The  groaning  multitudes  of  earth  t 

Still  to  a  stricken  brother  true, 

Whatever  clime  hath  nurtured  him  ; 

As  stooped  to  heal  the  wounded  Jew 
The  worshipper  of  Oerizim. 

By  misery  unrepelled,  unawed 
By  pomp  or  power,  thou  see'st  a  Man 

In  prince  or  peasant— slave  or  lord — 
Pale  priest,  or  swarthy  artisan. 
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Through  all  disgiiise,  form,  pUce  or  name* 
Beneath  the  flaanting  robes  of  sin, 

Throagh  poverty  and  squalid  shame, 
Thou  lookest  on  the  man  within. 

On  man,  as  man,  retaining  yet, 

Howe'er  debased,  and  soiled,  and  dim, 

The  crown  npon  his  forehead  set — 
The  immortal  gift  of  God  to  him. 

And  there  is  rererence  in  thy  look ; 

For  that  frail  form  which  mortals  wear 
The  Spirit  of  the  Holiest  took. 

And  veiled  His  perfect  brightness  there. 

Thy  name  and  watchword  o*er  this  land 
I  hear  in  every  breeze  that  stirs, 

And  round  a  thousand  altars  stand 
Thy  banded  Party  worshippers. 

Not  to  these  altars  of  a  day. 
At  Party's  call,  my  gift  I  bring ; 

But  on  thy  olden  shrine  I  lay 
A  freeman's  dearest  offering ; 

The  voiceless  utterance  of  his  will — 
His  pledge  to  Freedom  and  to  Truth, 

That  manhood's  heart  remembers  still 
The  homage  of  its  generous  youth. 

Ekction  Day,  1843. 


THE  WISH  OP  TO-DAY. 

I  ask  not  now  for  gold  to  gild 
With  mocking  shine  a  weary  frame ; 

The  yearning  of  the  mind  is  stilled — 
I  ask  not  now  for  Fame. 

A  rose-cloud,  dimly  seen  above, 
Melting  in  heaven's  blue  depths  away- 

0 !  sweet,  fond  dream  of  human  Love ! 
For  thee  I  may  not  pray. 

But,  bowed  in  lowliness  of  mind, 

I  make  my  humble  wishes  known^ 
I  only  ask  a  will  resigned, 

0  Father,  to  thine  own  I 

To-day,  beneath  thy  chastening  eye, 

1  crave  alone  for  peace  and  rest, 
Submissive  in  thy  hand  to  lie. 

And  feel  that  it  is  best. 

A  marvel  seems  the  Universe, 
A  miracle  our  Life  and  Death ; 

A  mystery  which  I  cannot  pierce, 
Around,  above,  beneath. 
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In  vain  I  task  my  aching  brain, 

In  yain  the  sage's  thought  I  soan ; 
I  onlj  feel  how  weak  and  vain, 

How  poor  and  blind,  is  man. 

And  now  my  spirit  sighs  for  home. 

And  longs  for  light  whereby  to  see, 
And,  like  a  wearj  child,  would  come, 

O  Father,  unto  Thee! 

Though  oft,  like  letters  traced  on  sand, 

M7  weak  resolves  have  passed  awaj. 
In  mercy  lend  thy  helping  hand 

Unto  my  prayer  to-day  I 


MILTON. 

Blind  Milton  approaches  nearly  to  my  conception  of  atrae 
hero.  What  a  picture  have  we  of  that  soblime  old  man,  aa 
sick,  poor,  blind,  and  abandoned  of  friends,  he  still  held  fast 
his  heroic  integrity,  rebuking  with  his  unbending  republican- 
ism the  treachery,  cowardice,  and  servility  of  his  old  associates  I 
He  had  outlived  the  hopes  and  beatific  visions  of  his  youth ; 
he  had  seen  the  loud-mouthed  advocates  of  liberty  throwing 
down  a  nation's  freedom  at  the  feet  of  the  shameless,  debauch- 
ed, and  perjured  Charles  the  Second,  crouching  to  the  harlot- 
thronged  court  of  the  tyrant,  and  forswearing  at  once  their 
religion  and  their  republicanism.  The  executioner's  axe  had 
been  busy  among  his  friends.  Yane  and  Hampden  slept  in 
their  bloody  grayes.  Cromwell's  ashes  had  been  dragged 
from  their  resting-place;  for  even  in  death  the  effeminate 
monarch  hated  and  feared  the  conqueror  of  Naseby  and  Mar- 
ston  Moor.  He  was  left  alone,  in  age  and  penury  and  blind- 
Bees;  oppressed  with  the  knowledge  that  all  which  his  free  soul 
abhorred  had  returned  upon  his  beloved  country.  Yet  the 
spirit  of  the  stem  old  republican  remained  to  the  last  un- 
broken, realizing  the  truth  of  the  language  of  his  own  Samson 
Agonistes: — 

" Patience  is  the  exercise 

Of  saints ;  the  trial  of  their  fortitude, 
Making  them  each  their  own  deliverer, 
And  victor  over  all 
That  tyranny  or  fortune  can  inflict." 

True,  the  overwhelming  curse  had  gone  over  his  country. 
Harlotry  and  atheism  sat  in  the  high  places,  and  the  *'  caresses 
of  wantons  and  the  jests  of  buffoons  regulated  the  measures  of 
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a  goyernment  which  had  Jost  abilttj  enough  to  deceive,  jost 
religion  enough  to  persecate.''  Bat,  while  Milton  raoarned 
over  this  disastrons  change,  no  self-reproach  mingled  with  hk 
sorrow.  To  the  last,  he  had  striven  against  the  oppressor^ 
and  when  confined  to  his  narrow  alley  a  prisoner,  in  his  own 
mean  dwelling,  like  another  Promethens  on  his  rock,  he  still 
turned  upon  him  an  eye  of  unsnbdned  defiance :  and  who  that  has 
read  his  powerful  appeal  to  his  countrymen  when  they  were  oa 
the  eve  of  welcoming  hack  the  tyranny  and  misrule  which,  at 
the  expense  of  so  much  blood  and  treasure,  had  been  thrown 
off,  can  ever  forget  it  ? 


LOBD  BTBON. 

I  admire  the  sublimity  of  his  genius.  But  I  have  feared, 
and  do  still  fear  the  consequences — the  inevitable  conseqaencea 
of  his  writings.  I  fear  that  in  our  enthusiastic  admiration  of 
ganius,  our  idolatry  of  poetry,  the  awful  impiety,  and  the  stag^ 
gering  unbelief  contained  in  those  wntings,  are  lightly  passed 
over,  and  acquiesced  in,  as  the  allowable  aberrations  of  a  mastef 
intellect,  which  had  lifted  itself  above  the  ordinary  world,  which 
had  broken  down  the  barriers  of  ordinary  mind,  and  whick  Te- 
velled  in  a  creation  of  its  own :  a  world,  oyer  which  the  sun- 
shine of  imagination  lightened  at  times  with  an  almost  inefEible 
glory,  to  be  succeeded  by  the  thick  blackness  of  donbt^  and 
terror,  and  misanthropy,  relieved  only  by  the  lightning  flaahei 
of  terrible  and  unholy  passion. 

The  blessing  of  that  mighty  intellect — ^tbe  prodigal  gift  ef 
Heaven — became,  in  his  possession,  a  burthen  and  a  corse.  He 
was  wretched  in  his  gloomy  unbelief,  and  he  strove,  with  tbt 
selfish  purpose  which  too  often  actuates  the  miserable,  to  diag 
his  fellow  beings  from  their  only  abiding  hope;  to  break  dowa^ 
in  the  human  bosom,  the  beautiful  altar  of  its  faith,  and  to  fiLz 
in  other  bosoms  the  doubt  and  despair  which  darkened  his 
own;  to  lead  his  readers — the  vast  multitude  of  the  beaaUfal, 
the  pure,  and  the  gifted,  who  knelt  to  his  genius  as  to  the 
manifestations  of  a  new  divinity — ^into  that  ever  darkened  path 
which  is  trodden  only  by  the  lost  to  hope^ — the  forsaken  of 
Heaven — and  which  leads  from  the  perfect  light  of  holiness, 
down  to  the  shadows  of  eternal  death. 

Genius  I  the  pride  of  genius  I  What  Is  there  in  it,  after  all, 
to  take  the  precedence  of  virtue?  Why  should  we  worship 
the  hideousness  of  vice,  although  the  drapery  of  angels  be 
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gathered  aboat  it?  la  tlie  swfbl  esdmaie  of  eternity,  what  is 
the  fame  of  a  Sfaakspeare,  to  the  beaatifnl  hamility  of  a  heart, 
sanctified  bj  the  approval  of  the  Searcher  of  all  bosoms?  The 
lowliest  taster  of  the  pare  and  living  waters  of  reUgion  is  a 
better  and  wiser  man  than  the  deepest  quaffer  at  the  fount  of 
Helicon :  and  the  humble  follower  of  that  sublime  philosophy 
of  Heaven,  which  the  pride  of  the  human  heart  acconnteth 
foolishness,  is  greater  and  worthier  than  the  skilled  in  human 
science,  whose  learning  and  glory  only  enable  them  "Sapienter 
ad  infermam  descendereJ^ 


HANNAH  FLAQG  GOULD. 

Haw  AH  F.  Gould  was  born  in  Lancaster,  Vermont ;  but  while  yet  a 
child  her  father  removed  to  Newburyport,  Massachusetts.  Soon  after 
this,  she  lost  her  mother,  and  thenceforth  devoted  her  time  to  efaeer 
and  oomfort  her  father,  who  was  in  feeble  health,  and  to  whom  slie 
toaohingly  allades  in  two  or  three  of  her  poems.  She  early  wrote 
for  several  penodioals,  and  in  1B32  her  poetical  pieces  were  oolleeted 
in  a  volame.  In  1835  and  in  1841,  a  second  and  third  volume  ap- 
peared; and  in  1846  she  ooUected  a  volume  of  her  prose  oomposi- 
tioiii,  eaiitlod  "Gathered  Leaves.'*  Of  her  poetry,  a  writer  in  the 
**  Christian  Examiner*' '  remarks  that  it  is  impossible  to  find  fault.  It 
is  80  sweet  and  unpretending,  so  pure  in  purpose,  and  so  gentle  in 
^zpressloii,  that  oritioism  is  disarmed  of  i^l  sevezHj,  and  engaged  to 
say  DOthiBg  of  it  but  good.  It  is  poetry  for  a  sober,  quiet,  kindly- 
ailectio&ed  Christian  heart.  It  is  poetry  for  a  united  family  oirole  in 
their  hours  of  peaoe  and  leisure.  For  such  companionship  it  was 
made,  aad  into  such  it  will  find  and  has  found  its  way. 


A  NAME  IN  THE  SAND. 


Alone  I  walked  the  ooean  strand ; 
A  pearly  shell  was  in  my  hand : 
I  stooped  and  wrote  upon  the  sand 
My  name — the  year — the  day. 


•  Vol.  xlv.  p.  320, 
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Am  cmwafcl  ham  the  tpoi  I  paflBed, 
One  lingering  look  behind  I  oAst : 
A  waye  oame  rolling  high  and  fast. 
And  washed  my  lines  awaj. 

And  80,  methonght,  Hwill  shortlj  be 
With  every  mark  on  earth  from  me  : 
A  wave  of  dark  Oblivion's  sea 

Will  sweep  across  the  plaoe 
Where  I  have  trod  the  sandy  shore 
Of  Time,  and  been  to  be  no  more, 
Of  me — my  day — the  name  I  bore. 

To  leave  nor  track  nor  trace. 

And  yet,  with  Him  who  counts  the  sands. 
And  holds  the  waters  in  his  hands, 
I  know  a  lasting  record  stands, 

Inscribed  against  my  name, 
Of  all  this  mortal  {>art  hath  wrought ; 
Of  all  this  thinking  sool  has  thought : 
And  from  these  fleeting  momenta  caught 

For  glory  or  for  shame. 


THK  PKBBTJB  AND  TBI  ACORN. 

*<  I  am  a  Pebble  I  and  yield  to  n<nie  P' 
Were  the  swelling  words  of  a  tiny  stone — 
**  Nor  time  nor  seasons  can  alter  me ; 
I  am  abiding,  while  ages  flee. 
The  pelting  hail  and  the  diisaling  rain 
Have  tried  t»  soften  me,  long,  in  vain ; 
And  the  tender  dew  has  sought  to  melt 
Or  touch  my  heart ;  but  it  was  not  felt. 
•  There's  none  can  tell  about  my  birth, 
For  Pm  as  old  as  the  big,  round  earth. 
The  children  oi  men  arise,  and  p(»e 
Out  of  the  world,  like  blades  of  grass  ; 
And  many  a  foot  on  me  has  trod. 
That's  gone  from  sight,  and  under  the  sod. 
I  am  a  Pebble  1  but  who  art  thou, 
Rattling  along  from  the  restless  bough  I" 

The  Acorn  was  shocked  at  this  rude  salute. 
And  lay  for  a  moment  abashed  and  mute ; 
She  never  before  had  been  so  near 
This  gravelly  ball,  the  mundane  sphere ; 
And  she  felt  Ibr  a  time  at  a  loss  to  know 
How  to  answer  a  thing  so  coarse  and  low. 
But  to  give  reprof^  of  a  nobler  sort 
Than  the  angry  look,  or  the  keen  rttort, 
At  length  she  said,  in  a  gentle  tone^ 
**  Since  it  has  happened  that  I  am  thrown 
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Down  to  amother  m  kard  and  bmt. 

And  betida  a  persMiage  so  attg««t. 

Abased,  I  will  ooTor  my  hwid  witk  dost. 

And  quickly  retire  from  the  sight  of  one 

Whom  time,  nor  season,  nor  storm,  nor  son. 

Nor  the  gentle  dew,  nor  the  grinding  he^ 

Has  ever  subdued,  or  made  to  feel  1" 

And  soon  in  the  earth  she  sank  away 

From  the  comfortless  spot  where  the  Pebble  lay. 

But  it  was  not  long  ere  the  soil  was  broke 
By  the  peering  head  of  an  infant  oak  t 
And,  as  it  arose,  and  its  branches  spread, 
The  Pebble  looked  up,  and,  wondering,  said, 
'*  A  modest  Acorn — nerer  to  tell 
What  was  inclosed  in  its  simple  shell  I 
That  the  pride  of  the  forest  was  folded  up 
In  the  narrow  spaoe  of  its  little  cup  1 
And  meekly  to  sink  in  the  darkaome  «arth^ 
Which  proTes  that  nothing  could  hide  her  worth ! 
And,  oh !  how  many  will  tread  on  me. 
To  come  and  admire  the  beautiful  tree, 
Whose  head  is  towering  toward  the  sky, 
AboTe  sooh  a  worthless  thing  as  1 1 
Useless  and  vain,  a  cnmberer  here, 
I  have  been  idling  from  year  to  year. 
But  never  from  tibds,  shall  a  vaunting  word 
From  the  humbled  Pebble  again  be  heard. 
Till  something  without  me  or  within 
Shall  show  the  purpose  for  which  I've  been  P 
The  Pebble  its  vow  could  not  forget. 
And  it  lies  there  wrapped  in  silence  yet. 


lis  midnight — all  is  peace  profound ! 
Bat,  lo  I  upon  the  murmuring  ground. 
The  lonely,  swelling,  hunying  sound 

Of  distant  wheels  is  beard  I 
They  oome— tkey  pause  a  moment— when. 
Their  charge  resigned,  th^  start,  and  then 
Are  gene,  and  all  is  hushed  again. 

As  not  a  lei^  had  atirred. 

Hast  thou  a  parent  ftur  away, 

A  beauteous  child,  to  be  thy  stay, 

In  life's  decline— or  sisters,  they 

Who  shared  thine  infant  glee  f 
A  brother  on  a  foreign  shore  f 
Is  he  whose  breast  thy  token  bore, 
Or  are  thy  treasures  wandering  o'er 

A  wide,  tumultuous  sea  f 
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If  M^  like  thetw,  than  tbra  mmi  fed 
The  ratUkig  of  that  reokleea  whe^ 
Thai  biizigs  tke  bright  or  boding  maI 

Ob  evorj  trembling  thread 
That  strings  thy  heart,  till  mom  i^)pearSy 
To  crown  thy  hopes,  or  end  thy  fears, 
To  light  thy  smile,  or  draw  thy  tears, 

As  line  on  line  is  read. 

Perhaps  thy  treasure 's  in  the  deep, 

Thy  lover  in  a  dreamless  sleep, 

Thy  brother  where  thou  canst  not  weep 

Upon  his  distant  grare  I 
Thy  parent's  hoary  head  no  more 
May  shed  a  silver  lustre  o'er 
His  children  grouped — nor  death  restore 

Thy  son  from  out  the  wave  I 

Thy  ijrattler's  tongue,  perhaps,  is  stilled. 

Thy  sister's  lip  is  pale  and  ohiiled. 

Thy  blooming  bride,  perohanoe,  has  filled 

Her  comer  of  the  tombw 
May  be,  the  home  where  all  thy  sweet 
And  tender  recollections  meet. 
Has  shown  its  flaming  winding-sheet 

In  midnight's  awful  gloom  I 

And  while,  alternate,  o'er  my  soul 
Those  cold  or  burning  wheels  will  roll 
Their  chill  or  heat,  beyond  control, 

Till  mom  shall  bring  relief — 
Father  in  heaven,  whate'er  may  be 
The  cup  which  thou  hast  sent  for  me, 
I  know  'tis  good,  prepared  by  thee. 

Though  filled  with  Joy  or  griet 


F0RX8T  MtJSIO. 

There  's  a  sad  loneliness  about  my  heart — 
A  deep,  deep  solitude  the  spirit  feels 
Amid  this  multitude.    The  things  of  art 
Pall  on  the  senses—from  its  pageantry, 
Loathing,  my  eye  turns  off;  and  my  ear  shrinks 
From  the  harsh  dissonance  that  fills  the  air. 

My  soul  is  growing  siok — I  will  away 
And  gather  balm  from  a  sweet  forest  walk ! 
There,  as  the  breezes  through  the  branches  sweep, 
Is  heard  aerial  minstrelsy,  like  harps 
Untouched,  unseen,  that  on  the  spirit's  ear 
Pour  out  their  numbers  till  they  lull  in  peace 
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The  tiimiiU«f  Um  homm.    Thera^  a  TOto» 

Of  musio  in  the  rattUag  of  the  kavet  t 

And  the  green  boiighB  »Be  fanag  with  Hviag  Intel, 

Whose  strings  will  onljr  Tibrate  to  His  head 

Who  made  them,  while  thej  aoond  his  nntaoght  praise  1 

The  wh<de  wild  wood  is  one  vast  instrnment 
Of  thousand,  thousand  keys ;  and  all  its  notes 
Come  in  sweet  harmony,  while  Nature  plaji 
To  celebrate  the  preoenoe  of  her  God. 


THE  SNOWFLARS. 

"Now,  If  I  f5»n,  win  tt  be  my  lot 

To  be  east  in  some  lone  and  lowly  sjiot. 

To  melt,  and  to  sink  unseen,  or  forgot  f 

And  there  will  my  course  be  ended  f*' 
'Twas  this  a  feathery  Snowilake  said, 
As  down  through  measureless  space  it  strayed, 
Or  as,  half  by  dalliance,  half  afraid, 

It  seemed  in  mid  air  suspended. 

**  Oh,  no  1  *'  said  the  Earth,  <«  thou  shalt  not  lie 
Neglected  and  lone  on  my  lap  to  die, 
Thou  pure  and  delicate  child  of  the  sky  1 

For  thou  wilt  be  safe  in  my  keeping. 
But,  then,  I  must  give  thee  a  lovelier  form — 
Thou  wilt  not  be  a  part  of  the  wintry  storm. 
But  revive,  when  the  sunbeams  are  yellow  and  warm, 

And  the  flowers  from  my  bosom  are  x>eeping  I 

*<  And  then  thou  shalt  have  thy  choice,  to  be 
Bestored  in  the  lily  that  decks  the  lea, 
In  the  Jessamine  bloom,  the  anemone. 

Or  aught  of  thy  spotless  whiteness ; 
To  melt,  and  be  cast  in  a  glittering  bead 
With  the  pearls  that  the  night  scatters  over  the  mead, 
In  the  cup  where  the  bee  and  the  firefly  feed, 

BegainUig  thy  dazzling  bri^^tness. 

**  I'll  let  thee  awake  from  tliy  transient  sleep. 
When  Viola's  mild  blue  eye  shall  weep, 
In  a  tremulous  tear ;  or,  a  diamond,  leap 

In  a  drop  from  the  unlocked  fountain ; 
Or,  leaving  the  valley,  the  meadow,  and  heath, 
The  streamlet,  the  flowers,  and  all  beneath, 
Go  up  and  he  wove  in  the  silvery  wreath 

Bnoircling  the  brow  of  the  mountain. 

"  Or  wouldst  thou  return  to  a  liome  in  the  skies, 
To  shine  in  the  Iris  I'll  let  thee  arise, 
And  appear  in  the  many  and  glorious  dyes 
A  pencil  of  sunbeams  is  blending ! 
57* 
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But  trae^  Uiw  t^k%  as  my  aftme  is  BsrUi, 
111  give  thee  »  new  and  venial  hkrHL, 
When  ihira  ahalt  reoorer  thj  primal  worth. 
And  mtfvw  regret  deeoendkig  1 " 

**  Then  I  will  drop,^  said  the  trusting  Flake, 
**  But,  hear  it  in  mind,  that  the  choice  I  make 
Is  not  in  the  flowers  nor  the  dew  to  awake ; 

Nor  the  mist,  that  shaU  -ptuM  with  the  morning: 
For,  things  of  thyself,  they  will  die  wHh  thee ; 
But  those  that  are  lent  from  on  high,  like  me. 
Must  rise,  and  will  live,  from  thy  dust  set  free. 

To  the  regions  ahove  returning. 

**  And  if  true  to  thy  word  and  Just  thou  art, 
Like  the  spirit  that  dwells  in  the  hoUest  heart. 
Unsullied  by  thee,  thou  wilt  let  me  depart. 

And  return  to  my  native  heaven. 
For  I  would  be  placed  in  the  beautiful  bow 
From  time  to  time,  in  thy  sight  to  glow ; 
Bo  thou  mayst  remember  the  Flake  of  Snow 

By  the  promise  that  God  hath  given  1 " 


THX  WIBIDa 

We  come !  we  come  I  and  ye  feel  our  might, 
As  we're  hastening  on  in  our  boundless  flight, 
And  over  the  mountains  and  over  the  deep 
Our  broad,  invisible  pinions  sweep, 
Like  the  spirit  of  Liberty,  wild  and  f^ee  t 
And  ye  look  on  our  works,  and  own  'tis  wt ; 
Ye  call  us  the  Winds :  but  can  ye  tell 
Whither  we  go,  or  where  we  dwell  ? 

Te  mark,  as  we  vaiy  our  forms  of  i>ower. 

And  fell  the  forests,  or  fan  the  flower, 

When  the  harebell  moves,  and  the  rush  is  bent, 

When  the  tower 's  o'erthrown,  and  the  oak  is  rent, 

As  we  waft  the  bark  o'er  the  slumbering  wave^ 

Or  hurry  its  crew  to  a  watery  grave ; 

And  ye  say  it  is  we  I — but  can  ye  trace 

The  wandering  winds  to  their  secret  place  ? 

And,  whether  our  breath  be  loud  or  high, 
Or  come  in  a  soft  and  balmy  sigh. 
Our  threatenings  fill  the  soul  with  fear. 
Or  our  gentle  whisperings  woo  the  ear 
With  music  aerial,  still  'tis  we. 
And  ye  list  and  ye  Iqok ;  but  what  do  ye  see  ? 
Can  ye  hush  one  sound  of  our  voice  to  peace. 
Or  waken  one  note  when  our  numbers  cease  f 
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Oar  dwelling  U  in  tbe  Almightgr's  hwid; 
We  come  and  we  go  at  his  oommand* 
Though  Joy  or  sorrow  may  mark  oar  iraok, 
His  wiU  is  oar  guide,  and  we  look  not  back : 
And  if  in  our  wrath  ye  would  turn  us  away, 
Or  win  us  in  gentle  airs  to  play, 
Then  lift  up  your  hearts  to  Him  who  binds 
Or  frees,  as  he  will,  the  obedient  winds. 


OLIVER  WBNDELL  HOLMSS. 

OLnrsB  Wbhdell  Holmes,  M.  D.,  the  poet-physioian,  ia  the  son  of  the 
Bev.  Abiel  Holmes,  D.  D.,  of  Cambridge,  Massachusetts,  the  author  of 
the  **  Annals  of  America."  He  was  bom  on  the  29th  of  August,  1809, 
and  entered  Harvard  University  in  1825.  After  graduating,  he  studied 
medicine.  In  1833,  he  went  to  Europe,  returned  home  in  1835,  and 
commenced  the  practice  of  medicine  in  Boston  the  following  year.  In 
1838,  he  was  elected  Professor  of  Anatomy  and  Physiology  in  the 
Medical  School  of  Dartmouth  College.  This  professorship  he  resigned 
on  his  marriage  in  1840,  and,  in  1847,  he  was  elected  to  the  chair  of 
Anatomy  in  Harvard  University,  vacated  by  the  resignation  of  Dr. 
John  C.  Warren,  which  he  still  Alls.  In  1849,  he  relinquished  practice, 
and  fixed  his  summer  residence  in  Pittsfleld,  Beikshire  County,  Mas- 
sachusetts. 

Dr.  Holmes  has  written  a  number  of  prize  medical  essays,  and  has 
contributed  occasionally  to  medical  Journals,  but  he  is  far  better 
known  to  the  public  by  his  poems,  which,  by  the  exuberance  of  their 
wit,  have  made  his  name  universally  i>opnlar.  He  has  been  not 
unaptly  called  the  Hood  of  America,  for  while  he  has  quite  as  much 
humor  and  playful  fancy  as  his  transatlantic  prototype,  he  has  shown 
that,  like  Hood,  he  can  write  in  a  serious  and  pathetic  vein  that  stirs 
the  depths  of  the  soul.  The  following  are  among  his  best  humorous 
pieces: — 

MY  AUNT. 

My  aunt !  my  dear  unmarried  aunt  1 

Long  years  have  o'er  her  liown ; 
Yet  still  she  strains  the  aching  clasp 

That  binds  her  virgin  zone 
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I  knovr  H  Irarts  her— though  th«  Uoks 

As  oheerAil  as  sh«  eAa ; 
Her  waist  ie  ampler  than  her  life, 

F6r  life  l8  bntu  «pan. 

If 7  aant,  my  poer  <b^«ded  AUAt  I  ^ 

Her  hair  is  almooi  graj ; 
Why  will  aha  train  that  winter  «url 

In  each  a  spring-like  way  f 
How  can  she  lay  her  glasses  down, 

And  say  she  reads  as  well, 
When,  through  a  doable  oonrex  lens, 

She  jnst  makes  ont  to  spell  ? 

Herfkther — grandpapa  I  forgive 

This  erring  lip  its  smiles — 
Vowed  she  should  make  the  ilnest  girl 

Within  a  hundred  miles. 
He  «ent  her  to  a  ttj^h  sohool ; 

'Twaa  in  her  thirteenth  June ; 
And  with  her,  as  the  rules  required^ 

**  Two  towels  and  a  spoon." 

1%ej  hraoed  my  «ant  against  a  hotod. 

To  make  her  straight  and  tall ; 
They  Laced  her  up,  they  starred  her  down, 

To  make  her  light  and  small ; 
They  pinched  her  fe«t,  they  singed  her  hair, 

Ihey  screwed  it  up  with  pins — 
O  never  mortal  suffered  more 

In  penance  for  her  sins. 

So,  when  my  precious  aunt  was  done, 

My  grandsire  brought  her  back ; 
(By  daylight,  lest  some  rabid  youth 

Might  follow  on  the  track ;) 
"Ah!"  said  my  grandsire,  as  he  shook 

Some  powder  in  his  pan, 
"  What  could  this  lovely  creature  do 

Against  a  desperate  man  f  *' 

Alas  I  nor  chariot,  nor  barouche, 

Kor  bandit  cavalcade 
Tore  from  the  trembling  father's  arms 

His  all-accomplished  maid. 
For  her  how  happy  had  it  been  t 

And  Heaven  had  spared  to  me 
To  see  one  sad,  ungathered  rose 

On  my  ancestral  tree. 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


OUTBB  WminCL  BOUCIB.  681 


THS  BALLAD  01*  THX  0T8TSBBCAN. 

It  was  a  tall  young  oyttennan  liTod  by  the  riyer-side, 
Hia  shop  was  Just  upon  the  bank,  his  boat  was  on  the  tide ; 
The  daughter  of  a  fisherman,  that  was  so  straight  and  slim, 
Liyed  over  on  the  other  bank,  right  opposite  to  him. 

It  was  the  pensive  oysterman  that  saw  a  lor^y  maid, 
Upon  a  moonlight  evening,  a  sitting  in  the  shade ; 
He  saw  her  wave  her  handkendiief^  as  mnoh  as  if  to  say, 
"  I'm  wide  awake,  yonng  oysterman,  and  -all  the  iSolks  away." 

Then  up  arose  the  <^terman,  and  to  himself  said  he, 

**  I  guess  111  leave  the  skiff  at  home,  for  fear  that  folks  should  see ; 

I  read  it  in  the  stoiy-book,  that,  for  to  kiss  his  dear, 

Leander  swam  the  Hellespont — and  I  will  swim  this  here." 

And  he  has  leaped  into  the  waves,  and  crossed  the  shining  stream. 
And  he  has  clambered  up  the  bank,  all  in  the  moonlight  gleam ; 
O  there  were  kisses  sweet  as  dew,  and  words  as  soft  as  rain — 
But  they  have  heard  her  father's  step,  and  in  he  leaps  again! 

Out  spoke  the  ancient  fisherman — "  0  what  was  that,  my  daughter  ?" 
^  Twas  nothing  but  a  pebble,  sir,  I  threw  into  the  water;" 
''And  what  is  that^  pray  tell  me,  love,  that  paddles  off  so  fisst  ?" 
**  It's  nothing  but  a  porpoise,  sir,  that's  been  a  swimming  past." 

Out  spoke  the  ancient  fisherman — ''  Now  bring  me  my  harpoon  1 

111  get  into  my  fishing-boat,  and  fix  the  fellow  soon ;" 

Down  fell  that  pretty  innocent,  as  falls  a  snow-white  lamb, 

Her  hair  drooped  round  her  pallid  cheeks,  like  sea-weed  on  a  olam. 

Alas  for  those  two  loving  ones  1  she  waked  not  from  her  swound, 
And  he  was  taken  with  the  cramp,  and  in  the  waves  was  drowned ; 
But  Fate  has  metamorphosed  them  in  pity  of  their  woe. 
And  now  they  keep  anoyster-shop  for  mermaids  down  below. 


THE  TBXADMILL  BONO. 

The  stars  are  rolling  in  the  sky, 

The  earth  rolls  on  below. 
And  we  can  feel  the  rattling  wheel 

Revolving  as  we  go. 
Then  tread  away,  my  gallant  boys, 

And  make  the  axle  fiy ; 
Why  should  not  wheels  go  round  about 

Like  planets  in  the  sky  ? 
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Wake  ap,  wake  up,  my  duck-legged  mao, 

And  stir  jour  solid  pegs ; 
Arouse,  arouse,  my  gawkjr  friend, 

And  shake  your  spider  legs ; 
What  though  you're  awkward  at  the  trade, 

There's  time  enough  to  learn— 
80  lean  upon  the  rail,  my  lad, 

And  take  another  turn. 

TheyVe  built  us  up  a  noble  wall, 

To  keep  the  vulgar  out ; 
We're  nothing  in  the  world  to  do. 

But  Just  to  walk  about ; 
So  faster,  now,  yon  middle  men, 

And  try  to  beat  the  ends — 
It's  pleasant  work  to  ramble  round 

Among  one's  honest  firiends. 

Hem,  tread  upon  the  loi^  man'i  toet, 

He  sha'n't  be  lazy  here — 
And  punch  the  little  fellow*8  ribs, 

And  tweak  that  lubber's  ear — 
He's  lost  them  both — don't  pull  his  hair. 

Because  he  wears  a  scratch, 
But  poke  him  in  the  further  eye, 

That  isn't  in  the  patch. 

Haik  I  fellowB,  there's  the  supper^bell, 

And  so  our  work  hi  done ; 
It's  pretty  sport — suppose  we  take 

A  round  or  two  for  fun  I 
If  ever  they  should  turn  me  out, 

When  I  have  better  grown. 
Now  hang  me,  but  I  mean  to  have 

A  tueadmiU  at  my  own  I 


THE  SEPTEMBER  OALB. 

I'm  not  a  chicken ;  I  have  seen 

Full  maoy  a  chill  Bei»tember, 
And  though  I  was  a  youngster  then, 

That  gale  I  well  remember ; 
The  day  before,  my  kite-string  snapped, 

And,  Imy  kite  pursuing. 
The  wind  whisked  off  my  palm-leaf  hat — 

For  me,  two  storms  were  brewing ! 

It  came  as  quarrels  sometimes  do. 
When  married  folks  get  clashing; 

There  was  a  heavy  sigh  or  two, 
Before  the  fire  was  flashing — 
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A  litUe  stir  among  the  olondt , 

Before  they  rent  aaander — 
A  little  rocklag  of  the  trees, 

And  then  came  on  the  thander. 

Lord !  how  the  ponds  and  rirers  balled, 

And  how  the  shingles  rattled  f 
And  oaks  were  soatter^  on  the  ground 

As  if  the  Titans  battled; 
And  all  above  was  in  a  bewl^ 

And  all  below  a  oUtler — 
The  earth  was  like  a  frjing-pan, 

Or  some  snch  hissing  matter. 

It  ohanoed  to  be  oar  washing-daj, 

And  all  onr  things  were  drying : 
The  storm  came  roaring  through  the  lines. 

And  set  them  all  a  flying ; 
I  saw  the  shirts  and  petticoats 

Go  riding  off  like  witehes ; 
I  lost,  ah  I  bitterly  I  wept— 

I  lost  my  Snnday  breeches  1  ^ 

I  saw  them  straddling  through  the  air, 

Alas  1  too  late  to  win  them ; 
I  saw  them  chase  the  cloads,  as  if 

The  devil  had  been  in  them ; 
They  were  my  darlingn  and  my  pride. 

My  boyhood's  only  riches — 
«*  Farewell,  farewell,"  I  faintly  cried— 

"  My  breeches  I  0  my  breeches !" 

That  night  I  saw  them  in  my  dreams, 

How  changed  from  what  I  knew  them ! 
The  dews  had  steeped  their  faded  threads, 

The  winds  had  whistled  through  them  ; 
I  saw  the  wide  and  ghastly  rents 

Where  demon  claws  had  torn  them ; 
A  hole  was  in  their  amplest  part, 

As  if  an  imp  had  worn  them. 

I  have  had  many  happy  yeara, 

And  tailors  kind  and  clever, 
But  those  young  pantaloons  have  gone. 

For  ever  and  for  ever ! 
And  not  till  fitte  has  cut  the  last 

Of  all  my  earthly  stitches, 
This  aching  heart  shall  cease  to  monm 

My  loved,  my  long-lost  breeches ! 
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THE  MTJSIC-ORINDERS. 

Then  are  three  ways  in  wUoh  men  take 
One*B  money  from  his  purse, 

And  very  hard  it  is  to  tell 

Which  of  the  three  is  worse ; 

Bat  all  of  them  are  bad  enough 
To  make  a  body  carae«    * 

Ton*re  riding  out  some  pleasant  day, 
And  counting  np  yonr  gains ; 

A  fellow  Jumps  from  out  a  bush 
And  takes  your  horse's  reiaSi 

Another  hints  some  words  about 
A  bullet  in  your  brains* 

It's  hard  to  meet  such  pressing  friends 

In  such  a  lonely  spot ; 
It's  very  hard  to  lose  your  cash, 

But  harder  to  be  shot ; 
And  so  you  take  your  wallet  out, 

Though  you  would  rather  not. 

Perhaps  you're  going  out  to  dine — 

Some  filthy  creature  begs 
You'll  hear  about  the  cannon-ball 

That  carried  off  his  pegs, 
And  says  it  is  a  dreadful  thing 

For  men  to  lose  their  legs. 

He  tells  you  of  his  starving  wife. 

His  children  to  be  fed, 
Poor  little,  lovely  innocents, 

All  clamorous  for  bread — 
And  so  yon  kindly  help  to  put 

A  bachelor  to  bed. 

You're  sitting  on  your  window-seat 
Beneath  a  oloudless  moon ; 

You  hear  a  sound,  that  seems  to  wear 
The  semblance  of  a  tune, 

As  if  a  broken  fife  should  strive 
To  drown  a  cracked  bassoon* 

And  nearer,  nearer  still,  the  tide 

Of  music  seems  to  come, 
There's  something  like  a  human  voice, 

And  something  like  a  drum  ; 
You  sit,  in  speechless  agony, 

Until  your  ear  is  numb. 
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Poor  **  homo,  swoot  homo,"  shoiiUl  toov  to  bo 

A  rerj  diimal  pUoo ; 
Tour  **  aald  aeqmamtanoo,"  all  al  onoo, 

Is  altored  in  the  £aco ; 
Their  discords  sting  through  Boms  and  Moore, 

Like  hedgehogs  dressed  in  lace. 

Ton  think  they  are  orasadera,  sent 

-  From  some  infernal  elime, 
To  plnok  the  eyes  of  Sentiment, 

And  dock  the  tail  of  Rhyme, 
To  oraok  the  voice  of  Melody, 

And  break  the  legs  of  Time. 

But  hark  1  the  afr  again  is  still,  i 

The  music  all  is  ground ; 
And  silence,  like  a  poaltfce,  oomes 

To  heal  the  blows  of  sound ; 
It  cannot  be  —  it  is  —  it  is  — 

A  hat  is  going  round ! 

No !  Pay  the  dentist  when  he  leaves 

A  fracture  in  your  jaw, 
And  pay  the  owner  of  the  imn  r, 

That  stunned  you  with  his  paw. 
And  buy  the  lobster,  that  has  had 

Tour  knuckles  in  his  claw ; 

But  if  you  are  a  portly  man, 

Put  on  your  fiercest  frown. 
And  talk  about  a  constable 

To  turn  them  out  of  town ; 
Then  close  your  sentence  with  an  oath, 

And  shut  the  window  down  I 

And  if  you  are  a  slender  man, 

Not  big  enough  for  that, 
Or,  if  you  cannot  ^ake  a  speech, 

Because  you  are  a  flat. 
Go  veiy  quietly  and  drop 

A  button  in  the  hat  t 


THE  HEIGHT  OF  THE  RIDICULOUS. 

I  wrote  some  lines  once  on  a  time 
In  wondrous  merry  mood, 

And  thought,  as  usual,  men  would  say 
They  were  exceeding  good. 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


CM 


TImj  ir«f«  flo  qnesr,  to  Teij  qaeflr, 

I  laughed  as  I  would  dM ; 
Albeit,  in  the  general  way, 

A  sober  man  am  I. 

I  called  my  serrant,  and  he  came ; 

How  kind  it  was  of  him, 
To  mind  a  slender  man  like  me. 

He  of  the  mightj  limbl 

•*  These  to  the  printer,"  !  exclaimed, 
And,  in  my  hnmorons  way, 

I  added  (as  a  trifling  jest), 

"  Therell  be  the  devil  to  p«y." 

He  took  the  paper,  and  I  watdhed, 
And  saw  him  peep  within; 

At  the  first  line  he  read,  his  face 
Was  all  upon  the  giin. 

He  read  the  next ;  the  grin  grew  broad, 

And  shot  from  ear  to  ear ; 
He  read  the  third ;  a  chnokling  noise 

I  now  began  to  hear. 

The  fourth ;  he  broke  into  a  roar ; 

The  fifth ;  his  waistband  split ; 
The  sixth ;  he  burst  fire  buttons  off^ 

And  tumbled  in  a  fit. 

Ten  dSiys  and  nights,  with  skiepless  eye, 
I  watched  that  wretched  man. 

And  since,  I  neirer  dare  to  write 
As  funny  as  I  can. 


ANNE  PKYRB  DINNIES. 

Annb  Pbtbb  Din  nibs  is  the  daughter  of  Judge  Shackelford,  of 
Georgetown,  South  Carolina.  When  a  child,  her  father  removed  to 
Charleston,  where  she  was  educated.  For  many  years  she  wrote 
poetiy  for  various  magazines,  under  the  signature  of  '*Moina."  In 
1830,  she  was  married  to  Mr.  John  C.  Dinnies,  of  St.  Louis,  Missouri, 
where  she  resided  for  many  years.  Recently  her  husband  removed* 
to  New  Orleans,  where  she  now  lives.  In  1846,  she  published  a  richly 
illustrated  volume,  entitled  the  "  Floral  Year."  Her  pieces  celebrating 
the  domestic  aflfections  are  marked  by  unusual  grace  and  tenderness, 
of  which  the  following  are  fair  si>ecimen8. 
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THB  WIFE. 


**  She  Hang  ker  white  armt  ftronad  kUft— Thou  vi  $11 
Thftt  this  pQur  hMrt  oaa  cling  to." 

I  coald  h&Te  stemmed  misfortune's  tide, 

And  borne  the  rich  one's  sneer, 
Have  braved  the  hanghtj  glance  of  pcide, 

Nor  shed  a  single  tear. 
I  could  have  smUed  on  every  blow 

Prom  Life's  fall  quiver  thrown. 
While  I  might  gase  on  thee,  and  know 

I  should  not  be  **  alone." 

I  could — I  think  I  «ould  have  brooked, 

E'en  for  a  time,  thafc  thou 
Upon  my  fading  face  hadst  looked 

With  less  of  love  than  now ; 
For  then  I  should  at  least  have  felt 

The  sweet  hope  still  voj  own, 
To  win  thee  back,  and,  whilst  I  dwelt 

On  earth,  not  been  ^  alone." 

But  thus  to  see,  from  day  to  day. 

Thy  brightening  eye  and  cheek, 
And  watch  th^  life-sands  waste  away 

Unnambeted,  slowly,  meek ; 
To  meet  thy  smiles  of  tenderness, 

And  catch  the  feeble  tone 
Of  kindness,  ever  breathed  to  bless, 

And  feel,  I'll  be  "alone;" 

To  mark  thy  strength  each  hour  decay, 

And  yet  thy  hopes  grow  stronger. 
As  filled  with  heavenward  trust,  they  say, 

"  Earth  may  not  claim  thee  longer ;" 
Nay,  dearest,  'tis  too  much — this  heart 

Must  break  when  thou  art  gone : 
It  must  not  be ;  we  may  not  part ; 

I  could  not  live  "  alone !" 


TO  MY  husband's  FIRST  GRAY  HATB. 

"  I  know  thee  not — I  loathe  thj  race ; 
Bat  la  thf  linoaments  I  tnoe 
What  time  «hall  atreagthen— not  elaeeu" 

Oiaour. 

Thou  Strange,  unbidden  guest  1  from  whence 

Thus  early  hast  thou  come  ? 
And  wherefore  ?    Rude  intruder,  bonce ! 

And  seek  some  fitter  home ! 
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These  rich  young  locks  are  all  too  dear — 
Indeed,  thou  mnst  not  linger  herel 

Go !  take  thy  sober  aspect  where 

The  youthfal  cheek  is  foding, 
Or  find  some  farrowed  brow,  which  Care 

And  Passion  have  been  shading ; 
And  add  thy  sad,  malignant  trace, 
To  mar  the  aged  or  augoished  face ! 

Thou  wilt  not  go  f    Then  answer  me, 
And  tell  what  brought  thee  here  I 

Not  one  of  all  thy  tribe  I  see 
Beside  thyself  appear, 

And,  through  these  bright  and  clustering  curls. 

Thou  ahinest,  a  tiny  th^ad  of  pearls. 

Thou  art  a  moraliM?  ah,  well  t 
And  comest  from  Wisdom's  land, 

A  few  sage  axioms  just  to  tell  f 
Well !  well  I  I  understand— 

Old  Truth  has  sent  thee  here  to  bear 

The  maxims  which  we  fain  muat  hear. 

And  now,  as  I  observe  thee  nearer, 
Thou  'rt  pretty — very  pretty — quite 

As  glossy  and  as  fair — ^nay,  fairer 
Than  these,  but  not  so  bright ; 

And  since  thou  came  Truth's  nMeeenger, 

Thou  Shalt  remain,  and  speak  of  her. 

She  says  thou  art  a  herald,  sent 

In  kind  and  friendly  warning, 
To  mix  with  locks  by  Beauty  blent, 

(The  fair  young  brow  adorning,) 
And  'midst  their  wild  luxuriance  taught 
To  show  thyself,  and  waken*  thought. 

That  thought,  which  to  the  dreamer  preaches 

A  lesson  stem  as  true, 
That  all  things  pass  away,  and  teaches 

How  youth  must  vanish  too ! 
And  thou  wert  sent  to  rouse  anew 
This  thought,  whene'er  thou  meet'st  the  view. 

And  comes  there  not  a  whispering  sound, 
A  low,  faint,  murmuring  breath. 

Which,  as  thou  movest,  floats  around 
Like  Echoes  in  their  death  f 

"  Time  onward  sweeps,  youth  flies,  prepare*^ — 

Such  iB  thine  mrand,  First  Gray  Hair. 
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CHARLES  SUMNER. 

This  distingnlslied  scholar,  Jtirist,  statosman,  and  pUlaM&ropiflt* 
is  the  son  of  Charles  Pincknej  Bnnmer,  for  some  yean  sheriiT  of  Suf- 
folk Conntj,  and  was  bom  in  Boston,  Jannary  6th,  1811.  After  suit- 
able preparation  at  the  **  Boston  Public  Latin  School,^  he  entered  Bar- 
nard College  in  1826,  and  in  1881  commenced  his  sliidies  at  the 
Cambridge  law  school,  where  he  applied  himseK  With  the  greatest 
indnstrj  to  obtain  a  thorough  knowledge  of  his  profession.  While 
yet  a  student,  he  wrote  several  arttoles  for  the  "  Ameiiean  Jnrist," 
which  attracted  attention  by  their  learning  and  ability,  and  before  his 
admission  to  the  bar,  he  became  the  editor  d  that  periodical^  which 
jMsiUon  he  occupied  for  three  years.  In  1884,  he  was  admitted  to 
the  bar,  and  commenced  the  practice  of  his  iMrofession  in  Boston* 
HaTing  been  appointed  reporter  to  the  Circnit  Court,  he  published 
three  volumes  known  as  ^  Sumner^  Repmis."  During  this  time,  he 
frequently  lectured  at  the  Cambridge  law  sdhool  by  invitation  of  the 
Faculty.  In  1886,  he  edited  "  A  Treatise  on  the  Practice  of  the  Courts 
of  Admiralty  in  Civil  Causes  of  Haritime  Jurisdiction,  by  Andrew 
Dunlap,"  adding  an  "  Appendix,"  equal  in  extent  to  the  original  work. 
In  1897,  he  visited  Europe,  where  he  remained  three  yean,  enjoying 
unusual  advantages  of  social  interooune  with  the  most  distinguished 
men  of  the  day. 

On  his  return  from  Europe,  Mr.  Sumner  again  lectured  at  Cambridge, 
and  in  1844  edited  an  edition  of  ''Vesey's  Reports,"  in  twenty  vol- 
umes, to  ^^ich  he  contributed  numerous  valuable  notes  and  treatises 
on  the  points  in  question.  In  1845,  on  tiie  death  of  Judge  Story,  Mr* 
Sumner  was  universally  spoken  of  as  his  At  suoeeasor  in  the  Law 
School ;  but,  as  he  expressed,  decidedly,  his  disinclination  to  accept 
the  post,  it  was  not  tendered  to  him.  It  was  in  this  year  that  he  took 
a  position  as  bold  as  it  was  novel,  and  so  signally  distinguished  him- 
self as  the  friend  of  Peace  by  his  "Oration  on  the  True  Grandeur  of 
JNations,"  delivered  before  the  authorities  of  the  city  of  Boston,  July 
4th.« 

*  Well  and  beautifally  was  it  thai  written  by  Edmund  Burke's  sohoolmai- 
ter — Abraham  Shaokleton  :  *'  The  memory  of  Edmund  Burke's  philanthro- 
pio  virtues  will  outlive  the  period  when  his  shining  political  talents  will  cease 
to  act.  New  fashions  of  political  sentiment  will  exist ;  but  Philaktbropt 
— IMMORTALE  MANET." 

*  It  had  been  customary,  "from  time  immemorial,"  for  the  authorities  of 
Boston  to  appoint  some  one  to  delirer  an  oration  before  them  and  the  i 
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From  this  time  fSorwaid,  Mr.  Sumner  took  a  more  prominent  part  is 
pablio  aAUrs,  always  espousing  the  cause  of  libertj,  to  whieh  ha  has 
ever  proved  faithful.  He  eadj  opposed  the  annexation  of  Texas ;  and 
when  the  Whig  partj  in  Massaohnsetts,  in  1848,  would  not  aot  up 
to  its  proiMfiona  a^iainstthai  iniqoitoiu  soheme,  he  abandoned  it,  and 
iH^Uied  ihe  cause  of  Mr*  Van  Buien.  In  1861,  he  was  Mecied  to  the 
Senate  ot  the  United  States,  from  Masaaohuaetts,  as  the  anoeesaor  oi 
Mr.  WeMer,  and  sooft  distinguished  himself  as  one  of  the  reiy  ablest 
and  moat  eloquent,  as  all  acknowledged  him  the  most  leamad,  of  that 
bed/.  On  the  26th  of  Angnst,  1852,  he  daliTered  his  maaterijr  and 
onasfwesaUe  speech  on  the  mnoonatltutionall^,  as  well  as  the  Inha- 
tent  wipkedneM  of  the  '*  FugiUre  Slave  BiU."i  From  that  tuna  for- 
ward^ he  mingled  more  freely  in  debate,  and  was  always  ready  wtth 
his  learning,  logic,  and  eloquence  to  defend  the  cause  of  Freedom  from 
the  assaults  of  its  enemies.  So  powerful  were  his  efforts,  so  oonrinc- 
ing  his  words,  so  unanswerable  his  positions,  that  some  of  the  moia 
violent  slaveholding  members  of  the  Senate  and  the  House  felt  that 
he  mast  be  silenced,  and  employed  one  Preston  S.  Brooks,  a  member 
of  the  House  from  South  Carolina,  to  do  the  work.  On  the  22d  of  Ma7t 
1856,  he,  aooompanied  by  L.  M.  Eeitt,  of  the  same  House  and  from  the 
same  State,  entered  the  Senate  chamber,  after  the  adjournment  of  the 
Senate,  and  seeing  Mr.  Sumner  aeated  in  his  own  arm-chair  writing  at 
his  desk  (which  was  fastened  to  the  floor),  approached  him  with  a 
heavy  cane,  and  by  one  severe  blow  upon  the  head,  stunned  him  m> 
that  he  fell  upon  his  desk.  In  endeavoring  to  extricate  himaetf  from 
his  seat,  Mr.  Sumner  wrenched  the  desk  from  its  fastening,  and  fell 
upon  the  floor.  His  assailant  renewed  the  blows  qpon  the  head  of  his 
ptoatiate  victim,  until,  after  mote  than  a  dosen  had  been  given,  ha 
was  stopped  by  some  members  of  tly  Senate,  who  happened  to  be  pre- 
sent. Mr,  Sumner  was  taken  to  his  lodgings  in  a  carriage^  so  severely 
injured  that  it  was  thought  he  eould  not  recover.  The  news  of  this 
highhanded  assault  upon  such  a  man,  and  in  such  a  plaoe,  ran  like 

bled  oitiicDi  and  military,  on  the  aaniTersary  of  onr  national  indepeadenee. 
These  orations,  though  often  eloquent  and  learned,  were  generally  east  in 
about  the  same  monld— that  of  national  vanity  and  milita^  glory.  It  was 
left  fbr  Charles  Sumner  to  strike  out  in  an  entirely  new  palh,  and  to  show 
by  rare  eloquenoe,  learning,  and  by  an  array  of  facts  and  figuree  not  to  be 
gainsaid,  on  the  cost,  the  horrors,  and  the  ineffioaoy  of  war,  that  the  **  True 
Grandeur  of  Nations*'  consists  In  cultiTating  the  arts  of  peace,  and  the 
institutions  of  learning. 

'  The  following  admirable  sentiment  fVom  Oliver  Cromwell  was  printed 
on  the  title-page  of  this  speech :  "If  any  man  thinks  that  the  interests  of 
these  nations,  and  the  interests  of  Ohriatianity,  are  two  separate  and  distinot 
th^gs,  I  wish  my  soul  may  never  enter  into  his  secret." 
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UghtQing  tbrotti^  the  nation,  and  aronsed  tbe  deepest  indignatkA  in 
erery  manlj  breast.  >  Hnndreda  of  meetings  were  oonyened  in  ihe  firee 
States  to  take  the  subject  into  oonsideration,  and  jresolntions  of  the 
strongeat  kind  were  passed,  eondemnatorj  of  the  ontrage,  and  sympa- 
thizing with,  and  Kp^anrfing  the  oanse  of  the  ekiqiunt  nScnt.  For 
weeks,  Mr.  Sumner  was  confined  to  his  room  and  bed;  bnt  he  gndii- 
ally  gained  strength,  and  hoped  strongly  that  he  might  be  able  to 
retnm  to  the  Senate  in  the  December  following :  this  his  phjrsioians 
peremptorily  forbade,  and  he  spent  the  winter  in  Boston.  In  the 
spring  of  1867,  he  went  to  Europe  for  his  health,  reeeiring  there,  from 
all  the  noblest  and  most  learned  wherever  he  went,  the  highest  marks 
of  attention  and  respect.  He  returned  in  the  fan,  improred,  and  is 
now  slowly,  bnt  we  trust  surely,  regaining  his  former  strength  and 
vigor. 


CXPENSES  OF  WAR  AND  EDUCATION  COMPAEED. 

It  appears  from  the  last  Report  of  the  Treasurer  of  Harvard 
University,  that  its  whole  available  property,  the  varioos  ac- 
camalations  of  more  than  two  centories  of  generosity,  amoants 
to  $703,175. 

There  now  swings  idly  at  her  moorings,  in  this  harbor,  a 
ship  of  the  line,  the  Ohio,  carrying  ninety  gans,  finished  as 
late  as  1836,  for  $547,888;  repaired  only  two  years  afterwards 
in  1838,  for  $223,012;  with  an  armament  which  has  cost 
$53,945;  making  an  amonnt  of  $834,845,*  as  the  actual  cost 
at  this  moment  of  that  single  ship;  more  than  $100,000  beyond 
all  the  available  accamulations  of  the  richest  and  most  ancient 
seat  of  learning  in  the  land  I  Choose  ye,  my  fellow-citisens  of 
a  Christian  state,  between  the  two  caskets — ^that  wherein  is  the 
loveliness  of  knowledge  and  truth,  or  that  which  contains  the 
carrion  death. 

Let  ns  parsne  the  comparison  still  farther.  The  account  of 
the  expenditures  of  the  TJniversity  daring  the  last  year,  for  the 
general  purposes  of  the  College,  the  instruction  of  the  Under- 
graduates, and  for  the  Schools  of  Law  and  Divinity,  amonnts 
to  $46,949.     The  cost  of  the  Ohio  for  one  year  in  service,  in 

'  To  the  lasting  disgrace  of  Sooth  Carolina,  be  it  said  that  her  oitisens  in 
namerous  pnblio  meetings  approved  the  act,  and  that  the  oowardlj  assailant 
was  sent  bsnk  to  Congress,  after  having  yaoated  his  seat. 

'  Doonment  No.  132,  House  of  Bepresentatives,  3d  session,  27th  Congress. 
Reference  is  here  made  to  the  Ohio,  because  she  happens  to  be  in  our  waters. 
The  expenses  of  the  Delaware  in  1642  had  been  $1,051,000. 
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salaries,  wages  and  provisions,  is  $220,000;  being  $175,000 
more  than  the  annnal  expenditures  of  the  University ;  more 
than /(mr  times  as  much.  In  other  words,  for  the  aonaal  aam 
which  is  lavished  on  one  ship  of  the  line,  fimr  institotioiis 
like  Harvard  University  might  be  sustained  throagboot  tbe 
conntrj  I 

Still  farther  let  as  pursue  tbe  comparison.  The  paj  of  the 
captain  of  a  ship  like  the  Ohio  is  $4,500,  when  in  service; 
$3,500,  when  on  leave  of  absence,  or  off  duty.  The  salary  of 
the  President  of  the  Harvard  University  is  $2,205;  without 
leave  of  absence,  and  never  being  off  duty  1 

If  the  large  endowments  of  Harvard  University  are  dwarfed 
by  a  comparison  with  the  expense  of  a  single  ^hip  of  the  line, 
how  much  more  must  it  be  so  with  those  or  other  institutions 
of  learning  and  beneficence,  less  favored  by  the  bounty  of 
many  generations.  Tbe  average  cost  of  a  sloop  of  war  is 
$315,000;  more,  probably,  than  all  the  endowments  of  those 
twin  stars  of  learning  in  the  western  part  of  Massachusetts, 
the  Colleges  at  Williamstown  and  Amherst,  and  of  that  single 
star  in  the  East,  the  guide  to  many  ingenuous  youth,  the  Semi* 
nary  at  Andover.  The  yearly  cost  of  a  sloop  of  war  in  service 
is  above  $50,000;  more  than  the  annual  expenditures  of  these 
three  institutions  combined. 

Take  all  the  institutions  of  learning  and  beneficence,  the 
precious  jewels  of  thje  Commonwealth,  the  schools,  college3, 
hospitals  and  asylums,  and  the  sums  by  which  they  have  been 
purchased  and  preserved  are  trivial  and  beggarly,  compared 
with  the  treasures  squandered  within  the  borders  of  Massa- 
chusetts Lq  vain  preparations  for  war.  There  is  the  Navy  Yard 
at  Charlestown,  with  its  stores  on  hand,  all  costing  $4,741,000; 
the  fortifications  in  the  harbors  of  Massachusetts,  in  which 
have  been  sunk  already  incalculable  sums,  and  in  which  it  is 
now  proposed  to  sink  $3,853,000  more;^  and  besides,  the 
Arsenal  at  Springfield,  containing  in  1842,  175,118  muskets, 
valued  at  $2,999,998,  and  which  is  fed  by  an  annual  appropria- 
tion of  about  $200,000;  but  whose  highest  value  will  ever  be, 
in  the  judgment  of  all  lovers  of  truth,  that  it  inspired  a  poem, 
which  in  its  influence  shall  be  mightier  than  a  battle,  and  shall 
endure  when  arsenals  and  fortifications  have  crumbled  to  the 
«arth.' 

>  Doonmeni*  Report  of  Secretary  of  War,  No.  2,  Senate,  27th  CoogrMS, 
2d  M8«ion,  where  it  ia  proposed  to  inveflt  in  a  ajBtem  of  land  defeDcea 
$51,ST7,929. 

'  See  Longfellow**  "Amenal  nt  Springfield,"  page  624. 
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WHAT  18  THE  USE  OF  THE  NAVY? 

The  annaal  expense  of  onr  Navy  for  several  years  past  bas 
been  upwards  of  six  millions  of  dollars.  For  what  purpose  is 
this  paid  7  Not  for  the  apprehension  of  pirates ;  for  frigates 
and  ships  of  the  line  are  of  too  great  bolk  to  be  of  service  for 
ibis  purpose.  Not  for  the  suppression  of  the  Slave  Trade ; 
for,  under  the  stipulations  with  Great  Britain,  we  employ  only 
eighty  guns  in  this  holy  alliance.  Not  to  protect  our  coasts ; 
for  all  agree  that  our  few  ships  would  form  an  unavailing  de- 
fence against  any  serious  attack.  Not  for  these  purposes,  we 
will  admit;  but  for  the  protection  of  our  Navigation,  This  is 
not  the  occasion  for  minute  calculations.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
on  intelligent  merchant,  who  has  been  extensively  engaged  in 
commerce  for  the  last  twenty  years,  and  who  speaks,  therefore, 
with  the  authority  of  knowledge,  has  demonstrated,  in  a  tract 
of  perfect  clearness,  that  the  annual  amount  of  the  freights  of 
the  whole  mercantile  marine  of  the  country  does  not  equal  the 
annual  expenditure  of  the  Navy  of  the  United  States  '  Pro- 
tection at  such  cost  is  more  ruinous  than  one  of  Pyrrhus'  vic- 
tories ! 

In  objecting  to  the  Navy,  I  wish  to  limit  myself  to  the  Navy 
as  an  asserted  arm  of  national  defence.  So  far  as  it  may  be 
necessary,  as  a  part  of  the  police  of  the  seas,  to  purge  them  of 
pirates,  and  above  all,  to  defeat  the  hateful  traffic  in  human 
flesh,  it  is  a  proper  arm  of  government.  The  free  cities  of 
Hamburg  and  Bremen,  survivors  of  the  great  Hanseatic  League, 
with  a  commerce  that  whitens  the  most  distant  seas,  are  with- 
out a  single  ship  of  war.  Let  the  United  States  be  willing  to 
follow  their  wise  example,  and  abandon  an  institution  which 
has  already  become  a  vain  and  most  expensive  toy  ! 


THK  VIOTORIES  OF  FEAOS. 

And  peace  has  its  own  peculiar  victories,  in  comparison  with 
which  Marathon  and  Bannockburn  and  Bunker  Uill,  fields 

>  I  refer  to  Mr.  Ooaei'  traei,  "  What  is  the  me  of  the  Navy  of  the  United 
States?'*  which  hat  already  produced  a  strong  effect  on  many  minds,  the 
natural  consequence  of  its  unanswerable  arguments  and  statements.  No 
person  should  undertake  to  vindicate  the  Navy,  or  sanction  appropriations 
Ibr  its  support,  without  answering  this  tract. 
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held  sacred  io  the  history  of  hnman  freedom,  shall  lose  their 
lustre.  Oar  own  Washington  rises  to  a  troly  Heavenly  stature 
— not  when  we  follow  him  orer  the  ice  of  the  Delaware  to  the 
capture  of  Trenton — not  when  we  behold  him  rictorioas  ot& 
Cornwallis  at  Torktown;  but  when  we  regard  him,  in  noble 
deference  to  justice,  refusing  the  kingly  crown  which  a  faithless 
soldiery  proffered,  and  at  a  latef  day,  npholding  the  peacefol 
neutrality  of  the  country,  while  he  received  nnmoTed  the  cla- 
mor of  the  people  wickedly  cr3ing  for  war.  What  ^ory  of 
battle  in  England's  annals  will  not  fade  by  the  side  of  that 
great  act  of  Justice,  by  which  her  Legislature,  at  a  cost  of  one 
hundred  million  dollars,  gave  freedom  to  eight  hiiodred  thonsand 
slaves  1  And  when  the  day  shall  come  (may  these  eyes  be 
gladdened  by  its  beams!)  that  shall  witness  an  act  of  greater 
justice  still,  the  peaceful  emancipation  of  three  millions  of  oar 
fellow-men,  "guilty  of  a  skin  not  colored  as  our  own,"  now 
held  in  gloomy  bondage,  in  our  own  country,  then  shall  there 
be  a  victory,  in  comparison  with  which  that  of  Banker  HiU 
shall  be  as  a  farthing-candle  held  up  to  the  sun.  That  victory 
shall  need  no  monument  of  stone.  It  shall  be  written  on  the 
grateful  hearts  of  uncounted  multitudes,  that  shall  proclaim  it 
to  the  latest  generation.  It  shall  be  one  of  the  great  land- 
marks of  civilization ;  nay,  more,  it  shall  be  one  of  the  links  in 
the  golden  chain  by  which  Humanity  shall  connect  itself  with 
the  throne  of  God. 


TBUB  QLORT. 

Whatever  may  be  the  temporary  applause  of  men,  or  the 
expressions  of  public  opinion,  it  may  be  asserted,  withoot  fear 
of  contradiction,  that  no  true  and  permanent  Fame  can  he 
founded^  except  in  labort  which  promote  the  happiness  of  man- 
kind.  If  these  are  performed  by  Christian  means,  with  dis- 
interested motives,  and  with  the  single  view  of  doing  good, 
they  become  that  rare  and  precious  virtue  whose  fit  image  is 
the  spotless  lily  of  the  field,  brighter  than  Solomon  in  all  his 
glory.  Earth  has  nothing  of  such  surpassing  loveliness.  Hea- 
ven may  claim  it  as  its  own.  Such  labors  are  the  natural 
fruit  of  obedience  to  the  Christian  commandments  of  love  to 
God  and  to  man.  Reason,  too,  in  harmony  Vith  these  laws, 
shows  that  the  true  dignity  of  Humanity  is  in  the  moral  and 
intellectual  nature ;  and  that  the  labors  of  Justice  and  Bene- 
volence, directed  by  intelligence,  and  abasing  that  part  of  our 
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D#tare  which  we  hare  in  camoMB  wi^  tlie  beasts,  ar6  tbe  Ugh*- 
•At  forms  of  human  coodiici. 

There  am  not  a  few  who  will  join  with  Miltoai  la  iiis  admir 
nMe  jodgtteot  of  martial  renown : — 

They  err  who  count  it  glorious  to  subdue 

By  conquest  far  and  wide,  to  overrun 

Large  eoontrieB,  and  in  field  great  battlet  win, 

€beat  oHies  bj  assault.    What  do  ilfaese  worthies 

Bat  ?ob  and  spoil,  bomy  slaughter,  and  enslaye 

Peaceable  nations,  neighboring  or  remote, 

Made  captive,  jet  deserving  freedom  more 

Than  those,  their  conquerors,  who  leave  behind 

Nothing  but  ruin,  wheresoever  they  rove, 

And  all  the  flourishing  works  of  peace  destroy  ?' 

Well  does  the  poet  give  the  palm  to  moral  excellence  I  But 
it  IS  from  the  lips  of  a  saccessfal  soldier,  cradled  in  war,  the 
very  pink  of  the  false  heroism  of  battle,  that  we  are  tanght  to 
appreciate  the  literary  Fame,  which,  though  less  elevated  than 
that  derived  from  disinterested  acts  of  beneficence,  is  tmer 
and  more  permanent  far  than  any  bloody  glory.  I  allnde  to 
Wolfe,  the  conqueror  of  Quebec,  who  has  attracted,  perhaps,  a 
larger  share  of  romantic  interest  than  any  of  the  gallant  gene*- 
rals  in  English  history.  We  behold  him,  yet  yonng  in  years, 
at  the  head  of  an  adventnrons  expedition,  destined  to  prostrate 
the  French  empire  in  Canada — guiding  and  encouraging  the 
firmness  of  his  troops  in  nnaccnstomed  difficulties — awakening 
their  personal  attachment  by  his  kindly  snavity,  and  their  ardor 
by  his  own  example — climbing  the  precipitous  steeps  which 
condoct  to  the  heights  of  the  strongest  fortress  on  the  Ameri- 
can continent-— there,  under  its  walls,  joining  in  deadly  conflict 
— wounded — stretched  npon  the  field — faint  with  the  loss  of 
blood — witb  sight  already  dimmed — his  life  ebbing  fast — 
cheered  at  last  by  the  sudden  cry,  that  the  enemy  is  fleeing  in 
all  directions — and  then  his  dying  breath  mingling  with  the 
shouts  of  victory.  An  eminent  artist  has  portrayed  this  scene 
of  death  in  a  much  admired  picture.  History  and  poetry  have 
dwelt  upon  it  with  pecnliar  fondness.  Snch  is  the  Glory  of 
arms  I  Bat  there  is,  happily,  preserved  to  us  a  tradition  of 
this  day,  which  affords  a  gleam  of  a  truer  Glory.  As  the  com- 
mander floated  down  the  currents  of  the  St.  Lawrence  in  his 
boat,  under  cover  of  the  night,  in  the  enforced  silence  of  a 
military  expedition,  to  effect  a  landing  at  an  opportune  pro- 

'  Paradise  Regained,  Book  III.  r.  71. 
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noBlofy,  ke  wfts  heard  to  npcot  to  hkaaelf  that  poem  of  «k- 
quisite  charms — then  only  recently  givei  to  maokiad,  nov 
&aiiliar  as  a  household  word  wherever  the  moth^  tongue  of 
Gray  is  spoken — ^the  Elegy  in  a  Ck>nn(ry  Churchyard.  Stm^e 
and  nnaccnstoraed  prelade  to  the  discord  of  battle  I  And  as 
the  ambitions  warrior  finished  the  recitation,  he  said  to  his 
companions,  in  a  low  bnt  earnest  tone,  that  he  "  would  rather 
foe  the  author  of  that  poem  than  take  Qnefoec."  And  snrely 
he  was  right.  The  Glory  of  that  victory  is  idready  dying  oat, 
like  a  candle  in  its  socket.  The  True  Glory  of  the  poem  still 
ahines  with  star-bright,  immortal  beauty. 

Fam/t  amd  Giorf, 


PR0GEB8S  AND  RSFOEM. 

Be  it,  then,  oar  daty  and  our  encouragement  to  live  and  to 
labor,  ever  mindful  of  the  future.  But  let  us  not  be  too  im* 
patient  to  witness  the  fulfilment  of  our  aspirations.  The  daily 
increasing  rapidity  of  discovery  and  improvement,  and  the 
daily  multiplying  efforts  of  beneficence,  in  later  years  out- 
stripping the  imaginations  of  the  most  sangnine,  furnish  well- 
grounded  assurance  that  the  advance  of  man  will  be  with  a 
constantly  accelerating  speed.  The  extending  intercourse 
among  the  nations  of  the  earth,  and  among  all  the  children  of 
the  Human  Family,  gives  new  promises  of  the  complete  diffu- 
sion of  Truth,  penetrating  the  most  distant  places,  chasing 
away  the  darkness  of  night,  and  exposing  the  hideous  forms 
of  Slavery,  of  War,  of  Wrong,  which  must  be  hated  as  soon 
as  they  are  clearly  seen.  And  yet,  while  confident  of  the 
Future,  and  surrounded  by  heralds  of  certain  triumph,  let  us 
learn  to  moderate  our  anticipations;  nor  imitate  those  children 
of  the  Crusaders,  who,  in  their  long  journey  from  western 
Europe, 

to  86^ 

In  Golgotha  him  dead,  who  lives  in  Heaven, 

hailed  each  city  and  castle  which  they  approached,  as  the  Jeru- 
salem that  was  to  be  the  end  of  their  wanderings.  No ;  the 
goal  is  distant,  and  ever  advancing;  but  the  march  is  none 
the  less  certain.  As  well  attempt  to  make  the  sun  stand  still 
!n  his  conrse,  or  to  restrain  the  sweet  influences  of  the  Pleiades, 
as  to  arrest  the  incessant,  irresistible  movement,  which  is  the 
appointed  destiny  of  man. 
Cultivate,  then,  a  just  moderation.   Lcam  to  reconcile  order 
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widi  clMuige»  sUbilHy  witb  Progrees.  This  is  a  wiie  cdtttCTm- 
tism;  this  u^  a  wise  reform.  Rightly  onderstaiidiDg  these 
(ennSr  who  would  not  be  a  coDservative  ?  Who  would  not  be 
a  reformer  f  A  ooDserrative  of  all  that  is  good — a  reformer  of 
all  that  is  eril ;  a  consenrative  of  knowl^ge — a  reformer  of 
ignorance ;  a  conserratiye  of  troths  and  principles,  whose  seat 
is  the  bosom  of  God — a  reformer  of  laws  and  institations 
which  are  bat  the  wicked  or  imperfect  work  of  man ;  a  con- 
senrative of  that  dirine  order  which  is  fonnd  only  in  morement 
— a  reformer  of  those  earthly  wrongs  and  abases,  which  spring 
from  a  riolation  of  the  great  Law  of  Hnman  Progress.  Blend- 
ing these  two  characters  in  one,  let  as  seek  to  be,  at  the  same 
time,  Reforming  Conservatives  and  Conservative  .Reformers. 

And,  finally,  let  a  confidence  in  the  Progress  of  our  race  be, 
under  Ood,  our  constant  faith.  Let  the  sentiment  of  loyalty, 
earth-bom,  which  once  lavished  itself  on  King  or  Emperor, 
give  place  to  that  other  sentiment,  heaven-born,  of  devotion 
to  Hnmanity.  Let  Loyalty  to  one  Man  be  exchanged  for 
Love  to  Man.  And  be  it  oor  privilege  to  extend  these  sacred 
inflaences  thronghoot  the  land.  So  shall  we  open  to  oar  coun- 
try new  fields  of  peaceful  victories,  which  shall  not  want  the 
sympathies  and  gratnlations  of  the  good  citizen,  or  the  praises 
of  the  jnst  historian.  Qto  forth,  then,  my  country, ''  conquer- 
ing and  to  conquer,"  not  by  brutish  violence;  not  by  force  of 
arms;  not,  oh  I  not  on  dishonest  fields  of  blood;  but  in  the 
majesty  of  Peace,  of  Justice,  of  Freedom,  by  the  irresistible 
might  of  Christian  Institations. 

Fki  Beta  Kappa  Address  at  Unitm  CwUege,  184S. 


WILLIAM  H.  BURLRIOH. 

WiLUAK  Hehbt  BuBLBioa  was  bom  in  Woodstock,  Connecticut,  on 
the  2d  of  Febmaiy,  1812.  In  his  infancy  his  parento  removed  to 
PUinfleld,  where  his  father  was  prinoipal  of  aa  academ j,  until  tnm 
loss  of  sight  he  was  compelled  to  resign  his  charige.  He  then  retired 
upon  a  fairm,  so  that  the  son  passed  the  principal  years  of  his  boyhood 
In  agricultural  labors,  with  no  other  means  of  education  than  thoee 
which  a  district  school  afforded,  till  he  reached  liis  seventeenth  year, 
when  he  was  apprenticed  to  the  jj^rinting  business.  Since  that  pwiod, 
59 
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hfs  nfe  1iA8  been  sfngnlarlj  varied ,  Ills  time  harhig  been  divided  be- 
tween the  duties  of  a  printer,  and  editor,  and  a  pnblio  lecturer.  He 
conducted  at  one  time  "  The  Literary  Jonmal,"  published  at  8chefiM>- 
tady.  Afterwards,  for  more  than  two  years,  he  edited  ''  The  ChristiaB 
Witness,"  at  Pittsburg,  Pennsjiyania,  and  resigned  it  to  take  charge 
of  '*  The  Washington  Banner,"  published  at  Alleghany,  opposite  to 
Pittsburg.  A  collection  of  his  poems  appeared  in  Philadelphia  in 
1840. 

WE  ARE  SCATTERED. 
Written  on  Ttoiting  my  birth-pl»c«  after  yemn  of  abetnee. 

We  are  scattered — we  are  scattered — 

Thoagh  a  jolly  band  were  we ! 
Some  sleep  beneath  the  grave-sod, 

And  some  are  a'er  the  sea ; 
And  Time  hath  wrought  his  changes 

On  the  few  who  yet  remain ; 
Tlie  joyous  band  that  once  we  were 

We  cannot  be  again  I 

We  are  scattered — we  are  scattered  I 

Upon  the  village  green, 
Where  we  played  in  boyish  recklessness. 

How  few  of  us  are  seen ! 
And  the  hearts  that  beat  so  lightly 

In  the  joyousness  of  youth. 
Some  are  crumbled  in  the  sepulchre, 

And  some  have  lost  their  truth. 

The  Beautifal— the  Beautiful 

Are  faded  from  our  track  I 
We  miss  them  and  we  mourn  them. 

Bat  we  cannot  lure  them  back ; 
For  an  iron  sleep  hath  bound  them 

In  its  passionless  embrace ; 
We  may  weep — but  cannot  win  them 

From  their  dreary  resting-place. 

How  monmfuUy^-^ow  moimifuUy 

The  memory  doth  come 
Of  the  thousand  scenes  of  happiness 

Around  onr  Childhood's  home ! 
A  salutary  sadness 

Is  brooding  o'er  the  heart, 
As  it  dwells  upon  remembrances 

From  which  it  will  not  part. 

The  nettiory — the  memory  1 

How  fondly  doth  it  gaae 
Upon  the  magic  loveliness 

Of  Childhood's  fleetkig  days 
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The  sparkling  eje— the  thrilling  tone— 

The  smile  upon  its  lips — 
Thej  all  have  gone  I — but  left  a  light 

Which  Time  cannot  eclipse. 

The  happiness — ^the  happiness 

Of  boyhood  must  depart ; 
Then  comes  the  sense  of  loneliness 

Upon  the  stricken  heart  1 
We  will  not,  or  we  cannot  fling 

Its  sadness  from  oar  breast ; 
We  cling  to  it  instinotivelj, 

We  pant  for  its  nnrest  I 

We  are  scattered — we  are  scattered ! 

Yet  may  we  meet  again 
In  a  brighter  and  a  purer  sphere, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  pain ! 
Where  the  shadows  of  this  lower  world 

Can  never  cloud  the  eye — 
Where  the  mortal  hath  put  brightly  on 

Its  Immobtalitt  ! 


SONG. 

Believe  not  the  slander,  my  dearest  Eatbimb  1 

For  the  ice  of  the  world  hath  not  frozen  my  heart ; 
In  my  innermost  spirit  there  still  is  a  shrine 

Where  thou  art  remembered,  all  pure  as  thou  art. 
The  dark  tide  of  years,  as  it  bears  us  along. 

Though  it  sweep  away  Hope  in  its  turbulent  flow, 
Cannot  drown  the  low  voice  of  Love's  eloquent  song, 

Nor  chill  with  its  waters  my  faith's  early  glow. 

True,  the  world  hath  its  snares,  and  the  soul  may  grow  £Unt 

In  its  strifes  with  the  follies  and  falsehoods  of  earth ; 
And  amidst  the  dark  whirl  of  corruption,  a  taint 

May  poison  the  thoughts  that  are  purest  at  birth. 
Temptations  and  trials,  without  and  within. 

From  the  pathway  of  Virtue  the  spirit  may  lure ; 
But  the  soul  shall  grow  strong  in  its  triumphs  o'er  Sin, 

And  the  heart  slukll  preserve  its  integrity  pure. 

The  flnger  of  Love,  on  my  innermost  heart, 

Wrote  thy  name,  oh  adored  I  when  my  feelings  were  young ; 
And  the  record  shall  'bide  till  my  soul  shall  depart, 

And  the  darkness  of  Death  o'er  my  being  be  flung. 
Then  believe  not  the  slander  that  says  I  forget. 

In  the  whirl  of  excitement,  the  love  that  was  thine ; 
Thou  wert  dear  in  my  boyhood — art  dear  to  me  yet — 

For  my  sunlight  of  life  is  the  smile  of  KatbixbI 
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THX  TIMES. 

hutoUoo  now  is  eiime.    The  old  earth  reele 
InehrUtte  with  gvilt ;  and  Ytee,  grown  bold, 
Langhs  Innocence  to  soom.    The  thimt  for  gold 
Hath  made  men  demons,  till  the  heart  that  feela 
The  impnlse  of  im|>artial  love,  nor  kneels 
In  worship  fool  to  Mammon,  is  oontemn'd. 
He  who  hath  kept  his  purer  fkith,  and  stemm'd 
Corroption's  tide,  and  trim  the  ruffian  heels 
Of  impious  tramplers  rescued  peril'd  right. 
Is  call'd  fsnatio,  and  with  sooflb  and  Jeers 
Malioio«islj  assail'd.    The  poor  man's  tears 
Are  unregarded ;  the  oppressor's  might 
Revered  as  law ;  and  he  whose  righteous  wmy 
Departs  from  evil,  makes  himself  a  i>rejr. 


TBI  PHiORIM  FATHXR8. 

Bold  men  were  thej,  and  true,  that  pilgrim-band. 
Who  plough'd  wiUi  yentnrous  prow  the  stormj  sea. 
Seeking  a  home  for  hunted  Libertj 

Amid  the  ancient  forests  of  a  land 

Wild,  gloomj,  yast,  magnifloentlj  grand  t 
Friends,  country,  hallow'd  homes  they  left,  to  be 

Pilgrims  for  Christ's  sake,  to  a  foreign  strand — 
0eset  by  peril,  worn  with  toil,  jet  free  ! 

Tireless  in  zeal,  deyotion,  labor,  hope ; 
Constant  in  &ith ;  in  justice  how  seyere  t 
Though  fools  deride  and  bigot-skeptics  sneer. 

Praise  to  their  names  t    If  cail'd  like  them  to  cope. 
In  eyil  times,  with  dark  and  eyil  powers, 
0,  be  their  faith,  their  zeal,  their  courage  ours ! 


JUNX. 

June,  with  its  roses — June ! 
The  gladdest  month  of  our  capricious  year. 
With  its  thick  foliage  and  its  sunlight  clear ; 

And  with  the  drowsy  tune 
Of  the  bright  leaping  waters,  as  they  pass 
Laughingly  on  amid  the  springing  grass  I 

Earth,  at  her  Joyous  coming, 
Smiles  as  she  puts  her  gayest  mantle  on; 
And  Nature  greets  her  with  a  benison ; 

While  myriad  yoices,  humming 
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Their  weleome  song,  breathe  dreuny  mnalo  round, 

HU  seems  the  air  an  element  of  sound* 

The  orerarohing  sky 
Weareth  a  softer  tint,  a  lovelier  blue, 
As  if  the  light  of  heaven  were  melting  through 

Its  sapphire  home  on  high ; 
Hiding  the  sunshine  in  their  vapory  breast, 
The  olonds  float  on  like  spirits  to  their  rest. 

A  deeper  melody, 
Ponr'd  by  the  birds,  as  o'er  their  callow  yonng 
WatoMol  they  hover,  to  the  breeae  is  flung — 

Gladsome,  yet  not  of  glee — 
Mnsio  heart-bom,  like  that  which  mothers  sing 
Above  their  cradled  infants  slumbering. 

On  the  warm  hill-side,  where 
The  sunlight  lingers  latest,  through  the  grass 
Peepeth  the  luscious  strawberry  1    As  they  pass, 

Toung  ohildren  gambol  there, 
Crushing  the  gathered  fruit  in  playful  mood, 
And  stahdng  their  bright  faces  with  its  blood. 

A  deeper  blush  is  given 
To  the  half-ripen'd  cherry,  as  the  sun 
Day  after  day  pours  warmth  the  trees  upon, 

Till  the  rich  pulp  is  riven ; 
The  truant  schoolboy  looks  with  longing  eyes, 
And  perils  limb  and  neck  to  win  the  prize. 

The  fanner,  in  his  field. 
Draws  the  rk>h  mould  around  the  tender  maize ; 
While  hope,  bright-pinion*d,  points  to  coming  days, 

When  all  his  toil  shall  yield 
An  ample  harvest,  and  around  his  hearth 
There  shall  be  laughing  eyes  and  toaes  of  mirth* 

Poised  on  his  rainbow-wing, 
The  butterfly,  whose  life  is  but  an  hour, 
Hovers  ooquettishly  from  flower  to  flower, 

A  gay  and  happy  thing ; 
Bom  for  the  sunshine  and  the  summer-day. 
Soon  passing,  like  the  beautiftil,  away  I 

These  are  thy  pictures,  June  I 
Brightest  of  summer-months — ^thou  month  of  flowers  I 
First-bora  of  beauty,  whose  swift-footed  hows 

Dance  to  the  merry  tune 
Of  birds,  and  waters,  and  the  pleasant  shout 
Of  childhood  on  the  sunny  hills  peaPd  out, 

I  feel  it  were  not  wrong 
To  deem  thou  art  a  type  of  heaven's  clime, 
Only  that  there  the  clouds  and  stoims  of  time 

Sweep  not  the  sky  along ; 
59* 
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The  Ikfwvn    afa^— l)6Wity-*tim>ie— €ll  mn  tliiiM, 
Bat  bright«r— parer — knrelier— more  diylae  I 


MRS.  HARRIET  BEBCHBR  STOWB. 

Habbir  Blusabbth  Bbschmb,  daughter  of  Rot.  Lyman  Beecher,  D.  D., 
was  bom  at  Litchfield,  Conn.,  on  the  14tlL  of  Jane,  1812.  She  waa 
•dooated  at  her  sister  Catharine's  school  in  Hartford,  and  in  tho 
antomn  of  1832  remoyed  with  her  father  to  Cincinnati,  Ohio.  Her 
first  pablication  was  the  story  of  "  Uncle  Lot,'*  printed  with  a  diiEBrent 
tiUe  in  Jadge  Hall's  <<  Monthly  Magasine,"  at  Cincinnati,  in  1833 ;  in 
which  year,  also,  she  was  married  to  Rer.  Calvin  B.  Stowe,  at  that 
time  Professor  of  Langnages  and  Biblical  Literatore  in  Lane  Theolo- 
gical Seminary.  Daring  her  residence  in  Cincinnati,  she  became 
deeply  interested  in  the  qnestion  of  slavery,  partly  from  seeing  many 
fogitives  from  the  slave  States,  and  hearing  from  them  their  tales  of 
soifering.  From  the  date  of  her  first  pablication,  she  became  a  freqaent 
and  popnlar  writer  in  the  varioas  periodicals  in  Cincinnatit  Fhilad^- 
phia,  New  York,  and  Boston.  In  1849,  a  collection  of  her  pieoes  was 
pnblished  by  the  Harpers,  entitled  **The  May  Flower,"  which  was 
moch  enlarged  in  a  new  edition  pablished  in  1856 — a  collection  of 
tales  and  essays  hardly  equalled  for  ease  and  nataralness  of  descrip- 
tion, teaching  narrative,  and  elevating  moral  tone. 

In  1850,  Profeseor  Stowe  was  called  to  Bronawiok  College,  Maine, 
and  removed  thither  with  his  frunily.  The  passage  of  the  Fogitive 
mave  Bill  in  that  year  ezoited  Mts.  Stowe  to  write  **Unole  Tom's 
Cabin,  or  Life  among  the  Lowly,"  which  she  wrote  with  afanoet  miiaon- 
loas  rapidity,  ander  a  constant  pressure  of  school  and  £unily  oaiea, 
and  frail  health,  enbngh  of  themselves  to  tax  the  most  vigorons  intel- 
lect to  its  ntmost.  This  was  published  in  numbers  every  week,  in 
the  "National  Bia,"  at  Washington,  and  in  1852  it  appeared  in  book 
form  from  the  pmss  of  John  P.  Jewett  &  Co.,  of  Boston.  Ita  snooess 
was  wonderful,  such  as  no  other  book  has  ever  met  with.^    And 

■  By  the  end  of  November,  1852,  150,000  oot>Iefl  had  beeo  lold  in  Amerioa, 
and  in  the  September  of  that  year  the  London  piibliahers  fnmiahed  to  one 
home  10,000  copies  per  day  for  about  fbm  weeks.  We  eaanot  follow  it  beyond 
1852,  bnt  at  that  time  more  than  a  million  of  eopies  bad  been  told  in  Bng* 
land ;  probably  ten  timee  as  many  as  have  been  sold  of  any  other  work, 
ezoept  the  Bible  and  Prayer  Book.    In  Franoe,  *' Uncle  Tom'*  still  eovert 
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fiohly  did  it  dtieire  it ;  for,  iadependini  of  its  UiogtiMinOit  power- 
ftil  blow  erer  aimod  at  Blaverj  (the  Bible  only  excepted),  and  inde- 
pendent of  ita  high  and  pore  tone  of  Christian  moralitj,  and  its  trath- 
fnlneen,  thronghont,  to  CK>d  and  hnmanit j,  it  exhibits  snoh  a  knowledge 
of  hmnan  nature,  such  powen  of  desoription,  such  heart-stinring  pathos, 
ftnd  snoh  riehnees  and  beauty  of  thought  and  language,  as  to  make  it 
TBS  book  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

In  1852,  Professor  Stowe  was  called  to  the  chair  of  Biblical  Litera- 
ture in  Andover  Theological  Seminary.  As  "  Uncle  Tom"  had  been 
grossly  assailed  as  giring  a  too  dark  and  a  false  view  of  slarery,  Mrs. 
Stowe  published  the  "Key  to  Uncle  Tom,"  consisting  of  a  collection 
of  facts  drawn  chiefly  from  Southern  authorities,  which  more  than 
verified  all  that  she  had  before  depicted.  Soon  after  the  publication 
of  the  "Key,"  Mrs.  Stowe,  with  her  husband  and  her  brother,  the 
Rev.  Charles  Beecher,  went  to  Europe  for  her  health,  where  she  was 
received  everywhere  with  the  warmest  enthusiasm.  On  her  return, 
she  published  "  Sunny  Memories  of  Foreign  Lands,"  being  her  obser- 
vations and  reflections  on  what  she  saw  abroad ;  and  in  1855,  '*  Dred, 
or  a  Tale  of  the  Dismal  Swamp."  Though  not  equal  to  **  Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin"  in  the  unity  of  the  plot,  in  the  simplicity  and  naturalness  of 
the  story,  in  deep  pathos,  or  in  the  absorbing  interest  it  exdtes  In  the 
several  characters,  it  contains,  nevertheless,  many  passages  of  power- 
tnl  and  beautiful  writing,  and  is  in  advance  of  its  great  prototype  fai 
the  withering  scorn  and  indignant  sarcasm  with  which  it  holds  up 
before  the  world  that  sham  religion  that  puts  "saoriflce"  before 
''mercy,"'  and  substitutes  mere  church-going  and  outward  observ- 
ances for  practical  righteousness. 

THE  MOTHSB'S  8TBUOOLS. 

Tt  is  impossible  to  conceive  of  a  hnraan  creature  more  wholly 
desolate  and  forlorn  than  Eliza,  when  she  turned  her  footsteps 
from  Uncle  Tom's  cabin.* 

the  shop  windows  of  the  Bonlerards,  and  one  publisher  alone,  Bnstace  Basba, 
has  tent  oat  fire  different  editions  in  dHTerent  fbrms.  Before  the  ead  of  1862 
H  had  been  translated  into  Italian,  Spanish,  Danish,  Swedish,  Daleb,  Flem- 
ish, German,  Polish,  and  Magyar.  There  are  twe  different  Dutch  transla- 
tions, and  twelre  different  German  ones — and  the  Italian  translation  enjoys 
the  honor  of  the  Pope's  prohibition.  It  has  been  dramatised  in  twenty  dif- 
ferent forms,  and  aeted  in  erery  capital  in  Europe,  and  in  the  free  Staietof 
America. — Edinburgh  Review^  April,  1855. 

'  2  Matthew  xU.  7. 

*  She  had  been  to  tell  Uncle  Tom  that  he  and  her  own  child  were  sold 
to  the  *<  trader''  Haley,  and  that  she  meant  to  escape  with  litUe  Harry. 
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Her  hosband's  anffering'  and  dangers,  and  lll«  danger  of  her 
child,  all  blended  in  her  mind,  with  a  confased  and  stunning 
aense  of  the  riek  she  was  ranning,  in  leaving  the  onlj  home 
the  had  ever  known,  and  catting  loose  fh>m  the  pretectioB  of 
a  friend  whom  she  loved  and  revered.  Then  tken  was  the 
parting  from  every  familiar  ofaject-^the  place  where  she  had 
grown  np,  the  trees  under  which  she  had  played,  the  groves 
where  she  had  walked  many  an  evening,  in  happier  days,  by 
the  side  of  her  yonng  husband — everything,  as  it  lay  in  the 
clear,  frosty  starlight,  seemed  to  speak  reproachfully  to  her, 
and  ask  her  whither  could  she  go  from  a  home  like  that  ? 

But  stronger  than  all  was  maternal  love,  wrought  into  a 
paroxysm  of  frenzy  by  the  near  approach  of  a  fearful  dang^. 
Her  boy  was  old  enongh  to  have  walked  by  her  side,  and,  in 
an  indifferent  case,  she  would  only  have  led  him  by  the  hand ; 
bnt  now  the  bare  thonght  of  putting  him  oat  of  her  arms  made 
her  shndder,  and  she  strained  him  to  her  bosom  with  a  convul- 
sive grasp  as  she  went  rapidly  forward. 

The  frosty  ground  creaked  beneath  her  feet,  and  she  trem- 
bled at  the  soand  ;  every  quaking  leaf  and  fluttering  shadow 
sent  the  blood  backward  to  her  heart,  and  quickened  her  foot- 
steps. She  wondered  within  herself  at  the  strength  that  seemed 
to  come  upon  her ;  for  she  felt  the  weight  of  her  boy  as  if 
it  had  been  a  feather,  and  every  flutter  of  fear  seemed  to  in- 
crease the  supernatural  power  that  bore  her  on,  while  from  her 
pale  lips  bnrst  forth,  in  freqnent  ejaculations,  the  prayer  to  a 
Friend  above :  "  Lord,  help !  Lord,  save  me !'' 

If  it  were  your  Harry,  mother,  or  yoar  Willie,  that  were 
going  to  be  torn  from  you  by  a  brutal  trader,  to-morrow  morn- 
ing— ^if  you  had  seen  the  man,  and  heard  that  the  papers  were 
signed  and  delivered,  and  you  had  only  from  twelve  o'clock  till 
morning  to  make  good  your  escape — how  fast  could  you  walk  t 
How  many  miles  coald  you  make  in  those  few  brief  hours,  with 
the  darling  at  your  bosom — the  little  sleepy  head  on  yoar 
shoulder — the  small,  soft  arms  trustingly  holding  on  to  your 
neck? 

For  the  child  slept  At  first,  the  novelty  and  alarm  kept 
him  waking;  but  his  mother  so  hurriedly  repressed  every 
breath  or  sound,  and  so  assured  him  that  if  he  were  only  still 
she  would  certainly  save  him,  that  he  clung  quietly  roond  her 
neck,  only  asking,  as  he  found  himself  sinking  to  sleep — 

''  Mother,  I  don't  need  to  keep  awake,  do  I  ?" 

"No,  my  darling;  sleep,  if  you  want  to." 
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**  Bnt^  mollMr,  if  I  do  get  asleep,  yon  won't  let  bim  get 
me?" 

"  No  I  80  maj  Gtod  help  me  I"  said  his  mother,  with  a  paler 
cheek,  and  a  brighter  light  in  h«r  large  dark  eyes. 

**  Yon  're  nire,  an't  yon,  mother  ?" 

**  Tea,  MureP^  sud  the  mother,  in  a  roice  that  startled  her- 
self; for  it  seemed  to  her  to  come  from  a  spirit  within  that 
was  no  part  of  her ;  and  the  boy  dropped  his  little  weary 
bead  on  her  shoulder,  and  was  soon  asleep.  How  the  touch 
of  those  warm  arms,  the  gentle  breathings  that  came  in  her 
neck,  seemed  to  add  fire  and  spirit  to  her  movements!  It 
seemed  to  her  as  if  strength  ponred  into 'her  in  electric  streams 
from  every  gentle  tonch  and  moTemeat  of  the  sleeping,  con- 
fiding child.  Sublime  is  the  dominion  of  the  mind  over  the 
body,  that,  for  a  time,  can  make  flesh  and  nerve  impreg^nable^ 
and  string  the  sinews  like  steel,  so  that  the  weak  becomes  so 
mighty. 

The  boundaries  of  the  Harm,  the  grove,  the  wood-lot,  passed 
by  her  dizdly  as  she  walked  on ;  and  still  she  went,  leaving 
one  familiar  object  after  another,  slaeking  not,  pausing  not, 
till  reddening  daylight  found  her  many  a  long  mile  from  all 
traces  of  any  familiar  objects  uponlhe  open  highway. 

She  had  often  been,  with  her  mistress,  to  visit  some  connec- 
tions in  the  little  village  of  T ,  not  far  from  the  Ohio  River, 

and  knew  the  road  well.  To  go  thither,  to  escape  across  the 
Ohio  River,  were  the  first  hurried  outlines  of  hinr  plan  of  es^ 
cape ;  beyond  that,  she  could  only  hope  in  Ood. 

When  horses  and  vehicles  began  to  move  along  the  high- 
way, with  that  alert  perception  peculiar  to  a  state  of  exdte- 
ment,  and  which  seems  to  be  a  sort  of  inspiration,  she  became 
aware  that  her  headlong  pace  and  distracted  air  might  bring 
on  her  remark  and  suspicion.  She  therefore  put  tfand  boy  on. 
the  ground,  and,  adjusting  her  dress  and  bonnet,  she  walked 
on  at  as  rapid  a  pace  as  she  thought  consistent  with  the  pre- 
servation of  appearances.  In  her  littie  bundle  she  had  pro- 
vided a  store  of  cakes  and  apples,  which  she  used  as  expedients 
for  quickening  the  speed  of  the  child,  rolling  the  apple  some 
yards  before  them,  when  the  boy  would  nm  with  all  his  might 
after  it ;  and  this  ruse,  often  repeated,  carried  them  over  many 
a  half-mile. 

After  a  while,  they  came  to  a  thick  patch  of  woodland, 
through  which  murmured  a  clear  brook.  As  the  child  com- 
plained of  hunger  and  thirst,  ^e  climbed  over  the  fence  with 
bim  ;  and,  sitting  down  behind  a  large  rock  which  conceited 
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tiiem  from  the  road,  ^e  gave  him  a  breakfut  out  of  her  litUe 
package.  The  boy  wondered  and  grieved  that  she  could  not 
eat ;  and  when,  putting  his  arms  round  her  oeok,  he  tried  to 
wedge  some  of  his  cake  into  her  month,  it  seemed  to  her  that 
the  rising  in  her  throat  would  choke  her. 

''  No,  no,  Harry,  dariiog  I  mother  can't  eat  till  you  are.safe  I 
We  must  go  on — on — ^till  we  come  to  the  river  I"  And  she 
hurried  again  into  the  road,  and  again  constrained  herself  to 
walk  regularly  and  composedly  forward. 

She  was  many  miles  past  any  neighborhood  where  she  was 
personally  known.  If  she  shook!  chance  to  meet  any  who 
knew  her,  she  reflected  that  the  well-known  kindness  of  the 
fiamily  would  be  of  itself  a  blind  to  suspicion,  as  making  it  an 
anlikely  supposition  that  she  could  be  a  fugitive.  As  ^e  was 
also  so  white  as  not*  to  be  luiown  as  of  colored  lineage,  with- 
out a  critical  survey,  and  her  child  was  white  also»  it  was  much 
easier  for  her  to  pass  on  unsuspected. 

On  t\m  presumption,  she  stopped  at  noon  at  a  neat  farm- 
house, to  rest  herself,  and  buy  some  dinner  for  her  child  and 
self;  for,  as  the  danger  decreased  with  the  distance,  the  super- 
natural tension  of  the  nervous  system  lessened,  and  she  found 
herself  both  weary  and  hungry. 

The  good  woman,  kindly  and  gossipping,  seemed  rather 
pleased  than  otherwise  with  having  somebody  come  in  to  talk 
with ;  and  accepted,  without  examination,  Eliza's  statement 
that  she  "  was  going  on  a  little  piece,  to  spend  a  week  with 
her  friends" — all  which  she  hoped  in  her  heart  might  prove 
strictly  true. 

An  hour  b^ore  sunset,  she  entered  the  village  of  T » 

by  the  Ohio  River,  weary  and  foot-sore,  but  still  strong  in 
heart.  Her  first  glance  was  at  the  river,  which  lay,  like  Jor- 
dan, between  her  and  the  Canaan  of  liberty  on  the  other  side. 


sva's  dkath. 

Eva,  after  this,  declined  rapidly ;  there  was  no  more  any 
doubt  of  the  event ;  the  fondest  hope  could  not  be  blinded. 
Her  beautiful  room  was  avowedly  a  sick  room;  and  Miss 
Ophelia  day  and  night  performed  the  duties  of  a  nurse,  and 
never  did  her  friends  appreciate  her  value  more  than  in  that 
capacity.  With  so  well-trained  a  hand  and  eye,  such  perfect 
adroitness  and  practice  in  every  art  which  could  promote  neat- 
ness and  comfort,  and  keep  out  of  sight  every  disagreeable 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


mtfi,  HARBIBT  BXKHIR  STOWS.  ^07 

fnoident  of  sickness — with  saeh  a  perfect  senee  of  time,  such  Iei 
clear,  nntronbled  head,  SQch  exact  accahusj  in  rememberiog 
every  prescription  and  direction  of  the  doctors — she  was  every- 
thing to  St.  Clare.  They  who  had  shrugged  their  shodMers 
at  the  little  peculiarities  and  setneeses — so  unlike  the  careless 
freedom  of  southern  manners — acknowledged  that  now  she  was 
the  exact  person  that  was  wanted. 

Uncle  Tom  was  mnch  in  Eva's  room.  The  child  snff^ed 
inoch  from  nervons  restlessness,  and  it  wns  a  relief  to  her  to 
be  carried;  and  it  was  Tom's  greatest  delight  to  carry  her 
little  frail  form  in  his  arms,  resting  on  a  pillow,  now  np  and 
down  her  room,  now  oot  into  the  veranda;  and  when  the 
fresh  sea-breezes  blew  from  the  lake — and  the  efaild  felt  fresh- 
est in  the  morning — ^he  would  sometimes  walk  with  her  asder 
the  orange-trees  in  the  garden,  or,  sitting  down  in  some  of 
their  old  seats,  sing  to  her  their  favorite  old  hymns. 

Her  father  often  did  the  same  thing;  bat  his  frame  was 
slighter,  and  when  he  was  weary,  Era  wonld  say  to  him — 

"  O,  papa,  let  Tom  take  me.  Poor  fellow  I  it  pleases  him  ; 
and  yon  know  it's  all  he  can  do  now,  and  1m  wants  to  do  some- 
thing!" 

*•  So  do  I,  Eva !"  said  her  father. 

"  Well,  papa,  you  can  do  everything,  and  are  everything  to 
me.  Yoo  read  to  me — ^yon  sit  up  nights — and  Tom  has  only 
this  one  thing,  and  his  singing ;  and  I  know,  too,  he  does  it 
easier  than  you  can.     He  carries  me  bo  strong  I" 

The  desire  to  do  something  was  not  confined  to  Tom.  Every 
servant  in  the  establishment  showed  the  same  feeling,  and  In 
their  way  did  what  they  could.  Bnt  the  friend  who  knew  most 
of  Eva's  own  imaginings  and  foreshadowings  was  her  foithful 
bearer,  Tom.  To  him  she  said  what  she  woaM  not  distuH) 
her  father  by  saying.  To  him  she  imparted  those  mysterious 
intimations  which  the  soul  feels,  as  the  cords  begin  to  unbind, 
ere  it  leaves  its  clay  forever. 

Tom,  at  last,  would  not  sleep  in  his  room,  but  lay  all  night 
in  the  outer  veranda,  ready  to  rouse  at  every  call. 

"  Uncle  Tom,  what  alive  have  yon  taken  to  sleeping  any- 
where and  everywhere,  like  a  dog,  for  ?"  said  Miss  Opheiii. 
"  I  thought  yon  was  one  of  the  orderly  sort,  that  liked  to  lie 
in  bed  in  a  Christian  way." 

"  I  do,  Miss  Feely,"  said  Tom,  mysteriously.  "I  do,  but 
now — " 

"  Well,  what  now  ?" 

"  We  mustn't  speak  loud ;  Mas'r  St.  Clare  won't  hear  on't ; 
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but  WmFeiAj,  you  know  there  maet  be  somebodj  wfttdut' 
for  the  bridegroom.'' 

'*  Whftt  do  yoa  mean,  Tom  f " 

**  Yoa  know  it  sajs  in  Beriptare :  '  At  midnight,  tbere  wts 
A  great  cry  made.  Behold,  the  bridegroom  oometh.'  Thai's 
what  I'm  Bpeetin'  now,  ererj  night,  Miss  Feely ;  and  I  conldaH 
Bleep  oat  o'  hearin',  no  ways." 

''  Why,  XJnele  Tom,  what  makes  yon  think  so  f " 

'*  Miss  Era,  die  talks  to  me.  The  Lord,  He  sends  bis  mes- 
senger in  the  sonl.  I  mnst  be  thar,  Miss  Feely ;  for  when  that 
ar  blessed  child  goes  into  the  kingdom,  ^ey'tt  open  the  door 
BO  wide,  we'll  idl  get  a  look  in  at  the  glory.  Miss  Feely." 

"Undo  Tom,  did  Miss  Bra  say  she  felt  more  nnwell  than 
nsoal,  to-night  f " 

"No;  bnt  she  telled  me,  this  morning,  she  was  coming 
nearer — thar's  them  that  tells  it  to  the  child,  Miss  Feely.  It^ 
the  angels-*'  it's  the  tmmpet  sonnd  afore  the  break  o'  day,' " 
said  Tom,  quoting  from  a  fttvorite  hymn. 

This  dialogue  passed  between  Miss  Ophelia  and  Tom,  be- 
tween ten  and  eleren,  one  evening,  after  her  arrangements  had 
all  been  made  for  the  night,  when,  on  going  to  bolt  her  onter 
door,  she  found  Tom  stretched  along  by  it,  in  the  outer  te- 
randa. 

She  was  not  nerrons  or  impressible ;  but  the  solemn,  heart- 
felt manner  stmck  her.  Eva  had  been  unusually  bright  and 
cheerful  that  afternoon,  and  had  sat  ndsed  in  her  bed,  and 
looked  over  all  her  little  trinkets  and  precious  things,  and 
designated  the  friends  to  whom  she  would  have  them  given ; 
and  her  manner  was  more  animated,  and  her  voice  more  natoral, 
than  they  had  known  it  fbr  weeks.  Her  fiftther  had  been  in, 
in  the  evening,  and  had  said  that  Bva  appeared  more  like  her 
former  self  than  ever  she  had  done  since  her  sickness ;  and 
when  he  kissed  her  for  the  night,  he  said  to  Miss  OpheKa : 
**  Oonsin,  we  may  keep  her  with  us,  after  all ;  she  is  certainly 
better ;"  and  he  had  retired  with  a  lighter  heart  in  his  bosom 
than  he  had  had  there  for  weeks. 

But  at  midnight— strange,  mystic  hour  I — ^when  the  veil 
between  the  frail  present  and  the  eternal  future  grows  thin — 
then  came  the  messenger  I 

There  was  a  sound  in  that  chamber,  first  of  one  who  stepped 
quickly.  It  was  Miss  Ophelia,  who  had  resolved  to  sit  np  all 
night  with  her  little  charge,  and  who,  at  the  turn  of  the  ni^it, 
had  discerned  what  experienced  nurses  significantly  call  "a 
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dmnge."    The  oater  door  was  quickly  opened,  and  Tobi,  wbo 
was  watching  ootoide,  was  on  the  alert  in  a  moment 

"  Oo  for  £e  doctor,  Tom  1  lose  not  a  moment,"  said  Miss 
Ophelia;  and,  stepping  across  the  room,  she  rapped  at  St 
Clare's  door. 

"  OoQsin,"  she  said,  "  I  wish  yon  wonld  come." 

Those  words  fell  on  his  heart  like  dods  npon  a  coffin.  Why 
did  they  f  He  was  np  and  in  the  room  in  an  instant,  and 
bending  over  Era,  who  still  slept 

What  was  it  he  saw  that  made  his  heart  stand  still  f  Why 
was  no  word  spoken  between  the  two  ?  Thou  canst  say,  who 
hast  seen  that  same  expression  on  the  face  dearest  to  thee^ 
that  look  indescribable,  hopeless,  unmistakable,  that  says  to 
thee  that  thy  beloved  is  no  longer  thine. 

On  the  Dace  of  the  child,  howcTcr,  there  was  no  ghaqtly  im- 
print— only  a  high  and  almost  sublime  expression— the  over- 
shadowing presence  of  spiritual  natures,  the  dawning  of  im- 
mortid  life  in  that  childish  soul. 

They  stood  there  so  still,  gazing  upon  her,  that  even  the 
ticking  of  the  watch  seemed  too  loud.  In  a  few  moments,  Tom 
returned,  with  the  doctor.  He  entered,  gave  one  look,  and 
atood  silent  as  the  rest. 

"  When  did  this  change  take  place  ?"  sidd  he,  in  a  low  whis- 
per, to  Miss  Ophelia. 

"About  the  turn  of  the  night,"  was  the  reply. 

Marie,  roused  by  the  entrance  of  the  doctor,  appeared,  hur- 
riedly, from  the  next  room. 

**  Augastine  I  Oousin  I — 0 1 — what  1"  she  hurriedly  began. 

''  Hosh !"  said  St  Clare,  hoarsely  ;  **sheis  djfingP^ 

Mammy  heard  the  words,  and  flew  to  awaken  the  servants. 
The  house  was  soon  roused--4ights  were  seen,  footsteps  heard, 
anxious  faces  thronged  the  veranda,  and  looked  tearfully 
through  the  glass  doors ;  but  St  Clare  heard  and  said  nothing 
— he  saw  only  that  look  on  the  face  of  the  little  sleeper. 

''  0,  if  she  would  only  wake,  and  speak  once  more  I"  he 
said;  and,  stooping  over  her,  he  spoke  in  her  ear — ''Eva, 
darling  I" 

The  large  blue  eyes  unclosed — a  smile  passed  over  her  face ; 
she  tried  to  raise  her  head,  and  to  speak. 

"  Do  you  know  me,  Eva  ?" 

''  Dear  papa,"  said  the  child,  with  a  last  effort,  throwing 
her  arms  about  his  neck.     In  a  moment  they  dropped  again  ; 
and  as  St  Glare  raised  his  head,  he  saw  a  spasm  of  mortal 
60 


Digitized  by  VjOOg IC 


710 


STOWS. 


agony  pasi  over  the  face — ihe  straggled  for  breath,  and  threv 
np  her  little  hands. 

"  O  Ood,  this  is  dreadful  1"  he  said,  taming  awaj  in  agonj, 
and  wringing  Tom's  hand,  scarce  conscious  what  he  was  doing. 
•*  Oh,  Tom.  my  boy,  it  is  killing  me  I" 

Tom  had  his  master's  hands  between  his  own ;  and,  with 
tears  streaming  down  his  dark  cheeks,  looked  up  for  help  where 
he  had  always  been  used  to  look. 

"  Pray  that  this  may  be  cut  short  I"  said  St  Clare—"  this 
wrings  my  heart" 

**  O,  bless  the  Lord  I  It's  over — it's  ovei:,  dear  Master  I"  nid 
Tom;  "look  at  her." 

The  child  lay  panting  on  her  pillows,  as  one  ezhauated — the 
large  clear  eyes  rolled  up  and  fixed.  Ah,  what  said  those  eyes 
that  spoke  ^o  mnch  of  heaven  f  Earth  was  past,  and  earthly 
pain ;  bnt  so  solemn,  so  mysterious,  was  the  triumphant  bright- 
ness of  that  face,  that  it  checked  even  the  sobs  of  sorrow.  They 
pressed  aronnd  her,  in  breathless  stillness. 

"Eval"  said  St.  Clare,  gently. 

She  did  not  hear. 

'*  0,  Eva,  tell  us  what  you  see !  What  is  it  f "  said  her  fother. 

A  bright,  a  glorious  smile  passed  over  her  face,  and  she  said, 
brokenly,  ''01  love— joy^-^peace !"  gave  one  sigh,  and  passed 
from  death  unto  life  I 

"Farewell,  beloved  child!  theA)right,  eternal  doors  have 
closed  after  thee ;  we  shall  see  thy  sweet  face  no  more.  O, 
woe  for  them  who  watched  thy  entrance  into  heaven,  when 
they  shall  wake  and  find  only  the  cold  gray  sky  of  daily  life, 
and  thou  gone  forever  I"* 


*  The  following  beauiifni  and  Umcbing  renet  are  from  Um  pen  of  oar 
gifted  Whittier  :— 

Dry  the  t*«rs  for  holy  Eva, 
With  the  blessed  angels  leave  her ; 
Of  the  (orm  so  soft  and  fair, 
Oire  to  earth  the  tender  care. 


For  the  golden  locks  of  Era 
Let  the  snnoy  soath-lmnd  glre  her 
Flowery  pillow  of  repose— 
Orange-bloom  and  budding  rose. 

In  the  better  home  of  Era 
Let  the  shining  ones  receive  her, 
With  the  welcome- voiced  psalm. 
Harp  of  gold  and  waving  palm  t 

All  is  light  and  peace  with  Eva  ; 
There  the  darkness  cometh  never ; 


Tears  are  wiped,  and  fetters  fiall. 
And  the  Lord  is  aU  In  all. 

Weep  no  more  for  happy  Eva, 
Wrong  and  «in  bo  more  shaU  grieve  her ; 
Care  and  pain  and  weariness 
Lost  In  love  so  raeasnreleas. 

Gentle  Bva,  loving  Bva, 
Child  eoiifesaor,  trae  believer. 

Listener  at  the  Master's  knee, 
*'  Suffer  SQch  to  come  to  me.** 

O;  (br  Akith  IHte  thine,  sweel  Bva, 
Lighdng  all  the  ■oleuD  river. 
And  the  blessings  of  the  poor 
Wafting  to  the  heavenly  shore 
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HOW  TO  MAKE  rBIBNSB  ^'OF  THS  MAMMON  Of  UHBTOHT- 
B0U8NBS8."* 

"Papa,"  said  a  little  boy,  "  what  does  this  verse  mean  ?  It's 
in  my  Sunday  school  lesson :  '  Make  to  yourselves  Jriends  of 
ihe  mammon  of  unrighteousness ,  thai  ivhen  ye  fail,  they  may 
receive  you  into  everlastiny  habitations,^^* 

*'  Ton  ooght  to  have  asked  yoor  teacher,  my  son." 

'^Bc^  he  said  he  didn't  know  exactly  what  it  meant  He 
wanted  roe  to  look  this  week  and  see  if  I  conld  find  ont." 

Mr.  H.'s  standing  resoorce  in  all  exegettcal  difficnlties  was 
Dr.  Scott's  Family  Bible.  Therefore  he  now  got  np,  and  pat- 
ting on  his  spectacles,  walked  to  the  glass  bookcase,  and  took 
down  a  volome  of  that  worthy  commentator,  and  opening  It, 
read  aloud  the  whole  exposition  of  the  passage,  together  with 
the  practical  reflections  upon  it;  and  by  the  time  he  had  done, 
he  found  his  young  auditor  fast  asleep  in  his  chair. 

"Mother,"  said  he,  "this  child  plays  too  hard.  He  can't 
keep  his  eyes  open  evenings.    It's  time  he  was  in  bed." 

"  I  wasn't  asleep,  pa,"  said  Master  Henry,  starting  np  with 
that  air  of  injured  innocence  with  which  gentlemen  of  his  age 
generally  treat  an  imputation  of  this  kind. 

"  Then  can  yon  tell  me  now  what  the  passage  means  that  I 
have  been  reading  to  you  f " 

"There's  so  much  of  it,"  said  Henry,  hopelessly,  "I  wish 
yon'd  just  tell  me  in  short  order,  father." 

"O,  read  it  for  yourself,"  said  Mr.  H.,  as  he  poshed  the 
book  towards  the  boy,  for  it  was  to  be  confessed  that  he  per* 
ceived  at  this  moment  that  he  had  not  himself  received  any 
particularly  luminous  impression,  though  of  coarse  he  thought 
it  was  owing  to  his  own  want  of  comprehension. 

Mr.  H.  leaned  back  in  his  rocking-chair,  and  on  his  own 
private  account  began  to  speculate  a  little  as  to  what  he  really 
shonld  think  the  verse  might  mean,  supposing  he  were  at  all 
competent  to  decide  upon  it  "  'Make  to  yourselves  friends  of 
the  mammon  of  nnrighteousness,'"  says  he:  "that's  money, 
very  clearly.  How  am  I  to  make  friends  with  it  or  of  it  ? 
Receive  me  into  everlasUng  habitations :  that's  a  singular  kind 
of  expression.     I  wonder  what  it  means.    Dr.  Scott  makes 

*  This  most  beftutiAil  ftod  sfttisfaoiory  azpotUion  is  worUi  all  thai  ihe  oon- 
mentators  baTe  writUn  upon  ihe  passage  sinoe  ihe  dajs  of  Calvin. 
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some  very  good  remarks  about  it— bot  somehow  I'm  not  ex- 
actly clear."  It  must  be  remarked  that  this  was  not  an  un- 
common resnlt  of  Mr.  H.'s  critical  investigations  in  this  quarter. 

Well,  thoughts  will  wander;  and  as  he  lay  with  his  head  ob 
the  back  of  his  rocking-chair,  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  flick- 
ering blase  of  the  coal,  visions  of  his  wet  tramp  in  the  city, 
and  of  the  lonely  garret  be  bad  been  visiting,  and  of  the  poor 
woman  with  the  pale,  discouraged  face,  to  whom  he  had  car- 
ried warmth  and  comfbrt,  all  blended  themselTee  togetb^. 
He  felt,  too,  a  little  indefinite  creeping  chill,  and  some  uneasy 
sensations  in  his  h^id  like  a  commencing  cpld,  for  he  nc^s  not 
a  strong  man,  and  it  is  probable  his  long,  wet  walk  was  likely 
to  cause  him  some  inconvenience  in  this  way.  At  last  he  was 
fast  asleep,  nodding  in  his  chair. 

He  dreamed  that  he  was  very  sick  in  bed,  that  the  doctor 
came  and  went,  and  that  he  grew  sicker  and  sicker.  He  was 
going  to  die.  He  saw  his  wils  sitting  weeping  by  his  pillow — 
his  children  standing  by  with  pale  and  frightened  faces ;  aU 
things  in  his  room  began  to  swim,  and  waver,  and  fade ;  and 
voices  that  called  his  name,  and  sobs  and  lamentations  that 
rose  around  him,  seemed  far  off  and  distant  in  his  ear.  "O 
eternity,  eternity  1  I  am  going — I  am  going,"  he  thought ; 
and  in  that  hour,  strange  to  tell,  not  one  of  all  his  good  deeds 
seemed  good  enough  to  lean  on — all  bore  some  taint  or  tinge, 
to  his  purified  eye,  of  mortal  selfishness,  and  seemed  unholy 
before  the  All  Pure.  "  I  am  going,"  he  thought ;  "  there  is 
BO  time  to  stay,  no  time  to  alter,  to  balance  accounts ;  and  I 
know  not  what  I  am,  but  I  know,  0  Jesus,  what  thou  art  I 
have  trusted  in  thee,  and  shall  never  be  confounded ;"  and  with 
that  last  breath  of  prayer  OMrth  was  past 

A  soft  and  solemn  breathing,  as  of  music,  awakened  bin. 
As  an  infaat  child  not  yet  fully  awake  hears  the  holy  warblings 
of  his  mother'a  hymn,  and  smiles  half  conscious,  so  the  heaven* 
bom  became  aware  of  sweet  voices  and  loving  faces  around 
him  ere  yet  he  fully  woke  to  the  new  immortal  lutb. 

"  Ah,  he  has  come  at  last.  How  long  we  have  waited  for 
him!  Here  he  is  among  us.  Nowforever  welcome  I  welcome!" 
said  the  voices. 

Who  shall  speak  the  joy  of  that  latest  birth,  the  birth  from 
death  to  life  1  the  sweet,  calm,  inbreathing  consciousness  of 
purity  and  rest,  the  certainty  that  all  sin,  all  weakness  and  error, 
are  at  least  g^ne  forever ;  the  deep,  immortal  rapture  of  repose 
—felt  to  be  but  begun — never  to  end  1 

So  the  eyes  of  the  heaven-bom  opened  on  the  new  heaven 
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And  the  new  earth,  and  wondered  at  the  crowd  of  loving  faeee 
that  thronged  about  him.  Fair,  godlike  fomid  of  beanty,  soek 
as  earth  never  knew,  pressed  roand  him  with  blessings,  thanks, 
«nd  welcome. 

The  man  spoke  not,  but  he  wondered  in  his  heart  who  they 
were,  and  whence  it  came  that  they  knew  him;  and  as  soon  as 
the  inquiry  formed  itself  in  his  soul,  it  was  reiul  at  onoe  by  his 
heavenly  friends.  ''I,"  said  one  bright  spirit,  '^was  a  poor 
boy  whom  yon  fonnd  in  the  streets :  yon  sought  me  out,  yon 
sent  me  to  school,  you  watched  over  me,  and  led  me  to  the 
house  of  God ;  and  now  here  I  am."  "  And  we,"  said  other 
voices,  "are  other  neglected  children  whom  you  redeemed;  we 
also  thank  yon."  "And  I,"  said  another,  "  was  a  lost,  help- 
less girl :  sold  to  sin  and  shame,  nobody  thought  I  could  be 
saved ;  every  body  passed  me  by  till  you  came.  Yon  built  a 
home,  a  refuge  for  such  poor  wretches  as  I,  and  there  I  and 
many  like  me  heard  of  Jesus;  and  here  we  are."  "And  I," 
said  another,  '*  was  once  a  clerk  in  your  store.  I  came  to  the 
city  innocent,  but  I  was  betrayed  by  the  tempter.  I  forgot 
my  mother,  and  my  mother's  God.  I  went  to  the  gaming-table 
and  the  theatre,  and  at  last  I  robbed  your  drawer.  You  might 
have  justly  cast  me  off ;  but  you  bore  with  me,  you  watched 
over  me,  you  saved  me.  I  am  here  through  yon  this  day." 
"  And  I,"  said  another,  "was  a  poor  slave  girl — doomed  to  be 
sold  on  the  auction-block  to  a  life  of  infamy,  and  the  ruin  of 
soul  and  body.  Had  you  not  been  willing  to  give  so  lai^ely 
for  my  ransom,  no  one  had  thought  to  buy  me.  Yon  stimu^ 
lated  others  to  give,  and  I  was  redeemed.  I  lived  a  Ohristiaa 
mother  to  bring  my  children  up  for  Christ — ^they  are  all  here 
with  me  to  bless  you  this  day,  and  their  children  on  earth,  and 
their  children's  children  are  growing  up  to  bless  yon."  "  And 
I,"  said  another,  "  was  an  nnbeliever.  In  the  pride  of  my  ia^ 
tellect,  I  thought  I  could  demonstrate  the  absurdity  of  Chris- 
tianity.  I  thought  I  could  answer  the  argument  from  miracles 
and  prophecy ;  but  your  patient,  self-denying  life  was  an  argu- 
ment I  never  could  answer.  When  I  saw  you  spending  all 
your  time  and  all  your  money  in  efforts  for  your  fellow-men^ 
nndisconraged  by  ingratitude,  and  careless  of  praise,  then  I 
.  thought,  '  There  is  something  divine  in  that  man's  life,'  and 
that  thought  brought  me  here." 

The  man  looked  around  on  the  gathering  congregation,  and 
he  saw  that  there  was  no  one  whom  he  had  drawn  heavenward 
that  had  not  also  drawn  thither  myriads  of  others.  In  his  life- 
time he  had  been  scattering  seeds  of  good  around  from  hour  to 
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hour,  akAost  rniconseioiifllj ;  and  now  he  saw  ererj  seed  spring- 
iBg  up  into  a  widening  forest  of  immortal  beantj  and  gkny. 
It  seemed  to  him  that  Siere  was  to  be  no  end  of  the  unoibeiv 
that  flocked  to  claim  him  as  their  long-expected  so«l  friend. 
Hit  heart  was  fall,  and  his  face  became  as  that  of  an  angel  as 
he  looked  np  to  One  who  seemed  nearer  than  all,  aad  said, 
"  This  is  thy  love  for  me,  unworthy,  O  Jesos*  Of  thee,  aad  to 
thee,  and  throngh  thee  are  all  things.    Amen." 

Amen  I  as  with  choms  of  many  waters  and  mighty  thnnder- 
iiigs  the  sound  swept  onward,  and  died  far  off  in  chiming  echoes 
among  the  distant  stars ;  and  the  man  awoke. 


THOMAS  HACKBLLAR. 

Tan  sweet  printer-poet  is  of  Scotcli  descent,  his  father  liaTing  emi- 
grated to  this  country  in  the  latter  part  of  the  last  oentnry.  He  was 
bom  in  the  city  of  New  York,  on  the  12th  of  Angost,  1812,  and  was 
early  destined  for  college.  Bat  his  father's  health  failing,  he  was 
token  from  school,  and  placed  in  a  store,  at  twelve  years  of  age.  Har- 
ing  a  strong  passion  for  reading,  he  left  the  store  in  two  yean— with 
his  father's  consent — and  entered  a  newspaper  printing-oiftce,  when 
he  thought  he  would  have  better  opportunities  to  indulge  his  tastes. 
After  two  years  more,  he  entered  the  establishment  of  J.  k  J.  Harper 
(now  Harper  and  Brothers),  where  he  soon  proved,  by  his  intelligenoe, 
integrity,  snd  energy  to  be  an  important  member  in  it.  Here  the  psa- 
Bioa  for  writing  verse  seised  hiai,  and  he  would  often  drop  his  oom- 
posing-stick,  and  with  a  type  write  his  couplets  on  paper,  as  they 
4)oourred  to  him ;  but  these  early  pieces  have  never  seen  the  light. 

In  1833,  he  removed  to  Philadelphia,  and  entered  the  type-fooiidiy 
of  Lawrence  Johnson.  In  1834  he  married,  and  soon  after  appeared 
that  beautiful  piece,  that  has  been  so  much  admired,  **  The  Sleeping 
Wife."  He  now  wrote  occasionally  for  the  "Journal"  of  the  Sunday 
School  Union ;  then  for  the  *"  United  States  eatette ;"  and  then  for  Jo- 
seph C.  Neal's  "  Gaiette,'»  under  the  signature  of  "  Tarn."  During  all 
this  time  his  post  in  his  business  was  a  most  arduous  one,  and  almost 
the  whole  of  his  pieces  were  composed  while  he  was  walking  fh>m  his 
home  to  the  foundiy,  or  from  the  foundry  to  his  home ;  and  were  eom^ 
monly  finished  and  transcribed  at  night,  and  sent  off  the  next  mora- 
log  to  the  printer. 
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Hifl  first  Tolnme,  "DroK^Bgt  from  tlie  H^art,"  wiui  piibUih«d  in 
1844,  and  was  generall/  rery  handsomely  notieed.  Hie  second  pnbU- 
eation  was  ^  Tarn's  Fortnight  Ramble,''  issued  in  1847,  in  whioh  year 
ke  was  admitted  as  a  partner  to  an  interest  in  the  business  ci  Mr. 
Johnsoo.  His  last  book  is  entiUed  "Lines  lor  the  Gentle  and  Lor- 
Ing,"  a  beantifally  printed  Toliime,  wUoh  appeared  in  1858. 

Mr.  Maokellar's  poetry  is  pnre,  simple,  elevated,  and  goes  directly 
to  the  heart,  for  the  best  of  all  reasons— it  comes  from  the  heart.  A 
few  of  his  effusions,  for  feeling  humanity  and  touching  pathos,  will 
not  suffer  in  comparison  with  some  of  Hood's  justly  ftmied  pieces,  and 
do  him  infinite  honor  as  a  poet  and  a  philanthropist.' 


THB  HYMNS  MT  MOTHSR  BXmO. 

There  are  to  me  no  hymns  more  sweet 
Than  those  my  mother  sung, 

When  joyously  around  her  feet 
Her  little  children  clung. 

The  babe  upon  his  pillow  slept — 
My  mother  sang  the  while  ;— 

What  wonder  if  there  softly  crept 
Across  his  lips  a  smile  1 

And  I,  a  sick  and  pensive  boy — 
Oppressed  with  many  pains — 

Oft  felt  my  bosom  thrill  with  Joy 
Beneath  her  soothing  strains. 

The  stealing  tear  mine  eye  bedims, 
My  heart  is  running  o'er — 

The  music  oi  a  mother's  hymns 
Shall  oomlsrt  me  no  morel 


OUR  WILLIAM. 

A  little  son— an  only  son — ha,ye  we ; 

(God  bless  the  lad,  and  keep  him  night  and  day, 

And  lead  him  softly  o'er  this  stcoy  way  1) 
He  is  blue-eyed,  and  flaxen  hair  has  he, 

(Such,  long  agov  mine  o?m  was  went  to  be — 

And  peoi^e  say  he  much  resembles  me.) 

'  In  a  letter,  In  reply  to  one  written  to  bim  for  infbrmatioa  eoneeming  hit 
Miblieationi,  he  modesty  says :  "  Xfaongfa  I  have  made  no  money  by  rhym- 
ing, I  know  that  fome  of  my  simple  pieoes  hare  done  good  in  tbe  world. 
Doing  good  is  better  than  aoquiring  fkme,  and  I  am  content  and  willing  to 
bide  my  time." 
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IVe  never  heard  a  bird  or  mnlet  sing 
So  aweetly  as  he  talks.     His  words  are  small 
Sweet  words — oh !  how  delioioaslj  they  fall  1 — 

Much  like  the  sound  of  silver  bells  they  ring, 
And  fill  the  house  with  music.    Beauty  lies 

As  naturally  upon  his  cheek  as  bloom 
Upon  a  peach.    like  moming  vapof  ,  fliea 

Before  his  smile,  my  mind*8  infrequent  gloom. 

A  jocund  child  is  he,  and  full  of  fun : 
He  laughs  with  happy  heartiness ;  and  he 
His  half-olo6ed  eyelids  twinkles  roguishly^ 

Till  from  their  lashes  tears  start  up  and  run. 
The  drops  are  bright  as  diamonds.    When  they  roll 

Adown  his  cheek,  they  seem  to  be  the  o'erilowing 
Of  the  de^  well  of  love  within  his  soul — 

The  human  tendemeeses  of  his  nature  showing. 
Tis  pleasant  to  Idok  on  him  while  he  sleeps : 

His  plump  and  chubby  arms,  and  delicate  fingers — 
The  half-iormed  smile  that  round  his  red  lipt  creeps  ; 

The  intellectual  glow  that  faintly  lingers 
Upon  his  countenance,  as  if  he  talks 
With  some  bright  angel  on  his  nightly  walks.. 

We  tremble  when  we  think  that  many  a  storm 

May  beat  upon  him  in  the  time  to  come- 
That  his  now  beautiful  and  fragUe  form 

May  bear  a  burden  sore  and  wearisome. 
Yet  so,  the  stain  of  guiltiness  and  shame 
Be  never  placed  upon  his  soul  and  name — 

So  he  preserve  his  virtue  though  he  die — 
And  to  Ids  God,  his  race,  his  country  prove 

A  faithful  man,  whom  praise  nor  gold  can  buy, 
Nor  threats  of  vile,  designing  men  can  move^ 

We  ask  no  more.    We  trust  that  He  who  leads 
The  footsteps  of  the  feeble  lamb  will  hold 
This  lamb  of  ours  in  mercy's  pasture-fold, 

Where  every  inmate  near  the  loving  Shepherd  feeds. 


LIFE'S  EVENINQ. 

The  world  to  me  is  growing  gray  and  old. 
My  friends  are  dropping  one  by  one  away ; 
Some  live  in  far^ff  lands^-some  in  the  day 

Rest  quietlyi  their  mortal  moments  told. 
My  sire  departed  ere  his  locks  were  gray ; 
My  mother  wept,  and  soon  beside  him  lay ; 

My  Cider  kin  have  long  since  gone-^and  I 
Am  left — a  leaf  upon  an  autumn  tree, 
Among  whose  branches  chilling  breeaet  steal. 

The  sure  precursors  of  the  winter  nigh ; 
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And  when  my  ottspring  at  our  altar  kneel 
To  worship  God,  and  sing  oar  morning  psalm. 

Their  rising  stature  whispers  unto  me 
My  life  is  gentlj  waning  to  its  evening  oalm. 


PATISNT  OONTINTJANOX  IN  WXLL-DOINQ. 

Bear  the  burden  of  the  present — 
Let  the  morrow  bear  its  own ; 

If  the  morning  sky  be  pleasant, 
Why  the  coming  night  bemoan? 

If  the  darkened  heavens  lower, 
Wrap  thy  cloak  around  thy  form ; 

Though  the  tempest  rise  in  power, 
God  Is  mightier  than  the  storm. 

Steadfast  faith  and  hope  unshaken 
Animate  the  trusting  breast ; 

Step  by  step  the  Journey  *s  taken 
Nearer  to  the  land  of  rest. 

All  unseen,  the  Master  walketh 
By  the  toiling  servant's  side ; 

Ck>mfortable  words  he  talketh, 
While  his  hands  uphold  and  guide. 

Grief,  nor  pain,  nor  any  sorrow 
Rends  thy  breast  to  him  unknown ; 

He  to-day  and  He  to-morrow 
Grace  sufficient  gives  his  own. 

Hdy  strivings  nerve  and  strengthen — 
Long  endurance  wins  the  crown  ; 

When  the  evening  shadows  lengthen, 
Thou  Shalt  lay  the  burden  down. 


MRS.  EUZABBTH  HOWELL. 

Thb  Ibllowing  poem,  together  with  several  others  of  great  beauty  of 
sentiment,  and  purity  of  feeling,  was  written  by  a  young  lady  of  Phila- 
delphia, a  member  of  the  *'  Society  of  Friends" — BUsabeth  Lloyd,  Jr. — 
the  daughter  of  Isaac  Lloyd.  She  afterwards  married  our  late  lamented 
fellow-townsman,  Robert  Howell,  Esq.  It  is  enough  to  say  in  com- 
mendation of  these  lines  that  they  were  at  first  attributed  by  many 
Journals  to  Milton  himself. 
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MILTON'S  PRAYER  OF  PATIENCE. 

I  am  old  and  blind  t 
Men  point  at  me  as  smitten  by  Qod*8  frown ; 
Afflicted  and  deserted  of  my  kind, 

Yet  am  I  not  oast  down. 

I  am  weak,  yet  strong ; 
I  mormnr  not  that  I  no  longer  see ; — 
Poor,  old,  and  helpless,  I  the  more  belong, 

Father  Supreme  I  to  Thee. 

All  merciful  One  I 
Wlien  men  are  farthest,  then  art  thou  most  near ; 
When  friends  pass  by,  my  weaknesses  to  shun. 

Thy  chariot  I  hear. 

Thy  glorious  face 
Is  leaning  towards  me,  and  its  holy  light 
Shines  in  upon  my  lonely  dwelling-place — 

And  there  is  no  more  night. 

On  my  bended  knee, 
L  recognize  Thy  purpose,  clearly  shown ; 
My  vision  Thou  hast  dimmed,  that  I  may  see 

Thyself— Thyself  alone. 

I  have  nought  to  fear ;  • 
This  darkness  is  the  shadow  of  thy  wing ; 
Beneath  it  I  am  almost  sacred — here 

Can  come  no  evil  thing. 

Oh !  I  seem  to  stand 
Trembling,  where  foot  of  mortal  ne'er  hath  been, 
Wrapped  in  that  radiance  fh>m  the  sinless  land 

Which  eye  hath  never  seen. 

Visions  come  and  go. 
Shapes  of  resplendent  beiauty  round  me  throng ; 
From  angel  lips  I  seem  to  hear  the  flow 

Of  soft  and  holy  song. 

In  a  purer  clime. 
My  being  fills  with  rapture— waves  of  thought 
Roll  in  upon  my  spirit — strains  sublime 

Break  over  me  unsought. 

(Jive  me  now  my  lyre  I 
I  feel  the  stirrings  of  a  gift  divine  ; 
Within  my  bosom  glows  unearthly  fire, 

Lit  by  no  skill  of  mine. 
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JAMB3  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

Tm  diitingnitlied  poet  and  essayist,  the  son  of  Ber.  Gliarles  Lowell, 
D.  D.,  for  neatljr  fifty  yean  pastor  of  the  West  CliiiToh,  Boston,  was 
bom  at  Cambridge,  Massaohnsetts,  on  the  22d  of  Febraary,  1S19,  He 
gradnated  at  Harrard  College  in  1838,  and  after  studying  law  (^>ened 
an  office  in  Boston.  But  he  soon  fonnd,  as  did  Sir  Walter  Soott,  that 
the  profession  was  not  at  all  congenial  to  his  tastes  and  feelings,  and 
not  being  compelled  by  necessity  to  porsne  it  as  a  means  of  Uring, 
he  retnmed  to  his  books  and  trees  at  his  father's  residence,  Elmwood, 
near  Meant  Anbom,  determined  on  making  literature  his  reliance  for 
fame  and  fcniune. 

"  His  first  start  in  literature,  as  a  business,  ended  disastrously.  In 
company  with  his  friend  Robert  Carter,  he  established  a  monthly 
magaiine  called  *The  Pioneer,'  which,  owing  to  the  failure  of  his 
publishers,  did  not  last  longer  than  the  third  number ;  but  it  was 
admirably  well  conducted,  and  made  a  decided  impression  on  the 
literary  public,  by  the  elevated  tone  of  its  criticisms,  and  the  supe- 
idority  of  its  essays  compared  with  the  ordinary  class  of  magasine 
literature.  Boon  after  the  failure  of  *  The  Pioneer,'  he  was  married  to 
Miss  Maria  White,  of  Watertown,  a  lady  of  congenial  tastes,  and  as 
remarkable  for  her  womanly  graoes  and  accomplishments,  as  for  her 
eloTated  intellectual  qualities.'" 

In  1855,  Mr.  Lowell  was  appointed  Professor  of  Belles-Lettres  in 
Harvard  University," to  succeed  Prof.  Longfellow,  and  entered  upon 
the  duties  of  his  office  after  spending  some  months  in  Europe.  Prof. 
Lowell's  publications  have  been  as  follows : — 

"A  Poem  recited  at  Cambridge,"  1839 ;  "A  Tear's  Life,"  a  poem, 
1841 ;  "  Poems,'"  1844.  This  second  series  contains  a  Legend  of  Brit- 
tany, Prometheus,  Miscellaneous  Poems,  and  Sonnets.  "Conversa- 
tions on  Some  of  the  Old  Poets,"'  1845 ;  "  Poems,"  Cambridge,  Mass., 
1848;  '*The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal,"  Boston,  1848;  *<A  Fable  for 

■  **  Homes  of  Amerioan  Authors. " 

*  '*  A  warm  and  hearty  sympathy  with  hnmanity  is  a  ebameteristle  of  the 
Tolnme  before  ns.  A  yearning  love  for  man,  and  a  burning  desire  to  elevate 
and  purify  hts  sonl,  which,  however  debased  and  nncaltirated,  is  yet  to  onr 
poet  nerer  anwortliy  of  regard,  are  the  highest  inspirations  of  his  muse.  We 
loveliim  for  his  own  wide  love.  As  a  brother  does,  he  comes  before  as  to 
plead  a  brother's  eanse.  Let  him  not  sing  to  deaf  or  to  averted  ears."— > 
Ckrittian  Examiner,  March,  18i4. 
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Critics,**  1848 ;  "The  Biglow  Papers,**  1848.  This  Is  a  keen  and  most 
riohlj  merited  politioal  satire  npon  our  wicked  Mexican  war,  and  upon 
the  ascendency  which  the  slare-power  has  so  long  maintained  in  oar 
government.' 

** Lowell's  prose  writings  are  as  remarkahle  as  his  poetry;  the  oof^- 
onsness  of  1^  lllnstrations,  the  richness  of  Ids  imageiy,  the  easy  flow 
of  his  sentences,  the  keenness  of  his  wit,  and  the  loroe  and  deamess 
of  his  reasoning,  giro  to  his  reviews  and  essays  a  Csscinating  oharm 
that  would  place  him  In  the  fh>nt  rank  d  onr  prose  writers,  if  he  did 
not  oocnpy  a  similar  position  among  onr  poets.  *** 


THI  HKBTTAai. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands, 
And  piles  of  brick,  and  stone,  and  gold. 

And  he  inherits  soft,  white  hands, 
And  tender  flesh  that  fears  the  cold. 
Nor  dares  to  wear  a  garment  old ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

One  scarce  wonld  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  cares ; 

The  bank  may  break,  the  factory  bam, 
A  breath  may  borst  his  bubble  shares, 

And  soft,  white  hands  conld  hardly  earn 

A  living  that  wonld  serve  his  turn ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 
One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man*s  son  inherits  wants, 

His  stomach  craves  for  dainty  fkre ; 
With  sated  heart  he  hears  the  pants 

Of  toiling  hinds  with  brown  arms  bare. 

And  wearies  in  his  easy  chair ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
One  scarce  wonld  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

*  «  Among  th«  very  best  of  his  writiags.  .  .  .  They  show  a  deep  appeeia- 
tion  of  the  poetical  merit  of  those  aathors,  and  a  flneneu  of  critietl  teetS 
quite  unuinal  in  the  literature  of  the  magacines.'' — N,  An^.  ^ev.,  Iviil.  283. 

*  "The  rhymei  are  as  startliag  and  felieitoaa  as  any  in  Hudibras,  and  the 
quaint  drollery  of  the  illustratiouB  is  in  admirable  keeping  with  Uie  whole 
oharaoter  of  the  forlorn  reoruit  firom  Massaohusette."— ^.  Jee.  £tv.,  IzviiL 
187. 

*  **  Homes  of  American  Authors.*'  His  reviews  and  essays  have  appeared 
in  the  << North  Ameriean  Review,"  "Southern  Literary  Messenger/* 
'*Kniekerbooker/*  "Demooratic  Beview,"  "  Graham's  Magasine,**  ** Put- 
nam's Magasine/*  "Boston  MisoeUany,"  and  "NaUonal  Anti-SUrery 
StandarT^  ^ 
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What  doth  the  poor  man'f  son  inherit  f 

Stout  muscles  and  a  sinewj  heart, 
A  hardj  frame,  a  hardier  spirit ; 

King  of  two  hands,  he  does  his  part 

In  every  useful  toil  and  art ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  f 

Wishes  overjoyed  with  humble  things, 
A  rank  adjudged  by  toil- won  merit. 

Content  that  from  employment  springs, 

A  heart  that  in  his  labor  sings ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  ? 

A  patience  learned  of  being  poor. 
Courage,  if  sorrow  come,  to  bear  it, 

A  fellow-feeling  that  is  sure 

To  make  the  outcast  bless  his  door ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

O,  rich  man's  son  1  there  is  a  toil, 

That  with  all  others  level  stands ; 
Large  charity  doth  never  soil, 

hat  only  whiten,  soft,  white  hands — 

Tliis  is  the  best  crop  from  thy  lands; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
Worth  bsing  rich  to  hold  in  fee. 

0,  poor  man's  son !  scorn  not  thy  state ; 

There  is  worse  weariness  than  thine, 
In  merely  being  rich  and  great ; 

Toil  only  gives  the  soul  to  shine. 

And  makes  rest  fragrant  and  benign ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
Worth  being  poor  to  hold  in  fee. 

Both,  heirs  to  some  six  feet  of  sod, 

Are  equal  in  the  earth  at  last ; 
Both,  children  of  the  same  dear  Qod, 

Prove  title  to  yoor  heirship  vast 

By  record  of  a  well-filled  past ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 
Well  worth  a  life  to  hold  in  fee. 
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THRENODIA. 

[Written  upon  the  death  of  a  young  child.] 

How  peacefallj  thej  rest, 
Crossfolded  there 
Upon  his  little  breast, 

Those  small,  white  hajids  that  ne'er  were  still  before. 
Bat  ever  sported  with  his  mother's  hair, 
Or  the  plain  cross  that  on  her  breast  she  wore ! 
Her  heart  no  more  will  beat 
To  feel  the  tonch  of  that  soft  palm. 
That  ever  seemed  a  new  surprise 
Sending  glad  thoughts  up  to  her  ejes 
To  bless  him  with  their  holy  calm — 
Sweet  thoughts  I  they  made  her  eyes  as  sweet. 
How  quiet  are  the  hands 
That  wove  those  pleasant  bands  I 
But  that  they  do  not  rise  and  sink 
With  his  calm  breathing,  I  shoold  think 
That  he  were  dropped  asleep. 
Alas !  too  deep,  too  deep 
Is  this  his  slumber  I 
Time  scarce  can  number 
The  years  ere  he  will  wake  again. 
O,  may  we  see  his  eyelids  open  then  I 
O  stern  word — Nerermore  1 

As  the  airy  gossamere. 
Floating  in  the  sunlight  clear, 
Where'er  it  toucheth  dingeth  tightly. 
Round  glossy  leaf  or  stomp  unsightly, 
So  from  his  spirit  wandered  out 
Tendrils  spreading  all  about. 
Knitting  all  things  to  its  thrall 
With  a  perfect  love  of  all : 
0  stem  word — Nevermore ! 

He  did  but  float  a  little  way 
Adown  the  stream  of  time, 
With  dreamy  eyes  watching  the  ripples  play, 
Or  listening  their  faify  chime ; 
His  slender  sail 
Ne'er  felt  the  gale; 
He  did  but  float  a  liUle  way, 
And,  putting  to  the  shore 
While  yet  'twas  early  day, 
Went  calmly  on  his  way. 
To  dwell  with  us  no  more ! 
No  jarring  did  he  feel, 
No  grating  on  his  vessel's  keel ; 
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A  strip  of  silver  s&nd 
Mingled  the  waters  with  the  land 
Where  he  was  seen  no  more : 
O  stem  word — Nevermore! 

Full  short  his  jonmej  was ;  no  dust 
Of  earth  unto  his  sandals  olave ; 
The  weary  weight  that  old  men  most, 
He  hore  not  to  the  grave. 
He  seemed  a  ohenib  who  had  lost  his  waj 
And  wandered  hither,  so  his  stay 
With  OS  was  short,  and  Hwas  most  meet 
That  he  should  be  no  delver  in  earth's  elod, 
Nor  need  to  pause  and  cleanse  his  feet 
To  stand  before  his  God : 
O  blest  word — Bvermore  I 


TO  J.  B.  QIDDINOS.^ 

Oiddings,  far  rougher  names  than  thine  have  grown 

Smoother  than  honey  on  the  lips  of  men ; 

And  thou  shalt  aye  be  honorably  known 

As  one  who  bravely  used  his  tongue  and  pen 

As  best  befits  a  freeman — even  for  those, 

To  whom  our  Law's  unblushing  front  denies 

A  right  to  plead  against  the  life-long  woes 

Whioh  are  the  Negro's  glimpse  of  Freedom's  ski^ : 

Fear  nothing  and  hope  all  things,  as  the  Right 

Alone  may  do  securely ;  every  hour 

The  thrones  of  Ignorance  and  ancient  Night 

Lose  somewhat  of  their  long-usurped  power, 

And  Freedom's  lightest  word  can  make  them  shiver 

With  a  base  dread  that  clings  to  them  forever. 

■  Joshna  R.  Giddings,  now  (1858)  the  oldest  member  of  the  IT.  S.  House 
of  Representatives,  was  born  in  Athens,  Bradford  County,  Pa.,  on  the  6th  of 
October,  1795.  While  in  his  infancy,  his  father  removed  to  Csnandaigna, 
N.  T.,  and  remained  there  till  1800,  when  he  removed  to  Ashtabnla  County, 
Ohio.  Having  a  strong  taste  for  literatnre,'  yoang  Giddings  determined  to 
enter  professional  life^'  and  bv  constant  labor  and  self-denying  efforts  he  was 
enabled  to  present  himseljT  for  admission  to  the  bar  in  1826.  His  practice 
soon  became  extensive.  In  a  few  years,  he  was  elected  to  the  legislature  of 
his  own  State,  and  in  1838  to  a  seat  in  the  U.  S.  House  of  Representatives. 
In  February,  1838,  he  made  his  first  anti-slavery  speech  in  Congress.  In 
1842  he  was  censured  by  the  House  of  Representatives  for  introducing  anti- 
slavery  resolutions.  He  at  once  resigned,  returned  home,  appealed  to  his 
constituents,  and  in  five  weeks  was  returned  by  an  overwhelming  minority. 
There  he  has  remained  ever  since — a  most  vigilant  and  faithful  watchman, 
on  the  wateh-tower  of  liberty.  His  congressional  speeches  have  been  pub- 
lished in  a  handsome  volume  of  511  pages — a  monument  to  his  courage  and 
faithfnlne«  to  truth  more  enduring  than  granite  or  marble. 
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FREEDOM.' 


Men !  whose  boast  it  is  that  ye 
Come  of  fathers  braTe  and  free. 
If  there  breathe  on  earth  a  slave, 
Are  ye  truly  free  and  brave  f 
If  ye  do  not  feel  the  chain, 
When  it  works  a  brother's  x>&in, 
Are  ye  not  base  slaves  indeed — 
Slaves  nnwinihy  to  be  freed  f 

Women  I  who  shall  one  day  bear 
Sons  to  breathe  New  England  air, 
If  ye  hear,  without  a  blnsh, 
Deeds  to  make  the  roosed  blood  rosh 
Like  red  lava  through  your  veins, 
For  your  sisters  now  in  chains — 
Answer  t  are  ye  fit  to  be 
Mothers  of  the  brave  and  firee  f 

Is  true  Freedom  but  to  break 
Fetters  for  our  own  dear  sake. 
And,  with  leathern  hearts,  forget 
That  we  owe  mankind  a  debt  f 
No  I  true  freedom  is  to  share 
All  the  chains  our  brothers  wear. 
And,  with  heart  and  hand,  to  be 
Earnest  to  make  others  free  I 

They  are  slaves  who  fear  to  speak 

For  the  fallen  and  the  weak  ; 

They  are  slaves  who  will  not  choose 

Hatred,  scoffing,  and  abuse, 

Rather  than  in  silence  shrink 

From  the  truth  they  needs  mast  think ; 

They  are  slaves  who  dare  not  be 

In  the  right  with  two  or  three. 


THE  ALPINE  8HSEPr 

[Addressed  to  a  Mend  after  the  loss  of  %  ehtld.] 

When  on  my  ear  your  loss  was  knelled, 

And  tender  sympathy  upburst, 
A  little  spring  from  memory  welled, 

Which  once  had  quenched  my  bitter  thirst, 

*  Song  at  the  Anti-Slavery  Picnio  in  Dedham,  on  the  anniversary  of  West 
India  Emancipation,  Angust  1,  1843. 
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And  I  was  fain  to  bear  to  yon 

A  portion  of  its  mild  relief; 
That  it  might  be  a  healing  dew, 

To  steal  some  fever  from  joar  grief. 

After  oar  child's  ontroubled  breath 

Up  to  the  Father  took  Its  way, 
And  on  oar  home  the  shade  of  Death 

Like  a  long  twilight  haanting  lay. 

And  friends  oame  round,  with  ns  to  weep 

Her  little  spirit's  swift  remove, 
The  story  of  the  Alpine  sheep 

Was  told  to  us  by  one  we  love. 

They,  in  the  valley's  sheltering  care, 

Soon  crop  the  meadow's  tender  prime. 
And  when  the  sod!  grows  brown  and  bare, 

The  Shepherd  strives  t«  make  them  climb 

To  airy  shelves  of  pastnre  green, 

That  hang  aloug  the  mountain's  side. 
Where  grass  and  flowers  together  lean, 

And  down  through  mist  the  sunbeams  slide. 

But  naught  can  tempt  the  timid  IMngs 

The  steep  and  rugged  path  to  try, 
Though  sweet  the  shepherd  calls  and  sings, 

And  seared  below  the  pastures  lie, 

Till  in  his  arms  his  lambs  he  takes, 

Along  the  dizzy  verge  to  go, 
Then,  heedless  of  the  rifts  and  breaks, 

They  follow  on  o'er  rock  and  snow. 

And  in  these  pastures,  lifted  fair, 

More  dewy-soft  than  lowland  mead. 
The  skepheJd  drops  his  tender  care. 

And  sheep  and  lambs  together  feed. 

This  parable,  by  Nature  breathed. 

Blew  on  me  as  the  south  wind  free 
O'er  frozen  brooks,  that  flow  unsheathed 

From  icy  thraldom  to  the  sea. 

A  blissful  vision  through  the  night 

Would  all  my  happy  senses  sway 
Of  the  Good  Shepherd  on  the  height, 

Or  climbing  up  the  stany  way. 

Holding  our  little  lamb  asle^. 

While,  like  the  murmur  of  the  sea. 
Sounded  that  voice  along  the  deep. 

Saying,  "  Arise  and  follow  me." 

61* 
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EDWIN  P.  WHIPPUL 

This  diftingvisbed  esflajist  was  bom  in  Olouoester,  ICassacbuseUs, 
on  ibe  8tb  of  Marob,  1819.  His  fkiber,  Ifattbew  Wbfpple,  djing 
wbile  ibe  son  was  in  bis  infkno j,  bis  widow  removed  to  Salem,  and 
tbere  jonng  Bdwin  was  educated  at  tbe  Englisb  Higb  SebooL  Wben 
be  was  bnt  fourteen  jears  of  age,  be  publisbed  articles  in  tbe  news- 
paper press  at  Salem,  and  at  fifteen  became  clerk  of  tbe  Bank  of  (Gene- 
ral Interest  in  tbat  citj.  Wben  be  was  eighteen  years  of  age,  be  went 
to  Boston,  where  be  entered  a  large  banking-house,  as  clerk,  but 
was  soon  after  appointed  Superintendent  of  tbe  Merchants*  Exchange 
News  Room.  Snob  a  position  would  bardlj  seem  oompatible  with 
literary  pursuits ;  and  yet  but  few  graduates  of  any  of  our  college 
bare  been  more  distinguished  for  articles  of  beautiful,  Just,  and  yi^>r- 
ous  oritioism,  in  our  best  reviews,  than  Mr.  Whipfde.  But  besides 
bis  faifluenoe  as  a  writer,  be  has  appeared  before  tbe  public,  in  most 
of  our  northern  States,  as  a  lecturer  of  uncommon  power  and  attract- 
iveness ;  and  has  often  been  invited  to  address  tbe  literary  sodetles 
of  various  colleges,  as  Brown,  Dartmouth,  Amherst,  and  tbe  New  York 
Univenity.  In  1850,  tbe  city  authorities  of  Boston  elected  him  to 
dellTer  before  them  tbe  Fourth  of  July  oration.  Two  colleotiona  of  bis 
writings  have  been  published  by  Ticknor  &  Pields,  namely,  **  Essays 
and  Beviews,**  in  two  volumes ;  and  **  Lectures  on  Subjects  connected 
with  Literature  and  Life.'** 

*  Aa  appreeiatire  critic  thai  remarks  upon  the  obaraettr  sad  style  of  Mr. 
Whipple's  writing!:  *'Ai  chief  amoag  his  mental  eharaeteristici,  we  are 
dif  poeed  to  place  the  rectitude  which  marks  his  critical  judgments,  and  which 
Is  seen  in  the  patience  and  thoronghnest  of  his  iayestigation  and  in  the  pre- 
cision of  hit  aaalytis,  not  less  than  in  the  resnlls  at  whieh  he  arrives.  With 
the  utmost  skill  he  penetrates  to  the  heart  of  his  subject,  and  lays  it  bare  for 
the  inspection  of  the  curious,  that  they  may  verify  for  themselves  the  c^- 
reotness  of  the  views  which  he  presents.  Nor  does  he  seem  satisfied  until  he 
has  done  this,  and  thus  given  his  readers  the  opportunity  of  forming  their 
own  opinions.  *  *  Closely  allied  with  this  quality  of  mental  rectitude  is 
his  power  of  analjtical  criticism,  as  shown  in  his  delineations  of  both  intel- 
lectual and  moral  character.  He  rarely  fails  of  reaching  the  prime  motive 
of  a  man^s  aets,  and  the  principles  which  give  a  direction  to  his  thoughts, 
in  his  peculiar  psychological  development.  *  *  Joined  with  these  Uiree 
prominent  characteristics  are  a  strong  dislike  of  every  form  of  literary  cant 
and  quackery,  a  moderate  conservatism,  a  tendency  to  philosophical  generali- 
sation, and  a  ready  and  sympathising  perception  of  beauty  in  the  works  of 
others.  *  *  Such  are  the  leading  features  in  Mr.  Whipi^e's  mental  or- 
ganisation ;  and  from  them  we  might  infer  pretty  nearly  the  character  of  his 
style.  While  it  is  clear  and  vigorous,  it  is  at  the  same  time  easy  and  grace- 
ful; never  dull  or  verbose,  but  concipe  and  brilliant; — ^in  short,  a  perfect 
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THE  POWBB  or  WORDS. 


Words  are  roost  effective  when  arranged  in  that  order  which 
19  called  style.  The  great  secret  of  a  good  style,  we  are  told, 
is  to  have  proper  words  in  proper  places.  To  marshal  one's 
verbal  battalions  in  snch  order  that  they  may  bear  at  once  npon 
all  qaarters  of  a  subject,  is  certainly  a  great  art  This  is  done 
in  different  ways.  Swift,  Temple,  Addison,  Home,  Gibbon, 
Johnson,  Barke,  are  all  great  generals  in  the  discipline  of  their 
verbal  armies,  and  the  condact  of  their  paper  wars.  Each  has 
a  system  of  tactics  of  his  own,  and  excels  in  the  nse  of  some 
particular  weapon.  The  tread  of  Johnson's  style  is  heavy  and 
sonorous,  resembling  that  of  an  elephant  or  a  mail-clad  warrior. 
He  is  fond  of  levelling  an  obstacle  by  a  polysyllabic  battering- 
ram.  Burke's  words  are  continuidly  practising  the  broadsword 
exercise,  and  sweeping  down  adversaries  with  every  stroke. 
Arbnthnot  "  plays  his  weapon  like  a  tongue  of  flame."  Addi- 
son draws  up  his  light  infantry  in  orderly  array,  and  marches 
through  sentence  after  sentence  without  having  his  ranks  dis- 
order^ or  his  line  broken.  Lather  is  different  His  words 
are  "half  battle;"  "his  smiting  idiomatic  phrases  seem  to 
cleave  into  the  very  secret  of  the  matter."  Gibbon's  legions 
are  heavily  armed,  and  march  vrith  precision  and  dignity  to 
the  music  of  their  own  tramp.  They  are  splendidly  equipped, 
but  a  nice  eye  can  discern  a  little  rust  beneath  their  fine  ap- 
parel, and  there  are  suttlers  in  his  camp  who  lie,  cog,  and  talk 
gross  obscenity.  Macaulay,  brisk,  lively,  keen,  and  energetic, 
runs  his  thoughts  rapidly  through  his  sentence,  and  kicks  out 
of  the  way  every  woi^  which  obstructs  his  passage.  He  reins 
in  his  steed  only  when  he  has  reached  his  goal,  and  then  does 
it  with  such  celeritv  that  he  is  nearly  thrown  backwards  by 
the  suddenness  of  his  stoppage.  Gifford's  words  are  moss- 
troopers, that  waylay  innocent  travellers  and  murder  them  for 
hire.  Jeffrey  is  a  fine  "lance,"  with  a  sort  of  Arab  swiftness 
in  his  movement,  and  runs  an  iron-clad  horseman  through  the 
eye  before  he  has  had  time  to  close  his  helmet  John  Wilson's 
camp  is  a  disorganized  mass,  who  might  do  effectual  service 
1 

reflection  of  his  mind,  which  hM  undoabtedly  been  formed  in  the  mshool  of 
the  old  Bngliah  writers.  Hi«  long  practice  and  a  careful  study  of  those 
wKters  have  given  him  great  power  and  fluency  of  expression,  and  a  remark- 
able facility  in  adapting  his  style  to  the  varied  wants  of  his  subject." — 
Ckrisiian  Examiner y  zlvl.  190. 
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under  better  discipline,  bat  who,  under  his  lead,  are  soffered  to 
carry  on  a  rambling  and  predatory  warfare,  and  disgrace  their 
general  by  flagitious  excesses.  Sometimes  they  steal,  some- 
times swear,  sometimes  drink,  and  sometimes  pray.  Swift's 
words  are  porcupme's  quills,  which  he  throws  with  oaerriiig 
aim  at  whoever  approaches  his  lair.  All  of  Ebeneser  Elliot's 
words  are  gifted  with  huge  fists,  to  pummel  and  braise. 
Chatham  and  Mirabeau  throw  hot  shot  into  their  opponeftta' 
magazines.  Talfourd's  forces  are  orderly  and  disci^ined,  and 
march  to  the  music  of  the  Dorian  flute ;  those  of  Keats  keep 
Ume  to  the  tones  of  the  pipe  of  Pho&bus ;  and  the  hard,  harsh- 
featured  battalions  of  Maginn  are  always  preceded  by  a  brara 
band.  HaUam's  word-infantry  can  do  much  executioa  whea 
they  are  not  in  each  other's  way.  Pope's  phrases  are  either 
daggers  or  rapiers.  Willis's  words  are  often  tipsy  with  the 
champagne  of  the  fancy,  but  even  when  they  reel  and  stagger 
they  keep  the  line  of  grace  and  beauty,  and,  though  scattered 
at  first  by  a  fierce  onset  from  graver  cohorts,  soon  reunite 
without  wound  or  loss.  John  NmI's  forces  are  multitsdinoui, 
and  fire  briskly  at  everything*  They  occupy  all  the  provinces 
of  letters,  and  are  nearly  useless  from  being  spread  over  too 
much  ground.  Everett's  weapons  are  ever  kept  ia  good 
order,  and  shine  well  in  the  son,  but  they  are  little  oalealated 
for  warfare,  and  rarely  kill  when  they  strike.  Webster's  words 
are  thunderbolts,  which  sometimes  miss  the  Titans  at  whom 
they  are  hurled,  but  always  leave  enduring  marks  whea  they 
strike.  Hazlitt's  verbal  army  is  sometimes  drunk  and  surly, 
sometimes  foaming  with  passion,  sometimes  cool  and  malig- 
nant, but,  drunk  or  sober,  are  ever  dangerous  to  cope  with. 
Some  of  Tom  Moore's  words  are  shining  dirt,  which  he  flioga 
with  excellent  aim.  This  list  might  be  indefinitely  extended, 
and  arranged  with  more  regard  to  merit  and  chronology.  My 
own  words,  in  this  connection,  might  be  compared  to  ragged, 
undisciplined  militia,  which  could  be  eamly  routed  by  a  chuge 
of  horsci  and  which  are  apt  to  fire  into  each  other's  faces. 


WIT  AND  HUHCm. 

Wit  was  originally  a  general  name  for  all  the  intellectual 
powers,  meaning  the  faculty  which  kens,  perceives,  knows,  un- 
derstands ;  it  was  gradually  narrowed  in  its  signification  to 
express  merely  the  resemblance  between  ideas ;  and  lastly,  to 
note  that  resemblance  when  it  occasioned  ludicrous  surprise. 
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It  marries  ideas,  lying  wide  apart,  by  a  sadden  jerk  of  the  un- 
derstanding. Hnmor  originally  meant  moisture,  a  significa- 
tion it  metaphorically  retains,  fQr  it  is  the  very  juice  of  the 
mind,  oozing  from  the  brain,  and  enriching  and  fertilizing 
wherever  it  falls.  Wit  exists  by  antipathy;  humor  by  sym- 
pathy. Wit  laughs  at  things ;  humor  laughs  with  them.  Wit 
lashes  external  appearances,  or  cunningly  exaggerates  single 
foibles  into  character ;  humor  glides  into  the  heart  of  its  object, 
looks  lovingly  on  the  infirmities  it  detects,  and  represents  the 
whole  man.  Wit  is  abrupt,  darting,  scornful,  and  tosses  its 
analogies  in  your  face ;  humor  is  slow  and  shy,  insinuating  its 
fun  into  your  heart  Wit  is  negative,  analytical,  destructive ; 
hnmor  is  creative.  The  couplets  of  Pope  are  witty,  but  Sancho 
Panza  is  a  humorous  creation.  Wit,  when  earnest,  has  the 
earnestness  of  passion,  seeking  to  destroy;  humor  has  the 
earnestness  of  affection,  and  would  lift  up  what  is  seemingly 
low,  into  our  charity  and  love.  Wit,  bright,  rapid,  and  blast- 
ing as  the  lightning,  flashes,  strikes,  and  vanishes  in  an  instant ; 
hnmor,  warm  and  all-embracing  as  the  sunshine,  bathes  its 
objects  in  a  genial  and  abiding  light  Wit  implies  hatred  or 
contempt  of  ^lly  and  crime,  prodaces  its  effects  by  brisk  shocks 
of  surprise,  uses  the  whip  of  scorpions  and  the  branding-iron 
— stabs,  stings,  pinches,  tortures,  goads,  teases,  corrodes,  un- 
dermine ;  hnmor  implies  a  sure  conception  of  the  beautiful, 
the  mi^eetic,  and  the  true,  by  whose  light  it  surveys  and  shapes 
their  opposites.  It  is  a  humane  influence,  softening  with  mirth 
the  ragged  inequalities  of  existence — ^promoting  tolerant  views 
of  life--4>ridging  over  the  spaces  which  separate  the  lofty  from 
the  l«wly,  the  great  from  the  hamble.  Old  Dr.  Fuller's  re- 
mark, that  a  negro  is  "  the  image  of  Ood  cut  in  ebony,"  is 
humorous ;  Horace  Smith's  inversion  of  it,  that  the  taskmaster 
is  "the  image  of  the  devil  cut  in  ivory,"  is  witty.  Wit  can 
coexist  with  fierce  and  malignant  passions;  but  humor  de- 
mands good  feeling  and  fellow-feeling — ^feeling  not  merely  for 
what  is  above  ns,  but  for  what  is  around  and  beneath  us. 


NEED  OV  A  NATIONAL  LITSRATURE. 

In  order  that  America  may  take  its  due  rank  in  the  common- 
wealth of  nations,  a  literature  is  needed  which  shall  be  the  ex- 
ponent of  its  higher  life.  We  live  in  times  of  turbulence  and 
change.  There  is  a  general  dissatisfaction,  manifesting  itself 
often  in  rude  contests  and  ruder  speech,  with  the  gulf  which 
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separates  priDciples  from  acttons*  Men  are  strtiggliiig  to 
realize  dim  ideals  of  right  and  troth,  and  each  failtire  adds  to 
the  desperate  earnestness  of  their  efforts.  Beneath  all  the 
shrewdness  and  selfishness  of  the  American  character,  there  k 
a  smooldering  enthnsiasm  which  flames  OQt  at  the  first  tooch 
of  fire,  sometimes  at  the  hot  and  hasty  words  of  partj,  and 
sometimes  at  the  bidding  of  great  t^mghts  and  nnaelfish 
principles.  The  heart  of  the  nation  is  easily  stirred  to  its 
depths ;  hot  those  who  ronse  its  fiery  impulses  into  action  are 
often  men  compounded  of  ignorance  atid  wickedness,  and 
wholly  unfitted  to  guide  the  passions  which  they  are  able  to 
excite.  There  is  no  country  in  the  world  which  has  nobler 
ideas  embodied  in  more  worthless  shapes.  All  our  factions, 
fanaticisms,  reforms,  parties,  creeds,  ridiculous  or  dangerous 
though  they  often  appear,  are  founded  on  some  aspiration  or 
reality  which  deserves  a  better  form  and  expression.  There  is 
a  mighty  power  in  great  speech.  If  the  sources  of  what  we 
call  our  fooleries  and  faults  were  rightly  addressed,  they  would 
echo  more  majestic  and  kindling  truths.  We  want  a  poetry 
which  shall  speak  in  clear,  loud  tones  to  the  people ;  a  poetiy 
which  shall  make  us  more  in  love  with  our  native  luid  by  coa* 
verting  its  ennobling  scenery  into  the  images  of  lofty  thoughts; 
which  shall  give  visible  form  and  life  to  the  abstract  id^  of 
our  written  constitutions ;  which  shall  confer  upon  virtue  all 
the  strength  of  principle,  and  dl  the  energy  of  passion ;  whidi 
shall  disentangle  freedom  from  cant  and  senseless  hyperbole, 
and  render  it  a  thing  of  such  loveliness  and  grandeur  as  to 
justify  all  self-sacrifice ;  which  shall  make  us  love  man  by  the 
new  consecrations  it  sheds  on  his  life  and  destiny ;  whieV  shall 
force  through  the  thin  partitions  of  conventionalism  and  ex- 
pediency,  vindicate  the  majesty  of  reason,  give  new  power  to 
the  voice  of  conscience,  and  new  vitality  to  human  affection, 
soften  and  elevate  passion,  guide  enthusiasm  in  a  right  direc- 
tion, and  speak  out  in  the  high  language  of  men  to  a  nation 
of  men. 


MES.  SARAH  G.  LIPPINCOTT. 

This  gifted  writer,  who  has  won  such  an  enviable  reputation  aroiuid 
the  hearth-stones  of  this  oonntiy,  under  the  name  of  "Grace  Green- 
wood," was  bom  in  Pompej,  Onondaga  County,  N.  T.    Her  maiden 
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name  was  Sarah  G.  Clarke,  whioh  was  ohanged  by  her  marriage  with 
Mr.  Leander  K.  Lippinoett,  of  Philadelphia,  in  Ootober,  1853  ;  bnt  the 
appellation  by  which  she  wiU  be  best  known  in  American  literature 
will  be  that  under  which  she  made  her  first  appearance  as  an  author. 

While  she  was  a  school  girl,  her  pavents  lemoved  to  Rochester, 
where  she  enjoyed  the  excellent  educational  advantages  of  that  place. 
In  1843,  she  removed  with  her  parents  to  New  Brighton,  Pennsyl- 
Tania,  where  she  resided  until  her  marriage,  although  spending  a  con- 
siderable portion  of  her  time  in  Washington,  Philadelphia,  and  other 
eastern  cities.  Soo^  after  her  removal  to  New  Brighton,  she  appeared 
as  an  authoress,  under  the  signature  of  "  Qrace  Qreenwood,''  in  the 
columns  of  **  The  New  York  Mirror,"  then  under  the  editorial  care  of 
George  P.  Morris  and  N.  P.  Willis.  Among  her  poetical  pieces  which 
attracted  most  admiration,  were  "Ariadne,"  the  "Horseback  Ride," 
and  "  Pygmalion."  These  were  succeeded  by  various  prose  composi- 
tions, some  of  whioh  appeared  in  "  The  National  Era,"  published  in 
Washington.  In  connection  with  her  other  literary  labors,  she  was 
the  editor  of  "  The  Lady's  Book"  for  a  year.*  Her  first  volume,  en- 
titled "Greenwood  Leaves,"  was  published  in  1850.  In  1851,  she 
published  a  volume  of  "  Poems,"  and  an  admirable  juvenile  story 
book,  called  "  History  of  my  Pets."  A  second  series  of  "Greenwood 
Leaves"  was  issued  the  following  year;  and  also  another  juvenile 
work,  called  "  Recollections  of  my  Childhood."  In  the  spring  of  1852, 
she  visited  Europe,  and  spent  fifteen  months  in  England  and  on  the 
continent.  Soon  after  her  return,  she  published  a  record  of  her  tra- 
vels, entitled  "  Haps  and  Mishaps  of  a  Tour  in  Europe."  In  October, 
1853,  she  entered  upon  the  editorship  of  **  The  Little  Pilgrim,"  a 
monthly  magaxine  for  children,  published  In  Philadelphia,  by  Mr. 
Leander  E.  Lippincott,  to  whom  about  this  time  she  was  married.  In 
the  fall  of  1855,  she  published  "  Merrie  England,"  the  first  of  a  series 
of  books  of  foreign  travel  for  children.  In  the  spring  of  1860,  a  vol- 
ume, entitled  "  A  Forest  Tragedy,  and  other  Tales,"  appeared ;  and  in 
the  fall  of  1857,  "  Stories  and  Legends  of  History  and  Travel,"  being 
the  second  of  the  series  mentioned  above. 

It  will  thus  be  seen  that  Mrs.  Lippincott's  life  is  anything  but  an 
idle  one ;  and  we  rejoice  that  she  is  thus  keeping  her  talent  bright  by 
use,  charming  all  her  readers,  both  old  and  young,  by  her  fine 
thoughts,  expressed  in  a  style  of  great  ease,  simplicity,  and  beauty. 

'  See  some  »oeoimt  of  this  in  a  note,  page  402. 
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THE  HOBS^AOK  RIDE. 

When  troubled  in  spirit,  when  weary  of  life, 

When  I  faint  'neath  its  hardens,  and  shrink  from  its  strife, 

When  its  fruits,  turned  to  ashes,  are  mocking  my  taste, 

And  its  fairest  scene  seems  but  a  desolate  waste, 

Hien  come  ye  not  near  me,  my  sad  heart  to  cheer. 

With  friendship's  soft  aocents,  or  sympathy's  tear. 

No  pity  I  ask,  and  no  counsel  I  need, 

But  bring  me,  O,  bring  me,  my  gallant  young  steed. 

With  his  high  arch6d  neck,  and  his  nostril  spread  wide. 

His  eye  full  of  fire,  and  his  step  full  of  pride  I 

As  1  spring  to  his  baok,  as  I  seize  the  strong  rein, 

The  strength  to  my  spirit  retumeth  again ! 

The  bonds  are  all  broken  that  fettered  my  mind. 

And  my  cares  borne  away  on  the  wings  of  the  wind ; 

My  pride  lifts  its  head,  for  a  season  bowed  down. 

And  the  queen  in  my  naturo  now  puts  on  her  orown  t 

Now  we're  off— like  the  winds  to  the  plains  whence  thoy  carnc^ 
And  the  rapture  of  motion  is  thrilling  my  frame  I 
On,  on  speeds  my  courser,  scarce  printing  the  sod, 
Scaroe  crushing  a  daisy  to  mark  where  he  trod ! 
On,  on  like  a  deer,  when  the  hound's  early  bay 
Awakes  the  wild  echoes,  away,  and  away  I 
Still  faster,  still  farther,  he  leaps  at  my  cheer, 
Till  the  rush  of  the  startled  air  whirls  in  my  ear  t 
Now  'long  a  clear  rivulet  lieth  his  track — 
See  his  glancing  hoofs  tossing  the  white  pebbles  baok  I 
Now  a  glen,  dark  as  midnight — what  matter  ? — we'll  down, 
Though  shadows  are  round  us,  and  rooks  o'er  us  frown  ; 
The  thick  branches  shake,  as  we're  hurrying  through, 
And  deck  us  with  spangles  of  silrery  dew  I 

What  a  wild  thought  of  triumph,  that  this  girlish  hand 
Such  a  steed  in  the  might  of  his  strength  may  command  t 
What  a  glorious  creature  t    Ah  I  glance  at  him  now. 
As  I  oheok  him  awhile  on  this  green  hillock's  brow ; 
How  he  tosses  his  mane,  with  a  shrill,  joyous  neigh, 
And  paws  the  firm  earth  in  his  proud,  stately  play ! 
Hurrah  I  off  again,  dashing  on  as  in  ire. 
Till  the  long,  flinty  pathway  is  flashing  with  fire  I 
Ho !  a  ditch  I — Shall  we  pause  ?    No ;  the  bold  leap  we  dare, 
Like  the  swift-wing6d  arrow  we  rush  through  the  lUr  I 
O,  not  all  the  pleasures  that  poets  may  praise. 
Not  the  wildering  waltz  in  the  ball-room's  blase, 
Nor  the  chivalrous  joust,  nor  the  daring  raoe, 
Nor  the  swift  regatta,  nor  merry  chase. 
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Nor  the  sail,  high  heaying  waien  o'er, 
Nor  the  rural  danoe  on  the  moonlight  shore, 
Can  the  wild  and  thrilling  joy  exceed 
Of  a  fearless  leap  on  a  fiery  steed ! 


LONGFELLOW— ^FREDRIKA  BREMER — ^KOSSUTH.^ 

T  oni  reminded  of  an  incident,  or  rather  the  incident  of  yes- 
terday— an  accidental  meeting  with  the  poet  Longfellow. 

Aside  from  mere  curiosity,  of  which  I  suppose  I  have  my 
woman's  share,  I  have  always  wished  to  look  on  the  flesh  and 
blood  embodiment  of  that  rare  genius,  of  that  mind  stored  with 
the  wealth  of  many  literatures,  the  lore  of  many  lands — for  in 
Longfellow  it  is  the  scholar  as  well  as  the  poet  that  we  rever- 
ence. The  first  glance  satisfied  me  of  one  happy  circumstance 
— that  the  life  and  health  which  throbbed  and  glowed  through 
this  poet's  verse  had  their  natural  correspondences  in  the  physi- 
cal. He  appears  perfectly  healthful  and  vigorous — is  rather 
English  in  person.  His  head  is  simply  full,  well-rounded,  and 
even,  not  severe  or  massive  in  character.  The  first  glance  of 
his  genial  eyes,  which  seem  to  have  gathered  up  sunshine 
through  all  the  summers  they  have  known,  and  the  first  tones 
of  his  cordial  voice,  show  one  that  he  has  not  impoverished  his 
own  nature  in  so  generously  endowing  the  creations  of  his 
genius — has  not  drained  his  heart  of  the  wine  of  life,  to  fill 
high  the  beaker  of  his  song. 

Mr.  Longfellow  does  not  look  poetical,  as  Keats  looked 
poetical,  perhaps;  but,  as  Hood  says  of  Oray's  precocious 
youth,  who  used  to  get  up  early 

"  To  meet  the  son  upon  the  upland  lawn" — 

*'he  died  young."  But,  what  is  better,  our  poet  looks  well,  for, 
after  all,  health  is  the  best,  most  happy  and  glorious  thing  in 
the  world.  On  my  Parnassus,  there  should  be  no  half-demented, 
long-haired,  ill-dressed  bards,  lean  and  pale,  subject  to  sadden 
attacks  of  poetic  frenzy — sitting  on  damp  clouds,  and  harping 
to  the  winds ;  but  they  should  be  a  hearty,  manly,  vigorous  set 
of  inspired  gentlemen,  erect  and  broad-chested,  with  features 
more  on  the  robust  than  the  romantic  style — writing  in  snug 
studies,  or  fine,  large  libraries,  surrounded  by  beauty,  elegance, 
and  comfort. 

I  heard  yesterday  that  Fredrika  Bremer  had  really  arrived 


*  Extract  from  a  letter. 
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in  New  York.  I  hope  that  it  is  bo.  She  has  ho6t$  of  admi- 
rers all  over  oar  coantry,  and  is  aetnally  loved  as  few  authors 
are  loved,  with  a  simple,  cordial ,  home  affection — ^for  she  is 
especially  a  writer  for  the  fireside,  the  family  circle,  and  thus 
addresses  herself  to  the  affections  of  a  people  whose  purest  joys 
and  deepest  interests  centre  in  domestic  life.  America  will 
take  to  her  heart  this  child  of  genins  and  of  natnre^ — ^her  home 
shall  be  by  every  hearth  in  oar  land,  which  has  been  made  a 
dearer  and  a  brighter  place  by  her  poetry,  her  romance,  and 
her  genial  hnmor.  She  will  be  welcomed  joyfally  by  every 
natnre  which  has  profited  by  her  pare  teachings,  and  received 
her  revelations — ^by  every  spirit  which  has  been  borne  upward 
by  her  aspirations,  or  softened  by  the  spring  breath,  the  soft 
warmth  and  light  of  her  love. 

To  woman  has  the  Swedish  novelist  spoken,  and  by  woman 
mast  she  be  welcomed  and  honored  here ;  but  to  the  men  of 
America  comes  one  whose  very  name  should  cause  the  blood 
to  leap  along  their  veins — he,  the  heart's  brother  of  freemen 
all  over  the  world — the  patriot,  prophet^  and  soldier,  the  hero 
of  the  age — ^Kossuth  the  Hungarian  I 

How  will  he  be  received  here  ?  How  will  the  deep,  intense, 
vet  moumfnl  sympathy,  the  soul-felt  admiration,  the  generous 
homage  of  the  country,  find  expression  ?  Not  in  parades  and 
dinners,  and  public  speeches,  for  Heaven's  sake  I 

Would  you  feast  and/eto  a  man  on  whose  single  heart  is  laid 
the  dead,  crushing  weight  of  a  nation's  sorrow — about  whose 
spirit  a  nation's  despair  makes  deep,  perpetual  night  ? 

I  know  not  how  my  countrymen  will  meet  this  glorious  exile ; 
but  were  I  a  young  man,  with  all  the  early  love  and  fresh  en- 
thusiasm for  liberty  and  heroism,  I  would  bow  reverently,  and 
silently  kiss  his  hand.  Were  I  a  pute  and  tried  statesman,  an 
honest  patriot,  I  would  fold  him  to  my  breast.  Were  I  an 
old  veteran,  with  the  fire  of  freedom  yet  warming  the  veins 
whose  young  blood  once  flowed  in  her  cause,  I  should  wish  to 
look  on  Kossuth  and  die. 

Who  can  say  this  man  has  lived  in  vain  ?  Though  it  was  not 
his  to  strike  the  shackles  from  his  beloved  land  tiU  she  should 
stand  free  and  mighty  before  Heaven,  has  he  not  straggled  and 
suffered  for  her  ?  Has  he  not  spoken  hallowed  and  immortal 
words — words  which  have  gone  forth  to  the  nations,  a  power 
and  a  prophecy,  which  shall  sound  on  and  on,  long  after  his 
troubled  life  is  past — on  and  on,  till  their  work  is  accomplished 
in  great  deeds — and  the  deeds  become  history,  to  be  read  by 
free  men  with  quickened  breath,  and  eyes  that  lighten  with  ex- 
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nitatfon  J  And  it  is  a  great  thing  that  Enrope,  darkened  by 
Boperstition  and  crashed  by  despotism,  has  known  another  hero 
— a  race  of  heroes,  I  might  say,  for  the  Hnngarian  uprising  has 
been  a  startling  and  terrific  spectacle  for  kings  and  emperors. 
And  ''  the  end  is  not  yef  There  mnst  be  a  snre,  a  terrible 
retribution  for  the  oppressors — a  yet  more  fearful  ^ofo  to  this 
world-witnessed  tragedy.  While  the  heavens  endure,  let  us  hold 
on  to  the  faith  that  the  right  shall  prevail  against  the  wrong, 
when  the  last  long  struggle  shall  come,  that  the  soul  of  freedom 
is  imperishable,  and  shall  triumph  over  all  oppressions  on  the 
face,  of  the  whole  earth. 


OBORGE  WILLIAM  CURTIS. 

This  brilliani  and  fluoinating  writer,  and  graeefal  and  eloquent  ora- 
tor, ifl  the  son  of  George  Curtis,  of  Providence,  R.  I.,  and  was  bom  in 
that  oitj  in  1824.  At  six  years  of  age,  he  was  placed  in  a  school  in 
Boston,  and  after  being  there  five  years,  he  returned  to  Providence, 
where  he  pursued  his  studies  till  he  was  fifteen,  when  his  fkther  re- 
moved to  New  York.  Here  he  entered  a  large  mercantile  house,  but, 
after  remaining  in  it  a  year,  he  returned  to  his  studies  for  two  years, 
when,  at  eighteen,  he  Joined  the  celebrated  Association  at  Brook  Farm, 
West  Roxbury,  Mass.  Here  he  remained  a  year  and  a  half,  and  then, 
after  spending  the  winter  in  New  York,  being  still  enamored  of  the 
country,  he  went  to  Concord,  Mass.,  and  lived  in  a  farmer's  family, 
working  hard,  a  portion  of  every  day,  upon  the  farm,  enjoying  the 
society  of  Emerson,  Hawthorne,  and  others  of  kindred  literary  tastes, 
and  perfecting  himself  in  various  literary  accomplishments. 

In  1846,  Mr.  Curtis  sailed  for  Burope,  and  after  visiting,  with  a 
8cholar*s  eye,  all  the  southern  countries,  went  to  Berlin,  to  pursue  his 
studies,  and  in  1848  matriculated  at  the  University.  After  this,  he 
travelled  through  Italy  again,  visited  Sicily,  Malta,  and  the  East,  and 
returned  home  in  the  summer  of  1850.  In  the  autumn  of  that  year, 
he  published  the  "  Nile  Notes  of  a  Howadji,"  a  great  part  of  which  was 
WTitt<m  on  the  Nile.  In  1852,  "  The  Howadji  in  Syria"  appeared,  and 
also  "  Lotus  Eating,  a  Summer  Book ;"  and  the  same  year  he  became 
ooBuected  with  *'  Putnam's  Magaiine,"  and  wrote  that  series  of  brilliant, 
satiric  sketches  of  society,  oalled  "The  PoUphar  Papers,"  which  were 
afterwards  colleoted  and  published  in  a  volume. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


t86  QWOBGtE  WHiUAM  OUKTIS. 

Ii^  ih/t  irinUr  of  1S63,  Mr.  Curtis  entoed  the  field  as  a  leetmer,  and 
was  invited  to  lecture  in  different  parts  of  the  ooantry.  His  sneeees 
was  all  that  his  most  ardent  friends  could  desire ;  for,  to  a  most  grace- 
ful and  finished  style,  a  pure  taste  and  a  fine  fisncjr,  he  adds  a  grace- 
fulness  of  dellTorj  that  gires  to  all  his  public  efforts  a  charm  that 
eaptivatee  his  audience,  in  1854,  he  deliTered  a  poem  before  a  lite- 
rary society  at  Brown  UniTenity,  Proyidenoe,  R.  I.  In  1866,  he  took 
a  Tery  actire  part  in  the  **  Fremont  campaign,"  speaking  constant!  j, 
through  the  summer,  with  great  effect.  Those  who  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  hear  any  of  these  addresses  will  not  soon  forget  them,  unit- 
ing, as  they  did,  the  soundest  argument  to  a  chaste  and  brilliant 
oratory.  In  August  of  that  year,  he  delivered  an  oration  before  the 
literary  societies  of  Wesleyan  University,  Middletown,  Conn.,  on  *'The 
Duty  of  the  American  Scholar  to  Politics  and  the  Times.'* 

In  the  spring  of  1856,  Mr.  Curtis  did  what  it  is  never  wise  for  a 
scholar  to  do — risked  all  his  means  in  mcBoantile  business.  In  No- 
vember of  the  same  year,  he  was  married  to  the  daughter  of  Francis 
G.  Shaw,  eldest  son  of  the  late  Robert  G.  Shaw,  of  Boston.  In  the 
spring  of  1857,  the  house  with  which  he  was  connected  became  embar- 
rassed, and  he  was  obliged  to  take  an  active  part  in  the  management 
of  its  ai&Urs.  But  it  was  too  late — the  ship  was  too  leaky,  and  in 
August,  Just  at  the  beginning  of  the  crisis,  she  went  down  with  all  on 
board.    He  lost  his  aU— but,  like  Milton,  he 

did  not  bate 
One  Jot  of  heart  or  hope, 

but  is  now  nobly  recovering  himself  with  his  pen  and  living  voice. 


SOOISTY  AT  WATERINO-PLACIS.* 

They  were  just  about  beginning  the  waltz  again,  when  the 
muaic  stopped,  and  they  walked  away.  But  I  saw  the  tears  in 
Caroline's  eyes.  I  don't  know  whether  they  were  tears  of 
vexation,  or  of  disappointment  The  men  have  the  advantage 
of  us,  becaase  they  can  control  their  emotions  so  mach  better. 
I  suppose  Caroline  blushed  and  cried,  because  she  fonnd  her- 
self blnshing  and  crying,  quite  as  much  as  because  she  fancied 
her  partner  didn't  care  for  her. 

I  turned  to  Enrz  Pacha,  who  stood  by  my  side,  smiling,  and 
rubbing  his  hands. 

'*  A  charming  evening  we  have  had  of  it,  Miss  Mioerra," 

*  From  the  Satemer  Diary  of  Minerva  Tattle. 
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Raid  he,  "  an  epitome  of  life— a  kind  of  last-new-noTel  effect. 
The  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen  here,  maltiplied  and 
varied  by  a  thousand  or  so,  produce  the  net  result  of  Newport. 
Given,  a  large  house,  music,  piazzas,  beaches,  cliff,  port; 
griddle-cakes,  fast  horses,  sherry  cobblers,  ten-pins,  dust,  arti- 
ficial flowers,  innocence,  worn-oat  hearts,  loveliness,  blacklegs, 
bank  bills,  small  men,  large  coat-sleeves,  little  boots,  jewelry, 
and  polka-redowas  ctd  libitum,  to  produce  August  in  Newport. 
For  my  part.  Miss  Minerva,  I  like  it.  But  it  is  a  dizzy  and 
perilous  game.  I  profess  to  seek  and  enjoy  emotions ;  so  I  go 
to  watering-places.  Ada  Aiguille  says  she  doesn't  like  it. 
She  declares  that  she  thinks  less  of  her  fellow-creatures  after 
she  has  been  here  a  little  while.  She  goes  to  the  city  after- 
ward to  refit  her  faith,  probably.  Daisy  Clover  thinks  it's 
heavenly.  Darling  little  Daisy  I  life  is  an  endless  Oerman 
cotillon  to  her.  She  thinks  the  world  is  gay  but  well-mean- 
ing, is  sure  that  it  goes  to  church  on  Sundays,  and  never  tells 
lies.  Gerulea  Bass  looks  at  it  for  a  moment  with  her  hard, 
round,  ebony  eyes,  and  calmly  wonders  that  people  will  make 
snch  fools  of  themselves.  And  you.  Miss  Minerva,  pardon 
me,  you  come  because  you  are  in  the  habit  of  coming,  because 
yon  are  not  happy  out  of  such  society,  and  have  a  tantalizing 
sadness  in  it.  Yonr  system  craves  only  the  piquant  sonrces 
of  scandal  and  sarcasm,  which  can  never  satisfy  it.  Ton  wish 
that  you  liked  tranqnil  pleasures,  and.  believed  in  men  and 
women.  But  you  get  no  nearer  than  a  wish.  Yon  remember 
when  yon  did  believe,  but  yon  remember  with  a  shudder  and 
a  sigh.  Yon  pass  for  a  brilliant  woman.  You  go  out  to  din- 
ners and  balls;  and  men  are,  what  is  called,  'afraid  of  you.' 
You  scorn  most  of  us.  Yon  are  not  a  favorite,  but  your  pride 
is  flattered  by  the  very  fear  on  the  part  of  others  which  pre- 
vents your  being  loved.  Time  and  yourself  are  your  only 
enemies,  and  they  are  in  league,  for  you  betray  yourself  to 
him.  Yon  have  found  yonth  the  most  fascinating  and  fatal  of 
flirts;  but  he,  although  your  heart  and  hope  clung  to  him 
despairingly,  has  jilted  you  and  thrown  you  by.  Let  him  go, 
if  yon  can,  and  throw  after  him  the  white  muslin  and  the  baby 
wfust.  Give  up  milk  and  the  pastoral  poets.  Sail,  at  least, 
under  your  own  colors ;  even  pirates  hoist  a  black  flag.  An 
old  belle  who  endeavors  to  retain  by  sharp  wit  and  spicy  scan- 
dal the  place  she  held  only  in  virtue  of  yonth  and  spirited 
beauty,  is,  in  a  new  circle  of  youth  and  beauty,  like  an  enemy 
firing  at  you  from  the  windows  of  your  own  house.  The  diffi- 
culty of  yonr  position,  dear  Miss  Minerva,  is,  that  you  can 
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nerer  deceive  those  wlio  alone  are  worth  deceiTlDg.  Dalsj 
Glover  and  Yonng  America,  of  conrse,  consider  joa  a  talented, 
tremendous  kind  of  woman.  Daisy  Clover  wonders  all  the 
men  are  not  in  love  with  yon.  Yonng  America  snifls  and 
shakes  its  littie  head,  and  says  disapprovingly,  '  Strong-minded 
woman  I'  Bnt  yon  fail,  yon  know,  notwiUistanding.  Yoq 
conldtt't  bring  old  Potiphar  to  his  knees  when  he  first  came 
home  from  China,  and  he  ranst  needs  plnnge  in  love  with  Min 
Polly,  whom  yon  despised,  bnt  who  has  certainly  profited  bj 
her  intimacy  with  Mrs.  Gnn,  Mrs.  Croesns,  and  Mrs.  Settmn 
Downe,  as  yon  saw  by  her  conversation  with  yon  this  evening. 
'*  Ah  1  Miss  Minerva,  I  am  only  a  benighted  diplomat  from 
Sennaar ;  bnt  when  I  reflect  npon  all  I  see  around  me  in  yoor 
conntry ;  when  I  take  my  place  with  terror  in  a  railroad  car, 
becanse  the  certainty  of  frightfhl  accidents  fills  all  minds  with 
the  same  vagne  apprehension  as  if  a  war  were  raging  in  the 
land ;  when  I  see  the  universal  rush  and  fnry — ^yonng  men  who 
never  smile,  and  who  fall  victims  to  paralysis ;  old  men  who 
are  tired  of  life  and  dread  death ;  young  women  pretty  and 
incapable ;  old  women  listless  and  useless ;  and  both  yonng 
and  old,  if  women  of  sense,  perishing  of  ennui,  and  longing  for 
some  kind  of  a  career — why,  I  don't  say  that  it  is  better  any- 
where else,  perhaps  it  isn't,  in  most  ways  it  certainly  is  not. 
I  don't  say,  certdnly,  that  there's  a  higher  tone  of  life  in  Lon- 
don or  Paris  than  in*  New  York,  bnt  only  that,  whatever  it 
may  be  there,  this,  at  least,  is  rather  a  miserable  business." 

*  ♦  *  4e  :|t  ♦ 

The  ball  was  breaking  up.  A  few  desperate  dancers  still 
floated  upon  the  floor.  The  chairs  were  empty.  The  women 
were  shawling,  and  the  men  stood  attendant  with  bouquets. 
I  went  to  a  window  and  looked  out.  The  moon  was  rising — 
a  wan,  waning  moon.  The  broad  fields  lay  dark  beneath,  and 
as  the  music  ceased,  I  heard  the  sullen  roar  of  the  sea.  If  my 
heart  ached  with  an  indefinite  longing — if  it  felt  that  the  airy 
epicurism  of  the  Pacha  was  but  a  sad  cynicism,  masquerading  in 
smiles — if  I  dreaded  to  ask  whether  the  wisest  were  not  the 
saddest— if  the  rising  moon,  and  the  plunging  sea,  and  the 
silence  of  midnight,  were  mournfbl — ^if  I  envied  Daisy  Clover 
her  sweet  sleep  and  vigorous  waking — why,  no  one  need  ever 
know  it,  nor  suspect  that  the  brilliant  Minerva  Tattle  is  a 
failure. 
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THI  BUTT  OF  THS  AMSRIOAN  SOHOLAB.* 

Do  joa  ask  me  onr  dntj  as  scholars  ?  Qentlemen,  thoaght, 
which  the  scholar  represents,  is  life  and  liberty.  There  is  no 
iDtellectaal  or  moral  life  without  liberty.  Therefore,  as  a  man 
most  breathe  and  see  before  he  can  stndy,  the  scholar  mnst  haye 
liberty,  first  of  all ;  and  as  the  American  scholar  is  a  man  and 
has  a  yoice  in  his  own  goyernment,  so  his  interest  in  political 
•affairs  mnst  precede  all  others.  He  must  bnild  his  house  before 
be  can  liye  in  it.  He  must  be  a  perpetual  inspiration  of  free- 
dom in  politics.  He  mnst  recognize  that  the  intelligent  ezer- 
cise  of  political  rights,  which  is  a  priyilege  in  a  monarchy,  is  a 
duty  in  a  republic.  If  it  clash  with  his  ease,  his  retirement, 
his  taste,  his  study,  let  it  clash,  but  let  him  do  his  duty.  The 
course  of  eyents  is  incessant,  and  when  the  good  deed  is  slighted, 
the  bad  deed  is  done. 

Scholars,  you  would  like  to  loiter  in  the  pleasant  paths  of 
study.  Every  man  loyes  his  ease — ^loyes  to  please  his  taste. 
But  into  how  many  homes  along  this  lovely  valley  came  the 
news  of  Lexington  and  Bunker  Hill,  eighty  years  ago,  and 
young  men  like  us,  studious,  fond  of  leisure,  young  lovers, 
young  husbands,  young  brothers,  and  sons,  knew  that  they 
must  forsake  the  wooded  hillside,  the  river-meadows,  golden 
with  harvest,  the  twilight  walk  along  the  river,  the  summer 
Sunday  in  the  old  church,  parents,  wife,  child,  mistress,  and 
go  away  to  uncertain  war.  Putnam  heard  the  call  at  his 
plough,  and  turned  to  go,  without  waiting.  Wooster  heard  it, 
and  obeyed. 

Not  less  lovely  in  those  days  was  this  peaceful  valley,  not  less 
soft  this  summer  air.  Life  was  dear,  and  love  as  beautifol,  fo 
those  young  men  as  it  is  to  us,  who  stand  upon  Uieir  graves. 
3nt  because  they  were  so  dear  and  beautiful,  those  men  went 
out,  bravely  to  fight. for  them  and  fall.  Through  these  very 
streets  they  marched,  who  never  returned.  They  fell,  and  were 
buried ;  but  they  can  never  die.  Not  sweeter  are  the  flowers 
that  make  your  valley  fair,  not  greener  are  the  pines  that  give 
your  river  its  name,  than  the  memory  of  the  brave  men  who 
died  for  freedom.  And  yet,  no  victim  of  those  days,  sleeping 
under  the  green  sod  of  Connecticut,  is  more  truly  a  martyr  of 


*  From  an  oration  delivered  on  Tuesday,  Aagusi  5,  1856,  before  the  Lite- 
rary Societies  of  Wesleyan  University,  Middletown,  Conn. 
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Liberty  than  every  mnrdered  man  whose  bones  lie  bleaching  in 
this  sammer  son  upon  the  silent  plains  of  Kansas. 

Gentlemen,  while  we  read  history,  we  make  history.  Be- 
cause our  fathers  fought  in  this  great  cause,  we  must  not  hope 
to  escape  fighting.  Because,  two  thousand  years  ago,  Leonidks 
stood  against  Xerxes,  we  must  not  suppose  that  Xerxes  was 
slain,  nor,  thank  God,  that  Leonidas  is  not  immortal.  Every 
great  crisis  of  human  history  is  a  pass  of  Thermopylse,  and 
Uiere  is  always  a  Leonidas  and  his  three  hnndred  to  die  in  it, 
if  they  cannot  conquer.  And  so  long"  as  Liberty  has  one  mar- 
tyr, so  long. as  one  drop  of  blood  is  poured  out  for  her,  so  long* 
from  thai  single  drop  of  bloody  sweat  of  the  agony  of  hnmanitj 
shall  sphng  hosts  as  countless  as  the  forest  leaves,  and  mighty 
as  the  sea. 

Brothers  1  the  call  has  come  to  us.  I  bring  it  to  you  in  these 
calm  retreats.  I  summon  you  to  the  great  fight  of  Freedom. 
I  call  upon  you  to  say,  with  your  voices,  whenever  the  occa- 
sion offers,  and  with  your  votes,  when  the  day  comes,  that  npon 
these  fertile  fields  of  Kansas,  in  the  very  heart  of  the  continent, 
the  upas-tree  of  slavery,  dripping  death  dews  upon  national  pros- 
perity and  upon  free  kbor,  shall  never  be  planted.  I  call  upon 
yon  to  plant  there  the  palm  of  peace,  the  vine  and  the  olive  of 
a  Christian  civilization.  I  call  upon  you  to  determine  whether 
this  great  experiment  of  human  freedom,  which  has  been  the 
scorn  of  despotism,  shall,  by  its  failure,  be  also  our  sin  and 
shame.    I  call  upon  you  to  defend  the  hope  of  the  world. 

The  voices  of  our  brothers  who  are  bleeding,  no  less  than 
of  oor  fathers  who  bled,  summon  us  to  this  battle.  Shall  the 
children  of  unborn  generations,  clustering  over  that  vast  west- 
em  empire,  rise  up  and  call  us  blessed  or  cursed  ?  Here  are 
our  Marathon  and  Lexington ;  here  are  our  heroic  fields.  The 
hearts  of  all  good  men  beat  with  us.  The  fight  is  fierce — the 
issue  is  with  God.    But  God  is  good. 


THE    BND. 
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